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Ths  Scene  is  partly  in  Englandt  and  partly  in  France, 


[    3    ] 
FIRST  PART  OF 

HENRY       VI. 


A  C  T    I. 

SCENE  I.  Wefiminfter- Abbey,  Dead  March.  Enter 
the  Funeral  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth,  attended  on  by  the 
Duke  of  Bedford,  Regent  of  France-,  the  Duke  of 
Gloster,  Prote^or\  the  Duke  of  Exeter,  and  the 
Earl  of  Warwick  ;  the  Bijhop  ^Winchester,  and 
ih£  Duke  of  Somerset,  iJc, 

Bedford. 

HUNG  be  the  heavens  with  black,  yield  day  to  night! 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  flates, 
BrandiQi  your  crylial  trefles  in  the  fky  ; 
And  with  them  fcourge  the  bad  revolting  ftars, 
That  have  confented  unto  Henry's  death  i 
Henry  the  fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long  ! 
England  ne'er  loll  a  king  of  fo  much  worth. 

Glo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deferving  to  command  : 
His  brandidi'd  fword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams ; 
His  arms  fpread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings ; 
His  fparkliog  eyes,  replete  with  wrathful  fire. 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  fun,  fierce  bent  againft  their  faces. 
What  (houid  I  fay  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  fpeech  ; 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  conquered. 

Exe.  We   mourn  in  black ;    Why   mourn    we  not  ia 
blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  {hall  revive: 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  ; 
And  death's  dishonourable  victory 
We  with  our  llately  prefence  glorify, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  ?  (hall  we  curfe  the  planets  of  miftiap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
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Or  fhall  we  think  the  fubtle-witted  French 
Conjurers  and  forcerers,  that^  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verfes  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 

Win.  He  was  a  king  bleft  of  the  King  of  kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment- day 
^o  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hofts  he  fought : 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  fo  profperous, 

GIq.  The  church  !   where  is  it  ?  Had  not  church-mea 
pray'd, 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  fo  foon  decay'd  : 
None  do  you  like  but  an  effeminate  prince. 
Whom,  like  a  fchool-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

Win.  GioRer,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  prote^or; 
And  looked:  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud  ;  flie  holdeth  thee  in  awe. 
More  thnn  God,  or  religious  church-men,   may. 

GIq,  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'ft  the  flefli ; 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'll. 
Except  it  be  to  pray  againO  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Ceafe,   ceafe  thefe  jars,  and  reil  your  minds  ia 
peace  ! 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  us  : — 
Inflead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms ; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead.  — 
Poflerity,  await  for  wretched  years, 
When  at  their  mother's  moifl:  eyes  babes  (hall  fuck  ; 
Our  ifle  be  made  a  nourifli  of  fait  tears, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead.— - 
Henry  the  fifth  !   thy  ghoft  I  invocate; 
Profper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils  i 
Combat  with  adverfe  planets  in  the  heavens ! 
A  far  more  glorious  flar  thy  foul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  Caefar,  or  bright— ' 

Enter  a   Mejfenger. 

Me  J.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all  1 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  lofs,  of  flaughter,  and  difcomfiture  : 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  P^heims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guyfors,  Poi(5liers,  are  all  quite  lofl.^ 

Bed' 
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Bed.  What  fay'fl  thou,  raan,  before  dead  Henry's  corfe  ? 
Speak  foftly  ;    or  the  lofs  of  thofe  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burft  his  lead,  and  rife  from  death. 

Glo.  Is  Paris  loft  ?  is  Roan  yielded  up? 
If  Henry  \vere  recall'd  to  life  agnin, 
Thefe  news  would  caufe  him  one  more  yield  the  ghof}, 

Exe.  How  were  they  lofl  ?  what  treacncry  was  us'd  ? 

Mejf.  No  treachery  ;  but  want  of  men,  and  money. 
Among  the  foldiers  this  is  muttered  — 
That  here  you  maintain  feverai  facftions  ; 
And,  whilfl:  a  field  (hould  be  difpatch'd  and  fought. 
You  are  difputing  of  your  generals. 
One  would  have  iing'ring  wars,   with  little  coft  ; 
Another  would  fly  fwift,  but  wanteth  wings  ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expence  at  all. 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  EngliOi  nobility  ! 
Let  not  floth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot : 
Crop'd  are  the  fleur- de-luces  in  your  arms; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe,  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
Thefe  tidings  would  call  forth  their  flowing  tides. 

Bed.  Me  they  concern  ;  regent  I  am  of  France: — 
Give  me  my  fleeled  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France. — 
Away  with  thefe  difgraceful  wailing  robes  ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  inflead  of  eyes. 
To  weep  their  intermilTive  miferies. 

Enter  to  thstn  another  MeJJenger* 

I  Mejf,  Lords,  view  thefe  letters,  full  of  bad  mlfchaace, 
France  is  revolted  from  the  EngUni  quite ; 
Except  fome  petty  towns  of  no  import : 
The  dauphin  Charles  is  crov/ned  king  inRheims; 
The  baflard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd  ; 
Rcignier,  dukeof  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part; 
The  duke  of  Alen9on  nieth  to  his  fide.  Exit, 

Exe.  The  dauphin  crowned  king  !   all  fly  to  him  ! 
O,  whither  fhall  wc  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies'  throats : — 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  flack,  I'll  fight  It  out. 

B  Bed. 
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Bed.  Glofler,  why  doubt'fl:  thou  of  my  fowardnefs  ? 
An  army  have  I  mufter'd  in  my  thoughts, 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Enter  a  third Mejfenger. 

'^Mejf.  My  gracious  lords — to  add  to  your  laments, 
"Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hcarfe 

1  muft  inform  you  of  a»difmal  fight, 
Betwixt  the  flout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win,  What !  ^wherein  Talbot  overcome  I   is't  fo  ? 

Z^ejf.  O,  no;  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  overthrown  ; 
The  circumfl-ance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  Auguft  lafl,   this  dreadful  lord. 
Retiring  from  the  fiege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  fcaree  fix  thoufand  in  his  troop. 
By  three  and  twenty  thoufand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompaffed  and  fet  upon  : 
Ko  leifure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  fet  before  his  archers  ; 
Inftead  whereof,  fharp  flakes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges. 
They  pitched  in  the  ground  confufedly, 
To  keep  the  horfemen  off  from  breaking  In. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 
W^here  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought,      "^ 
Enabled  wonders  vv^ith  his  fword  and  Jance. 
Hundreds  he  fent  to  hell,  and  none  durfl  flnnd  him; 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  flew : 
The  French  exclaim'd,  The  devil  was  in  arms; 
All  the  whole  army  flood  agaz'd  on  him: 
Hisfoldiers,  fpying  his  undaunted  fpirir, 
A  Talbot!   a  Talbot!   cried  out  amain. 
And  rurti'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conquefl  fully  been  feal'd  up, 
If  Sir  JohnFaftolfe  had  not  play'd  the  coward  : 
He  being  in  the  vaward  (plac'd  behind, 
With  purpofe  to  relieve  and  follow  them) 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  flruck  one  flroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  mafTacre  ; 
Enclofed  were  they  with  their  enemies : 
A  bafe  Walloon  to  win  the  dauphin's  grace, 
Thruft  Talbot  with  a  fpear  into  the  back ; 
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Whom  all  France,  with  her  chief  affembled  Hrength, 
Durft  not  prefurae  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  h  Talbot  flain  ?  then  I  will  flay  myfelf. 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  eafe, 
Whilft  fuch  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid. 
Unto  his  daftard  foe-men  is  betray 'd. 

3  Mejf,  O  no,  he  lives  ;  but  is  took  prifoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerford  : 
Moft  of  the  reft  flaughter'd,  or  took,  likewife. 

B^cL  His  ranfom  there  is  none  but  I  (hall  pay  : 
ril  hale  the  dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne. 
His  crown  fhall  be  the  ranfom  of  my  friend  ; 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  ours.— « 
F^rewel,  my  mafters ;  to  my  tafk  will  I ; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  St.  George's  feaft  withal  : 
Ten  thoufand  foldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whofe  bloody  deeds  fhall  make  all  Europe  quake. 

3  Meff.  So  you  had  need  ;  for  Orleans  is  befieg'd  i 
The  Englifh  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  earl  of  Salifbury  craveth  fupply  ; 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutlnyj 
Since  they,  fo  few,  watch  fuch  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,   lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  fworn  ; 
Either  to  quell  the  dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;   and  here  take  leave. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [^Exiti 

Cio.  ril  to  the  Tower  with  all  the  hafte  I  can, 
To  view  the  artillery  and  munition ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king.  [^Exit. 

Exe.  To  Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young  king  Is, 
Being  ordain'd  his  fpecial  governor ; 
And  for  his  fafety  there  I'll  befl  devife.  [Exit. 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  fun<Sl:ion  to  attend  : 
I  am  left  out  ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  fend^ 
And  (it  at  chjefeft  ftern  of  the  public  weal.  {Exit. 

C  SCENE 
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Before OrUans in  France,    Enter   Charles,  Alen^ow, 
and  Reign lER,  marching  with  a  Drum  and  Soldiers, 

Char,  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens. 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known  : 
Late,  did  he  (hine  upon  the  EngliQi  fide; 
Now  we  are  vi(5tors,  upon  us  he  fmilcs. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,   but  we  have  ? 
At  pleafurc  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans ; 
Otherwhlks,   the  famifli'd  Englifti,   like  pale  ghofts, 
Faintly  bsfiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Jkn,  They  want   their   porridge,  and  their  fat  bull- 
bceves : 
Either  they  mud  be  dieted,  like  mules, 
And  have  their  provender  ty'd  to  their  mouths. 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 

Reig.  Let's  raife  the  fiege  j  Why  live  we  idly  here  ? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear  : 
Remaineth  none,   but  mad-brain'd  Salifbury  ; 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  fpend  his  gall. 
Nor  men,  nor  money,    hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char,  Sound,  found,  alarum  ;  we  will  rufli  on  them. 

Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French  : — 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me, 
When  he  fees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  r Exeunt, 

Here  Alarum,  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  EngliJI), 
with  great    lofs. 

Re-enter  Charles,  ALEN90N,  and  Reignier. 

Char,  Who  ever  faw  the  like  ?   what  men  have  I  ? — 
Dogs  !  cowards !  dalUrds ! — I  would  ne*cr  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'midfl  my  enemies. 

Reig.  Sahlbury  is  a  defperate  homicide; 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life. 
The  other  Lords,  like  lions  wanting  food. 
Do  ru(h  upon  us  as  their  hunger  prey. 

Alen,  FroKard,  a  countryman  of  ours,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
Durine  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign. 

^  "  More 
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More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified ; 
For  none  but  Sampfoos,  and  Goliaffes, 
Itfendeth  forth  to  fkirmifh.     One  to  ten  ! 
Lean  raw  bon'd  rafcals  !  who  would  e'er  fuppofe 
They  had  fuch  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Char.  Let's  leave  this  town  ;  for  they  are  hair-brain'd 
flaves, 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager : 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forfake  vhe  fiege, 

Reig.  I  think,  by  fome  oddgimmalsor  device, 
Their  arms  are  fet,  like  clocks,  ftill  to  ftrike  on ; 
Elfe  they  could  ne'er  hold  out  fo,  as  they  do. 
By  my  confent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Jlen,  Be  it  fo. 

Efiter  the  Bafiard  of -Orleans* 

Bajl,  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin?  I  have  news  for  him. 

Dau,  Baftard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

Bafi,  Methinks,  your   looks  are  fad,  your   cheer  ap- 
pall'd  ; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  not  difmay'd,  for  fuccour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which,  by  a  vifion  fent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raife  this  tedious  fiege, 
And  drive  the  Englifli  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  fpirit  of  deep  prophecy  (he  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  fibyls  of  old  Rome ; 
What's  paft,  and  what's  to  come,  (he  can  defcry. 
Speak,  {hall  I  call  her  in  \  Believe  my  words. 
For  they  are  certain  and  infallible. 

Dau,  Go,  call  her  in  :   But  firO:,  to  try  her  fldll, 
Reignier,  ftand  thou  as  dauphin  in  my  place  : 
Queftion  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  (lern  ;  — 
By  this  means  fhall  we  found  what  ikill  fhe  hath* 

Enter  ]0AN  LA  Pqcelle. 

Reig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  thefe  wondrous  feats  ? 
Pucel.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  tliinkeft  to  beguile  me  ?— 
Where  is  the  dauphin  ?— come,  come  from  behind  ; 

C  2  I  know 
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I  know  tliee  well,  though  never  fecn  befo-re. 
Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  noth-ng  hid  from  me  : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart ; — 
Stand  back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  awhile. 

Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  firft  dafh. 

PuceL  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  fhepherd's  daughterj, 
My  wit  untrained  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven,  and  our  Lady  gracious,  hath  it  plcas'd 
To  (bine  on  my  contemptible  eftate  : 
Lo,  whili>  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And  to  fun's  parching  heat  difplay*d  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  mc  ; 
And,  in  a  vifion  full  of  majefty, 
Wiird  me  to  leave  my  bafe  vocation, 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity  : 
Her  aid  (he  promised,  and  afTur'd  fuccefs  : 
In  complete  glory  (he  reveal'd  herfclf ; 
And,  whereas  I  was  black  and  fwart  before. 
With  thofc  clear  rays  which  fhc  infus'd  on  me. 
That  beauty  am  I  blcll:  with,  which  you  fee* 
Afk  me  what  queftion  thou  can  ft  polfible. 
And  I  will  anfwer  unpremeditated  : 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'il. 
And  thou  (halt  find  that  I  exceed  my  fex. 
Refolve  on  this :  Thou  (lialt  be  fortunate. 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Dau,  Thou  haft  an:oni(h'd  me  with  thy  high  terms: 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make — 
In  fingle  combat  thou  (halt  buckle  with  mc ; 
And,  if  thou  vanquifheft,  thy  words  are  true ; 
Otherwife,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Pucd.  I  am  pre  par 'd  :  here  is  my  keen-cdg'd  fword, 
Deck'd  with  fine  fleur-de-luces  on  each  fide  ; 
The  which,    at  Touraine  in  faint  Katharine's  church- 
yard. 
Cut  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chofe  forth. 

Dau.  Then  come  o'God's  name,  I  fear  no  woman. 

Pucel   And,  while  I  live,  I'll  never  fly  no  man. 

[Here  they  fight,  and]oKT<i  la  Pucelle  overcomes. 

Dau.  Stay,  Itay  thy  hands ;  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fighteft  with  the  fword  of  Deborah. 

PueeU 
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Pt*crL  Chn{\*s  mother  helps  me,  elfe  I  were  too  weak. 

Dau,  Who'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  muft  help  me  : 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  define ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  haft  at  otiC€  fubdu'd. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  fo. 
Let  me  thy  fervant,  and  not  fovcreign  be  ; 
'Tis  the  French  dauphin  fueih  to  thee  thus. 

Pucel.  I  muft  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  profeflion's  facred  from  above  : 
When  I  have  chafed  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompcncc. 

Daft,  Mean  time,  look  gracious  on  thy  proftrate  thrall. 

Reig,  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

JIgK,  Doubtlefs,  he  (hrives  this  woman  to  her  fmock  ; 
Elfe  ne'er  could  he  fo  long  protraft  his  fpecch. 

Reig,  Shall  we  difturb  him,  fmcc  he  keeps  no  mean  ? 

^en»  He  may  mean  more  than  we  poor  men  do  know  : 
Thefe  women  arc  (hrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Jieig,  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devife  you  oa  ? 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  ? 

pMCfl,  Why,  no,  I  fay,  diftruftful  recreants  ! 
Fight  'till  the  laft  gafp ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 

Daji.  What  ftie  fays,  Til  confirm  ;  we'll  fight  it  out, 

Pucfl.  Affign'd  I  am  to  be  the  Englifh  fcourge. 
This  night  the  fiege  afiurcdly  I'll  raife : 
Expcifl  faint  Martin's  fummer,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  enter'd  thus  into  thefe  wars* 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 
Which  never  ccafcs  to  enlarge  itfelf, 
*TiU  by  broad  fpreading,  it  difperfe  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death,  th^  EngUfii  circle  ends  j 
Difperfcd  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Nov/  am  I  like  that  proud  infulting  fhip. 
Which  Caefar  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Dau.  Was  Mahomet  infpired  with  a  dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  infpired  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Conftantine, 
Nor  yet  faint  Philip's  daughters,  were  like  thee. 
Bright  ftar  of  Venus,  faU'n  dov/n  on  the  earth. 
How  may  I  reverently  worfhip  thee  enough  ? 

JUn,  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  mk  the  Ti^gQ, 

C3  ^slg. 
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Reig*  Woman,  do  what   thou  canfl  to  fave  our  hov 


nours ; 


Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortallizM. 

Vau,  Prefenily   we'll  try :— Come,    let's  away   about 
it: — 
No  prophet  will  I  truft,  if  fhe  prove  falfe.       •    [Exeunt, 


SCENE     III. 

Tower-GateTy  in  London.     Enter  GlOsTER,    with   his 

Servings  Men. 

Glo.  I  am  come  to  furvey  the  Tower  this  day  ; 
Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear,   there  is  conveyance. — 
Where  be  thefe  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  gates  ;  it  is  Glofter  that  calls. 

I  Ward.  Who's  there,  that  knocketh  fo  imperioufly  > 

1  Man.  It  is  the  noble  duke  of  Glofter. 

2  TFard,  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 

I  Man.  Villains,  anfwer  you  fo  the  lord  proteflor  ? 

I  TVard.  The  Lord  protect  him  !  fo  we  anfwer  him  : 
V7e  do  no  otherwife  than  we  are  will'd. 

Glo.  Who  willed  you  ?    or   whofe  will    flands,    but 
mine  ? 
There's  none  protestor  of  the  realm,  but  I — 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize  : 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms  ? 
Gloster's  Men  riifo  at  theTower  Gates,  and\N oo'DXii.E y 
the  Lieutenant,  fp^^ks  within. 

Wood,  What  noife  is  this  ?  what  traitor  have  we  here  ? 

Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whofe  voice  I  hear  ? 
Open  the  gates  ;  here's  Glofler,  that  would  enter. 

Wood,  Have  patience,  noble  duke ;  I  may  not-  open  ; 
The  cardinal  of  Winchefter  forbids  : 
From  him  I  have  exprefs  commandement, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  (hall  be  let  in. 

Glo.  Faint-hearred  Woodvile,  prizest  him  'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Winchefler?  that  haughty  prelate, 
V/hom  Henry,  our  late  fovereign  ne'er  could  brook  ! 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king  : 
Open  tlie  gates,  or  I'll  (hut  thee  out  fliortly. 
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Serv.Open  the  gates  there  to  the  lord  prote^or ;     ^ 
We'll  burft  them  open  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 
Enter  to  the  Prote^or,  at  the  'Tower  Genes,  Winchester, 
and  his  Men  in  tawny  Coats. 

TVtn,  How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey  ?  What  means 
this  ? 

Glo,  Piel'd  priell,  dofl  thou  command  me  to  be   /hut 
out  ? 

IFin.  I  do,  thou  moH:  ufurping  proditor. 
And  not  proteflor  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Glo,  Stand  back,  thou  manifeft  confpirator ; 
Thou,  that  ccntriv'dfl  to  murder  our  d.^:id  lord  ; 
Thou,  that  glv'ft  whores  indulgences  to  fin  : 
I'll  canvafs  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat. 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  infolencc. 

TVin.  Nay,  (land  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge  a  foot ; 
This  be  Demafcus,  be  thou  curfed  Cain, 
To  Hay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Glo.  I  will  not  Hay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back  : 
Thy  fcarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-cloth 
I'll  ufe,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win.  Do  what  thou  dai'll: ;  I  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

Glo.   What  >  am  I  dar'd,  and  bearded  to  my  face  ?— 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privilege:^  place  ; 
Blue-coats  to  tawny  coats.     Pried,  beware  thy  beard  ; 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cufFyou  foundly  : 
Under  my  fc;et  Til  (lamp  thy  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  fpite  of  pope,  or  dignities  of  church, 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

TVin.  Glofter,  thou' It  anfwer  this  before  the  pope. 

Glo.  Winchefter  goofe  I   I  cry A  rope  !  a   rope!  — 

Now  beat  them  hence,  Why  do  you  let  xhzm  ftay  ? — 
Thee  I'll  chafe  hence,  thou  wolf  m  (beep's  array.— 
Out,  tawny  coats !  out,  fcarlet  hypocrite  ! 

Here  Gloster's  Men  beat  out  the  Cardinars  ;  and  enter, 
-    in  the  Hurly- Burly,  the  Mayor  of  London,  and  his  Of- 
jicers. 

Mayor.  Fie,  lords !  that   you,  being   fupreme   magif- 
trates, 
Thus  comuraeliouQy  ihould  break  the  peace ! 

C  4  ^j"^^* 
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do.  Peace,   mayor;    for    thou  know'fl  little  of  my 
wrongs  : 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king. 
Hath  here  didrahiM  the  Tower  to  his  ufe. 

Wi?i.  Here's  Glofter  too,   a  foe  to  citizens  ; 
One  that  (till  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
0*er- charging  your  free  purfes  with  large  fines  j 
That  feeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Becaufe  he  is  protestor  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himfelf  king,  and  fupprefs  the  prince.  ^ 

Glo,  I  will  not  anfwer  thpe  with  words,  but  blows.      '^ 

[Here  theyjkirmijh  again. 

Mayor.  Nought  refts  for  me  in  this  tumultuous  ftrife. 

But  to  make  open  proclamation  : — 

Gome,  officer  ;  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canft. 

OfiT.  JII  manner  of  men.  ajfembled  Inre  in  arms  this  day, 
againji  GocTs  peace  and  the  kin^Sy  i\)e  charge  and  com-' 
mandyou,  in  his  highnefs*  name,  to  repair  to  your  fever  al 
dweliing' places  ;  afid  tiotwear,  handle,  or  ufe,  any  fword, 
weapon,  cr  dagger^   henceforward,  upon  pain  of  deaths 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law : 
But  we  (hall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win,  Glofter,  we'll  meet;  to  thy  coft,  be  thou  furc: 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have  for  this  day's  work. 

Mayor.  I'll  call  for  clubs,  if  you  will  not  away  :— * 
This  cardinal  is  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Glo,  Mayor,  farewel  :  thou  doft  but  what  thou  may'f^. 

Win,  Abominable  Glofler,  guard  thy  head  ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  ere  long.  \Exeunt„ 

Mayor,  See  the  conft  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  de- 
part.— 

Good  God  !  that  nobles  (hould  fuch  flomachs  bear  ! 
I  myfelf  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt. 

•  f'\       .  '      .      ■  '  « 

SCENE     IV. 

Orleans  in  France.    Enter  the  Mafier  Gunner  of  Orleans ^ 
and  his  Boy, 

M,  Gun,  Sirrah,  thou  l^naw'llhow  Orleans  is  befieg*(J», 
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And  how  the  EngliQi  have  the  fuburbs  won. 

Boy.  Father,  I  know  :  and  oft  have  (hot  at  them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,   I  mifsM  my  aim. 

M.  Gun,  But  now  thou  fhalt  not.     Be  thou  rulM  by 
me : 
Chief  mafter- gunner  am  I  of  this  town; 
Something  I  mufl:  do,  to  procure  me  grace. 
The  prince's  fpials  have  informed  me, 
How  the  Englifh,  in  the  fuburbs  ciofe  entrench'J, 
Went,  through  a  fecret  grate  of  iron  bars 
In  yonder  tower,  to  over-peer  the  city: 
And  thence  difcover,    how,  "wiih  moft  advantage. 
They  may  vex  us,  with  (hot,  or  with  affauit. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordinance  'gainfl  it  I  have  plac'd  ; 
And  fully  even  thefe  three  days  I  have  watch*d,  '^ 

If  I  could  fee  them  :  Now,  boy,  do  ihou  watch ; 
For  I  can  flay  no  longer. 
If  thou  fpy'ft  any,  run  and  bring  me  word  ; 
And  thou  (halt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  \Exit, 

Boy.  Father,  I  warrant  you  ;  take  you  no  care  j 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  fpy  them. 

Enter  the  Lords  Salisbury  and  Talbot,  with  Sir 
W.  Glansdale  and  Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  on 
the  Turrets. 

Sal,  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd  ! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prifoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'fl  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Difcourfe,  I  pry'thee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prifoner. 
Called — the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles  j 
For  him  was  I  exchanged  and  ranfomed. 
But  with  a  bafer  man  of  arms  by  far, 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd  me: 
Which  I,  difdaining,  fcorn'd ;  and  craved  death 
Rather  than  I  would  be  fo  pill'd  efteem'd. 
In  fine,  redeemed  I  was  as  I  defir'd. 
But,  oh  I  the  treacherous  Faftolffe  wounds  my  heart ! 
Y^l^ona  with  my  bare  fills  I  would  execute, 

If 


lt>  KING    HENRY   VI. 

If  I  now  had  hltn  brought  into  rxiy  power. 

Sal.  Yet  teirft  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entertained. 

Tal.  With  fcoirs,  and  fcorns,  and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open  market-place  produc'd  they  me, 
To  be  a  public  fpeiSlacle  to  all ; 
Here,  faid  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French,     , 
The  fcare  crovy  that  affrights  our  children  lo. 
Then  broke  1  from  the  officers  that  led  me ; 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  flones  out  of  the  ground. 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  (iiame. 
My  grifly  countenance  made  others  fiy  ; 
None  durft  come  near,  for  fear  of  fudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  fecure  ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongft  them  was  fpread. 
That  they  fuppos'd,  I  could  rend  bars  of  Heel, 
And  fpurn  in  pieces  pofts  of  adamant: 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chofen  (hot  I  had, 
That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute  while  ; 
And  if  I  did  but  llir  out  of  my  bed, 
Jleady  they  were  to  fhoot  me  to  the  heart. 

Enter  the  Boy  with  a  Linflock, 

Sal.  T  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd  ; 
But  we  will  be  revengM  fufficiently. 
Now  it  is  fupper-time  in  Orleans  : 
Here  through  this  grate,  I  can  count  every  one, 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify  ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  fight  will  much  delight  thee.'— 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glanfdale, 
Let  me  have  your  exprcfs  opinions. 
Where  is  bell:  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Gar,  I  think,  at  the  north  gate  :  for  there  fland  lords* 

Glan.  And  I  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

TaL  For  aught  I  fee,  this  city  muft  be  familh'd, 
Or  with  light  fldrmi(hes  enfeebled. 

[Shot from  the  Tawn,     Salisbury  and  Sir  Thomas 
G\KGKAVE  fall  down. 

Sal  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  finners ! 

Gar.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  me,  woful  man  ! 

taL  What  chance  is  this,  that  fuddenly    hath  crofs'd 
us  ? — 

Speak, 
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Speak,  Salilbury  ;  at  leaft,  if  thou  canfl  fpeak  ; 

How  far'ft  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 

One  of  thy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  fide  ftruck  off!— 

Accurfed  tower  !  accurfed  fatal  hand, 

That  hath  contriv'd  this  v/oeful  tragedy ! 

In  thirteen  battles  Salilbury  o'ercame  ; 

Henry  the  fifth  he  firft  train'd  to  the  wars : 

Whilll:  any  trump  did  found,  or  drum  flruck  up, 

His  fword  did  ne'er  leave  flriking  in  the  field. — 

Yet  liv'll  thou,  Salilbury  ?  though  thy  fpeech  doth  fail. 

One  eye  thou  haft  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace  : 

The  fun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. — . 

Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 

If  Salilbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  ! — 

Bear  hence  his  body,  I  will  help  to  bury  it.— • 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  haft  thou  any  life  ? 

Speak  unto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 

Salilbury,  cheer  thy  fpirit  with  this  comfort ; 

Thou  (halt  not  die,   whiles^-— 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  fmiles  on  me  ; 

As  who  fhould  fay.  When  lam  dead  and gone^ 

Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French*-^ 

Plantagenet,  1  will ;  and  Nero-like, 

Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  burn  : 

Wretched  (hall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[Here  an  Alar  urn  y  and  it  thunders  and  lightens. 
What  ftir  is  this  ?  What  tumult's  in  the  heavens  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  this  noife  I 

Enter  a  Mejfenger* 

Mejf,  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have  gather'd  head : 
The  dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join'd — 
A  holy  prophetefs,  new  rifen  up — 
Js  come  with  a  great  power  to  raife  the  fiege. 

[Here  8  al i  SB u  R Y  lifteth  himfelf  vp^  and  groans,^ 

TaL  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salilbury  doth  groan  ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salilbury  to  you  : 
Pucelle  or  puzzel,  dolphin  or  dogfifh. 
Your  hearts  I'll  ftamp  out  with  my  horfe's  heels. 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains, — 

Con- 


J-S  KING    HENRY  VI. 

Convey  mc  Sallfbary  into  his  tent, 

And  then  we'll  try  what  daftard  Frenchmen  ^arc. 

[Alarum,     Exeunt,  bearing  out  the  Bodies, 


SCENE     V. 

Here  an  Alarum  again  ;  and  Talbot  purfueth  the  Dau- 
phin,  anddriveth  him:  then  enter ]o AN  la  Pucelle, 
driving  Englijhmen  before  her,     T,hen  enter  Talbot. 

Tal,  Where  is  my  flrength,  my  valour,  and  my  force  ? 
Our  EngHfli  troops  retire,  I  cannot  ftay  them  « 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chafeth  them. 

,    £«/^r  laPucelle. 

Here,  hei  j  (he  comes  :— Fll  have  a  bout  with  thcc  j 
Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee  : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch. 
And  ftraightway  give  thy  foul  to  him  thou  ferv'il. 

FuceL  ComC;  come,  'tis  only  1  that  muft  difgrace  thee. 

\rhey  fight. 

Tah  Heavens,  can  you  fufFer  hell  fo  to  prevail  ? 
My  bread  I'll  burft  with  draining  of  my  courage. 
And  from  my  fhoulders  crack  my  arms  afunder, 
But  I  will  chaflife  this  high-minded  flrumpet^ 

Putei,  Talbot,  Farewel ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come  s 
I  muft  go  vidiual  Orleans  forthwith. 

[Ajhort  Alarum,     Then  enters  the  Town  with  Soldiers^ 
O'ertake  me  if  thou  canft  j  I  fcorn  thy  ftrength. 
Co,  go,  cheer  up  your  hunger-ftarved  men  j 
Help  Salifbury  to  make  his  teftamcnt : 
This  day  is  ours,   as  many  more  (hall  be, 

\^ExitV\JCEi.t"£,. 

Tal.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel  | 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do : 
A  wirch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  (he  lids :  > 
3o  bees  with  fmokc,  and  doves  with  noifome  flench, 
Arc  from  their  hives,  and  houfes,  driven  away. 
They  cali'd  us,  for  our  fiercenefs,  Englilh  dogs ; 

Now, 
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Now,  like  their  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[AJhort  Alarum, 
Hark,  countrymen  !   either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 
Renounce  your  foil,  give  (heep  in  lions'  flead  : 
Sheep  run  not  half  fo  timorous  from  the  wolf. 
Or  horfc,  or  oxen,  from  the  leopard. 

As  you  fly  from  your  oft-fubdued  flaves. 

[^AlarufH.     Here  another  Sklrmijh^ 
It  will  not  be  : — Retire  into  your  trenches  : 
You  all  confcnted  unto  Salilbury's  death. 
For  none  would  ftrike  a  flroke  in  his  revenge.— 
Pucelie  is  cntcr'd  into  Orleans, 
In  fpightofus,  or  aught  that  we  could  do.] 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salifbury  ! 
The  fhame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

[Exit  Talbot.^ 
[Alaruttiy  retreat,  fiourijk. 


SCENE    VI. 

Enter y  m  the  Walls y  Pucelle,  Dauphin y  Reignier, 
Alen^on,  and  Soldiers, 

Pucel.  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls ; 
Refcu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  Englifli  wolves  : — 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  performed  her  word. 

Dau.  Divined  creature,    bright  Aflrxa's  daughter. 
How  (hall  I  honour  thee  for  this  fuccefs  ? 
Thy  promifes  are  like  Adonis'  gardens. 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the  next.— • 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetefs  ! — 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans  ; 
More  blelTed  hap  did  ne*er  befall  our  ftate. 

Reig,  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  throughout  the  town  ? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feaft  and  banquet  in  the  open  Ilreets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  v;hich  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen,  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy. 
When  they  (hall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the  men. 

Dau,  »Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won? 

For 
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For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her  : 

And  all  the  priefts  and  friars  in  my  realm 

Shall,  in  proceffion,  fing  her  endlefs  praife. 

A  ftatelier  pyramis  to  her  PU  rear, 

Than  Rhodope's,   or  Memphis*,  ever  was  : 

In  memory  of  her,  when  Ihe  is  dead. 

Her  aflies,  in  an  urn  more  precious 

Than  the  rich-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 

Tranfported  (hall  be  at  high  feftivals 

Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  France. 

No  longer  on  St.  Dennis  will  we  cry, 

But  Joan  la  Pucelle  (hall  be  France's  faint. 

Come  in  ;  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 

After  this  golden  day  of  vi<5lory.  \^FlouriJh.     Exeunt, 


ACT     II. 

S  C  E  N  E  I.  Before  Orleans,  Enter  a  French  Serjeant  with 
two  Centinels, 

Serjeant, 

Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant : 

If  any  noife,  or  foldier,   you  perceive. 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  fome  apparent  fign. 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard. 

Cent,  Serjeant,  you  (hall.  {Exit  Serjeant.]  Thus  are 
poor  fervitors 
(When  others  fleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Conftrain'd  to  watch  in  darknefs,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,    Bedford,    and   Burgundy,   with 
fcaling  Ladders.     Their  Drums  beating  a  dead  March 

Tal.  Lord  regent—and  redoubted  Burgundy — 
By  whofe  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us— 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  fecure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted  ; 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity  ; 
As  fitting  beft  to  quittance  their  deceit, 
Contriv!d  by  art,  aud  baleful  forcery. 

Bed. 
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Bed.  Coward  of  France!— how  much  he  wrongs  his 
fame, 
Defpalring  oi  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
To  join  with  wirches,  and  the  help  of  hcll. 

Bur,  Traitors  have  never  other  company. — ' 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  fo  pure  ? 

Tal  A  maid,  they  fay. 

Bed.  A  maid  !  and  be  fo  martial ! 

Bur.  Pray  God,  (he  prove  not  mafculine  ere  long  ; 
If  underneath  the  ftandard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  (he  hath  begun. 

Tal.  Well,  let  them  praflife  and  converfe  with  fpirlts  : 
God  is  our  fortrefs  ;  in  whofe  conquering  name, 
Let  us  rcfolve  to  fcale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Afcend,   brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

TaL  Not  all  together  :  better  far,    I  guefs, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  feveral  ways ; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fall, 
The  other  yet  may  rife  againft  their  force. 

Bed,  Agreed  ;  I'll  to  yon  corner. 

Bur,  And  I  to  this, 

TaL  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave.— ^ 
Now,  Salifbury  !  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  Englifli  Henry,  ihall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

\The  Englijhjcaling  the  Walls,  cry,  St.  George  ! 
a  Talbot ! 

Cent.  [JFithin.l  Arm,  arm  !   the  enemy  doth  make  af- 

fault  ! 

The  French  leap  over  the  Walls  In  their  Shirts.  Enter  feve- 
ral ways.  Bastard,  Alen90n,  ReiGnier,  half 
ready,  and  half  unready. 

Alert.  How  now,  my  lords  ?  what,  all  unready  fo  ? 

Baji.  Unready  ?  357,  and  glad  we  efcap'd  fo  well. 

Reig.  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake,  and  leave  our  bed?,. 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Jlen.  Of  all  exploits,  fmce  firft  I  follow'd  arms. 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  defperate,-  than  this. 
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Baft.  I  think,  this  Talbot  is  a  fiend  of  hell. 
Riig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  fure,  favour  hii!t5. 
Aim.  Here  cometh  Charles ;  I  marvel,  how  he  fped. 

Enter  Charles,  and  PueELi/E. 

Baft.  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  ^is  defenfive  guard. 

Char^  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  ? 
Didft  thou  at  firft,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain, 
That  now  our  Ibfs  might  be  ten  times  (o  much  ? 

Pucel  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend  ? 
kt  all  times  will  you  have  my  posVer  alike  I 
Sleeping,   or  waking,  muft  I  dill  prevail. 
Or  will  you  blame  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? — 
Improvident  foldiers  !  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  fudden  mifchief  never  could  have  faH'o. 

Char.  Duke  of  Alen^on,  this  was  ^^our  default  j 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night, 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Akyi,  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  fafely  kept, 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government. 
We  had  not  been  thus  fhamefuUy  furpriz*d. 

Baft.  Mine  was  fecure. 

Retg.  And  fo  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And,  for  myfelf,  moft  part  of  all  this  night. 
Within  her  quarter,    and  mine  own  precin<fl, 
I  was  employed  in  paffingto  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  centinels  : 
Then  how,  or  in  which  way,  fhould  they  break  in  ? 

P^ucel.  Quefhon,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  cafe. 
How,  or  which  way ;   'tis  fure,  they  found  fome  pare 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made. 
And  now  there  refts  no  other  (hift  but  this— - 
To  gather  our  foldiers,  fcatter'd  and  difpers'd. 
And  lay  new  platforms  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum.     Enter  a   Soldier   cfjing^  a  Talbot !  a  Talbot ! 
they  jiy^  leaving  their  Clothes  behind, 

Sol.  I'll  be  fo  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
1  he  cry  of  TaiboK  feives  me  for  a  fword  i 

for 
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Porlh  aVe  loaden  me  with  many  fpoils, 

Ufmg  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  \^Ex2t. 

SCENE       11. 
The  fame.  Enter  TaLbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  &'c. 

Bed,  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whofe  pitchy  mantle  over- veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  found  retreat,  and  ceafe  our  hot  purfuit. 

{^Retreat, 

Tal  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salifbury  ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  center  of  this  curfed  town. — 
Now  have  I  pay'd  my  vow  unto  his  foul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  hath  at  lead:  five  Frenchmen  dy'd  to-nighto 
And,  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
What  ruin  happened  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefe-fl:  temple  I'll  eredl 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpfe  (hall  be  interr'd  : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  fack  of  Orleans; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mourntul  death. 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France* 
But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  maffacre, 
I  mufe,  we  met  not  with  the  dauphin's  grace  \ 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc; 
Nor  any  of  his  falfe  confederates. 

Bed.  *Tis  thought,  Lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  be- 
gan, 
RousM  on  the  fudden  from  their  drowfy  beds. 
They  did,  amongft  the  troops  of  armed  men, 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur,  Myfelf  (As  far  as  I  could  well  difcern. 
For  fmoke,  and  dufky  vapours  of  the  night) 
Am  fure,   I  fcar'd  the  dauphin,  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  fwiftiy  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle  doves, 
That  could  not  live  afundcr  day  or  nighf. 
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After  that  things  are  fet  in  order  here,  * 

"We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  havcr 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

MeJJl  All  hail,  my  lord  !  which  of  this  princely  train 
Gall  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  a6ls 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  ? 

7al.  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  Who  would  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Mejf,  The  virtuous  lady,   countefs  of  Auvergne, 
With  modefty  admiring  thy  renown, 
By  me  entreats,  great  lord,  thou  wouldfl  vouchfafe 
To  vifit  her  poor  caftle  where  (he  lies ; 
That  fhe  may  boafl,  (he  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whofe  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur,  Is  it  even  fo  ?  Nay,  then,  I  fee,   our  wars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comic  fport, 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encounter'd  with. — ■ 
You  may  not,  my  Lord,  defpife  her  gentle  fuit. 

laL  Ne'er  truft  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindnefs  over-rul'd  : — 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks  ; 
And  in  fubmiffion  will  attend  on  her. — 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  ? 

Bed,  No,  truly ;  that  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  faid — Unbidden  guefls 
Are  often  welcomeil:  when  they  are  gone. 

TaL  Well  then,  alone,  fincc  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtefy. 
Come  hither,    captain.    iWhiJpers.^-^Xou    perceive  my 
mind. 

Capt*  I  do,  my  lord  ;  and  mean  accordingly. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE      III. 

The  Countefs  of  Auvergne's  Cafi/e.  Enter  the  Countefs ^ 
and  her  Porter, 

Count,  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge  ; 
And,  when  you  have  done  fo,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Port. 
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Port,  Madam,  I  will.  lExit. 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid  :  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  fhall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit, 
As  Scythian  Tomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  atchievements  of  no  lefs  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witnefs  with  mine  ears. 
To  give  their  ccnfure  of  thefe  rare  reports. 

Enter  Mejfenger,  and  Talbot, 

Mejf.  Madam,  according  as  your  lady(hipdefir*d. 
By  mefTage  crav'd,  fo  is  Lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome.     What  1  is  this  the  man  ^ 

Mejf,  Madam,   it  is. 

Count.  [Js  mujing.]  Is  this  the  fcourge  of  France  ? 
Is  this  the  Talbot  fo  much  fear'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  their  mothers  ftill  their  babes  ? 
1  fee,  report  is  fabulous  and  falfe: 
I  thought  I  (hould  have  feen  fome  flercules, 
A  fecond  He6lor,  for  his  grim  afpect, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  ftrong-knit  limbs. 
Alas  !  this  is  a  child^  a  filly  dwarf : 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  wrizled  fnrimp; 
Should  ilrike  fuch  terror  to  his  enemies. 

Tal.  Madam,   I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you  : 
But,  fince  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leifure, 
I'll  fort  fome  other  time  to  vifu  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ? — Go  afk  him,  whithet 
he  goes. 

JlUJl  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  caufe  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tai.  Marry,  for  that  fhe's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

Re-enter  Porter  with  Keys, 

Count.  If  thou  be  he,   then  art  thou  prifoner. 

Tai.  Prifoner  !   to  whom  ? 

Count.  To  me,  blood- rhirfVy  lord  ; 
And  for  that  caufe  I  train'd  thee  to  my  houfe. 
Long  rime  thy  (hadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 

D  2  For 
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For  10  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs  : 
Hut  now  the  fubftance  (hall  endure  the  like  : 
And  I  will  chain  thefe  legs  and  arms  of  thine. 
That  haft  by  tyranny,   thefe  many  years, 
Wafted  our  country,   flain  our  citizens, 
And  fent  our  fons  and  hufbands  captivate. 

Tal,  Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Count.  Laugheft  thou,  wreti:h  ?  thy  mirth  (hall  turn  to 
moan. 

Tal,  I  laugh  to  fee  your  ladyftiip  fo  fond. 
To  thmk  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  fhadow. 
Whereon  to  pra^Sife  your  feverity. 

Count.  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  ? 

Tal.  I  am,  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  fubftance  too, 

Tai.  No,  no,  I  am  but  (hadowof  myfelf  : 
You  are  deceived,   my  fubftance  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  fee  is  but  the  fmalleft  part 
And  leaft  proportion  of  humanity  : 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  herej 
It  is  of  fuch*  a  fpaeious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  fufficient  to  contain  it. 

Comit.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here  : 
How  can  thefe  contrarieties  agree  I 

Tal.  That  will  I  ftiew  you  prefently. 

Winds  his  Horn,     Drums  flrike  up  :  a  Peal  of  Ordnance. 
Enter  Soldiers. 

How  fay  you,  madam  ?  are  you  now  perfuaded. 

That  Talbot  is  but  (hadow  of  himfelf  ? 

Thefe  are  his  fubftance,  ftnews,  arms,  and  ftrengtli^ 

With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks  ; 

Razeth  your  cities,  and  fubverts  your  towns, 

And  in  a  moment  makes  them  defolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot !   pardon  my  abafe  : 

I  find,  thou  art  no  lefs  than  fame  hath  bruited.. 

And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  ftiape. 

Let  my  prefumption  nor  provoke  thy  wrath, 

For  I  am  forry,  that  with  reverence 

.1  did 
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I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  difmay'd,  fair  lady;  nor  mifcgnflrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,   as  you  did  millake 
The  outward  compofition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done  hath  not  offended  me: 
Nor  other  fatisfaftion  do  I  crave, 
But  only  (with  your  patience)  that  we  may 
Tafte  of  your  wine,  and  fee  what  cates  you  have; 
For  foldiers'  ftomachs  always  ferve  them  well. 

Count.  With  ail  my  heart ;  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feaft  fo  great  a  warrior  in  my  houfe.  \Exeu72t, 


SCENE     IV. 

London,  The  Temple  Garden,  Enter  the  Earls  of^Q- 
MERSET,  Suffolk,  and  Warwick,  Richard 
Plantagenet,  Vernon^  and  another  Lawyer, 

Plant.  Great  lords,  and  gentlemen,  what   means  this 
filence  ? 
Dare  no  man  anfwer  in  a  caufe  of  truth  ? 

Suf.  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud  ; 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plant.  Then  fay  at  once,  If  I  m.aintain'd  the  truth  ; 
Or,  eife,  was  wrangling  Somerfet  in  the  error  I 

Suf.  'Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law  ; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it  ; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Som,  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then  between 
us. 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch, 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  tv/o  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  tvvo  horfes,  which  doth  bear  him  beil. 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriefl:  eye, 
1  have,  perhaps,  fome  (hallow  fpirit  of  judgment  ; 
But  in  thefe  nice  ibarp  quillets  oF  the  law, 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wifer  than  a  daw. 

Plant.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance : 
The  truth  appears  fo  naked  on  my  fide, 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

D  3  ^^^'»' 
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Som,  And  on  my  fide  it  is  (o  well  apparrell'd. 
So  clear,  fo  fhining,  and  fo  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man*s  eye. 

Plant,  Since  you  are  tongue-ty'd,  and  fo  loth  tafpeak, 
In  dumb  llgnificants  proclaim  your  thoughts: 
Let  hin:i,  that  is  a  true-borne  gentleman, 
And  ftandsupon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  fuppofe  that  I  have  pleaded  truth, 
From  off  this  briar  pluck  a  white  rofe  with  me. 

Som,  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer. 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth, 
Pluck  a  red  rofe  from  off  this  thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  colours;  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  bafe  infinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rofe,  with  Plantagenet. 

Suf.  I  pluck  this  red  rofe,  with  young  Somerfet  ; 
And  fay  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right* 

Ver.  Stay^  lords,  and  gentlemen ;  and  pluck  DO  more, 
*Till  you  conclude — that  he,  upon  whofe  fide 
The  fevveft  rofes  are  crop'd  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som.  Good  mafter  Vernon,  it  is  well  objefled  ; 
If  I  have  feweft,  I  fubfcribe  in  filence. 
Plai2i.  And  I. 

Fer.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainnefs  of  the  cafe, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blolTbm  here, 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  white  rofe  fide. 

Som,  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 
Left,  bleeding,  you  <\o  paint  the  white  rofe  red 
And  fall  on  my  fide  fo  againfl  3'our  will. 

Ver.  If  I,  my   lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed, 
Opinion  fhall  be  furgeon  to  my  hurt. 
And  keep  me  on  the  fide  where  ftill  I  am. 
Sofn.  Well,  well,  come  on:  Who  elfe  ? 
Lawyer.  Unlefs  my  lludy  and  my  books  be  falfe, 
The  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you  ; 

[To  Somerset, 
In  fign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rofe  too. 
Plant,  Now,  Somerfet,  where  is  your  argument  ? 
So?n,  Here,  in  my  fcabbard  ;  meditating  that, 
Shall  dye  your  white  rofe  to  a  bloody  red, 

Fhnt, 
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Plants  Mean   time,    your  checks   do  counterfeit  our 
rofes ; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnciTing 
The  truth  on  our  fide. 

Soni;.  No,  Plantagenct, 
'Tis  not  for  fear  ;  but  anger — that  thy  checks 
Blulh  for  pure  fhame,  to  counterfeit  our  rofes ; 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confefs  thy  error. 

Plant.  Hath  not  thy  rofe  a  canker,  Somerfei  ? 

Scm.  Hath  not  thy  rofe  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  ? 

Plant,  Ay,  (liarp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  his  truth  ; 
Whiles  thyconfuming  canker  eacs  his  fafehood. 

Som.  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding  rofes. 
That  fhall  maintain  what  I  have  faid  is  true. 
Where  falfe  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  feen. 

Plant,  Now,  by  this  maiden  blofTom  in  my  hand, 
I  fcorn  thee  and  thy  fafliion,  peevidi  boy. 

4^^.  Turn  not  thy  fcorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plant,  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  fcorn  both  him  and  thee. 

Suf»  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

Som.  Away,  away,  good  William  De- la- Poole  1 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  by  converiing  with  him. 

TVar.  No'.v,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrong'ft  him,  Som- 
erfet ; 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  fon  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  England  ; 
Spring  creftiefs  yeomen  from  fo  deep  a  root  ? 

Plant.  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege. 
Or  durfl  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  fay  thus. 

Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  CbriAendon^  : 
Was  not  thy  father,  Kichard,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  trcafon  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  ? 
And,  by  his  treafon,  fland'O;  not  thou  attainted. 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  antient  gentry  ? 
His  trefpafs  yet  lies  guilty  in  thy  blood  ; 
And,  'till  thou  be  reftor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plant.  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted  ; 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treafon,  but  no  traitor  ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerkt, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 

C  4  For 
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For  your  partaker  Poole,  and  you  yourfelf,  • 

ril  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 

To  fcourge  you  for  this  apprelienfion  : 

Look  to  it  well ;  and  fay  you  are  well  warn'd. 

Som,  Ay,  thou  (halt  find  us  ready  for  thee  ftill  s 
And  know  us,  by  thefe  colours  for  thy  foes  ; 
For  thefe  my  friends,  in  fpite  of  thee,  (hall  wear. 

Plant.  And,  by  my  foul,  this  pale  and  angry  rofc. 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate. 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  facftion,  wear; 
UntlU  it  whither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  flourifh  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy  ambition  ! 
And  fo  farewel,  untill  1  meet  ihec  next.  [Exit, 

Som.  Have  with  thee,  Poole. — Farewel,  ambitious  Rich- 
ard. [Exit,^ 

Plant.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  muft  perforce  endure  it! 

IVar,  This  blot,  that  they  objedl  againft  your  houfe, 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchefter  and  Glofter  : 
And,  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  fjgnal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Againft  proud  Somerfet,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  the  party  wear  this  rofe  : 
And  here  I  prophefy— This  brawl  to-day 
Grown  to  this  fadlion,  in  the  Temple- Garden, 
Shall  fend  between  the  red  rofe  and  the  white, 
A  thoufand  fouls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plant.  Good  mafter  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you, 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  (till  will  I  wear  the  fame, 

Imw.  And  fo  Willi. 

Plant*  Thanks,  gentle  fir. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner:  I  dare  fay. 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Exeunt. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 
J  Room  in  the  Tower.     Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a, 
Chair,  and  Jailors. 
Mor,  Kind  keepers  of  my  week  decaying  age, 
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Let  dying  Mortimer  here  reft  hitnfelf. — 

Even  like  a  man  new-haled  from  the  rack. 

So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  impnfonment, 

And  thefe  grey  locks,  the  purfulvants  of  death, 

Nellor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care. 

Argue  the  end  ot  Edmund  Mortimer. 

Thefe  eyes — like  lamps  whofe  wafting  oil  is  fpent— • 

Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent  : 

Weaklhoulders,  over-borne  with  burth'ning  grief ; 

And  pirhlefs  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 

That  droops  hisfaplefs  branches  to  the  ground.— 

Yet  are  thefe  feet — whofe  ftrengthlcfs  ftay  is  numb. 

Unable  to  fupport  this  lump  of  clay — 

Swift- winged  with  defire  to  get  a  grave, 

As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. — 

But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 

Keep.  Richard  Planragenet,  my  lord,  will  come: 
We  fent  unto  the  Temple,   to  hi?  chamber  ; 
And  anfwer  was  return'd,  that  he  will  come. 

Mor.  Enough ;  my  foul  then  (hall  be  fatisFy'd-^ 
Poor  gentleman  !   his  wrongs  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  firft  began  to  reign 
{Before  whofe  glory  I  was  grearin  arms) 
This  loathfome  fequeflarif  n  have  I  had  ; 
And  even  fince  then  hath  Richard  been  obfcufd, 
Depriv'd  of  honour  and  inheritance  ; 
But  now,  thearbirrator  of  defpairs, 
Juit  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  mlferies, 
With  fweet  enlargemeai:  doth  difmifs  me  hence: 
I  would,  his  troubles  likewife  were  expir'd, 
That  fo  he  might  recover  what  was  loft. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 

JfCeep.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come, 

Mor.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend  ?  is  he  come? 

Plant.  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Yournephew,  late-defpifed  Richard,  comes. 

Mor.  Direfl  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his  neck. 
And  in  his  bofom  fpend  my  latter  gafp  : 
Ohj  tell  me,  v/hen  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks, 

•  That 
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That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kifs, — - 

And  DOW  declare,  Iweet  ftem  from  York's  great  Hock, 

Why  didfl:  thou  fay — 'of  late  thou  vvert  defpis'd  ? 

Plant.  Firfl:,  lean  thine  aged  back  againft  mine  arm  ; 
And,  in  that  cafe,  Til  tell  thee  my  difeafe. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  cafe, 
Some  v/ords  there  grew  'twixt  Somerfet  and  me: 
Among  which  terms,  he  us'd  his  iavifli  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death; 
Which  obloquy  fet  bars  before  my  tongue. 
Life  with  the  like  1  had  requited  him  : 
Therefore,  good  uncle — for  my  father's  fake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Piantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  fake — declare  the  caufe 
'My  Either,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lofl  his  head. 

AIor»  That  caufe,  fair  nephew,   that  imprifon'd  me. 
And  hath  detained  me,  all  my  flow'ring  youth, 
Within  a  ioathfome  dungeon,  there  to  pine, 
Was  curfed  inftrumcnt  of  his  deceafe. 

Plant,  Difcovcr  m^ore  at  large  what  caufe  it  was  ; 
Fori  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guefs. 

Mor.  I  will  ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit. 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard  ;  Edward's  fon. 
The  firfl:  begotten,   and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  defcent : 
During  whofe  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north. 
Finding  his  ufurpation  mod  unjufl, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne  : 
7'he  reafon  mov'd  thefe  warlike  lords  to  this, 
Was — for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  remov'd. 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body) 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage ; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
Fiom  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  foa 
To  king  Edward  the  third,   whereas  he, 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree,     ' 
Eeing  but  the  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
But  mark  ;  as,  in  this  haughty  great  attempt, 
They  laboured  to  plant  that  rightful  heir, 

T  loft 
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I  lofl  my  liberty,   and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  fifth  — 
Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke — did  reign. 
Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge— then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Fdmund  Langley,  duke  of  Yorker 
Marrying  my  fifter,  that  thy  mother  was, 
Again,    in  pity  of  my  hard  dift^cfs, 
Levied  an  army;  weening  to  redeem, 
And  have  inftall'd  me  in  the  diadem  : 
But,  as  the  reft,  fo  fell  that  noble  earl, 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 
Id  whom  the  title  refted,  were  fupprels'd. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  laft. 

Mor»  True;  and  thou  feeft,  tnat  I  no  iffue  have; 
And  that  my  fl-inting  words  do  warrant  death  ; 
Thou  art  my  heir;   the  reft,  I  wifh  thee  gather: 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  ftudious  care. 

Plant.  Thy  grave  admoniftirnenrs  prevail  with  me : 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  tather's  execution 
Was  nothing  lefs  than  bloody  tyrann5^ 

Mor,  With  filence,  nephew,  be  thou  politick  3 
Strong-fixed  is  the  houfe  of  Lancafter, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  removed. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence  ; 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
W^ith  long  continuance  in  a  fettled  place. 

Plant.  O,  uncle,  would  fome  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  paflage  of  your  age  .' 

Mor.  Thou  doft  then  wrong  me  ;   as  the  flaught'rer 
doth. 
Which  giveth  many  wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  forrow  for  my  good  ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  funeral ; 
And  fo  farewel ;   and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes! 
And  profperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  war!  ]^Dies, 

Plant.  And  peace,  no  war,  befall  thy  parting  foul  ! 
In  prifon  haft  thou  fpent  a  pilgrimage, 
And  like  a  hermit  over-pafs'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counfel  in  my  breaft; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  reft. — 
p.eepers,  convey  him  hence  j  and  I  u-iylelf 

Will 
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Will  fee  his  burial  better  than  his  life- 
Here  dies  the  dufky  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Chok'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  fort: — > 
And,  for  thofe  wrongs,  thofe  bitter  injuries. 
Which  Somcrfet  hath  offer'd  to  my  houfe — 
I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redrefs : 
And  therefore  hafte  I  to  the  parliament  : 
Either  to  be  reflored  to  my  blood, 
Or  make  my  ill  the  advantage  of  my  good.  [Exit, 


ACT       III. 

SCENE  I.  fhunjh,  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter, 
Gloster,  Winchester,  Warwick,  Somerset, 
Suffolk,  and  Richard  Plantagenet.  Glos- 
ter offers  to  put  up  a  Bill  \  Winchester  fnatcha 

-    it  and  tears  it. 

IVincheJier, 

^om'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines. 
With  written  pamphlets  ftudioufly  devis'd, 
Humphry  of  Glolier  ?  if  thou  canft  accufe. 
Or  aught  intended  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention  fuddenly  ; 
As  I  with  fudden  and  extemporal  fpeech 
Purpofe  to  anfwer  what  thou  canft  obje<fl. 

Glo.  Prefumptuous  prieit !    this  place  commands  my 
patience, 
Or  thou  (houldft  find  thou  haft  diftionour'd  me, 
Think  not,  ahhough  in  writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes, 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearfe  the  method  of  my  pen  : 
No,  prelate  ;  fuch  is  thy  audacious  wicked nefs. 
Thy  lewd,  peftiferous,  and  diffentious  pranks. 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  moft  pernicious  ufurer  ; 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
Lafcivious,  wanton,   more  than  well  befeems 

A  maa 
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A  mail  of  thy  profeffion,   and  degree  ; 
And  for  thy  treachery,   What's  more  manifeft  ? 
In  that  thoii  laid'fl  a  trap  to  take  nay  life, 
As  well  at  London- Bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
Befide,  I  fear  me,   if  thy  thoughts  were  fifted. 
The  king,  thy  fovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  fwelling  heart. 

Win,  GJofter,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchfafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  (hall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  perverfe,   ambitious. 
As  he  will  have  me,  How  am  I  fo  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  feek  not  to  advance 
Or  raife  myfelf,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling  > 
And  for  diflenticn,   Who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do — except  I  be  provok'd  >. 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends  ; 
It  is  not  that,  that  hath  incens'-d  the  duke  : 
It  is,  becaufe  no  one  fhould  fway  but  he  ; 
No  one,  but  he,  (hould  be  about  the  king  ; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breaft, 
And  makes  him  roar  thefe  aecufations  forth. 
But  he  fhall  know,  I  am  as  good — 

Glo.  As  good  ! 
Thou  baftard  of  my  grandfather  ! — 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  fir  ;  for  what  are  you,  I  pray. 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glo.  Am  I  not  proteftor,  faucy  prieft  ? 

Win*  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  church  ? 

GIq»  Yes,  as  an  out  law. in  a  caftle  keeps. 
And  ufeth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  Unreverent  Glofler ! 

Glo.  Thou  art  reverent 
Touching  thy  fpiritual  funflioQ,  not  thy  life. 

Win,  Rome  ftiall  remedy  this. 

War.  Roam  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

War,  Ay,  fee  the  bifliop  be  not  over- borne. 

^om.  Methinks,  my  lord  fhould  be  religious. 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  fuch. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lord{hipfliou id  he  humbler  ; 
It  fitt©th  not  a  prelate  fo  to  plead* 
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Som,  Yes,  when  his  holy  ftate  is  touch'd  fo  near. 

War.  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  I 
Is  not  his  grace  protcdlor  to  the  king  ? 

Rich.  Plantagenet,  I  fee,  muft  hold  his  tongue  j 
Left  it  be  faid,  Speak,  firrah^  when  you  Jhould  \ 
Muft  your  hold  verdiSi  enter  talk  with  Lords  f 
Elfe  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchefter.  {Jfide. 

K,  Henry.-  Uncles  of  Glocefter,  and  of  Winchefter, 
The  fpecial  watchmen  of  our  Englifh  weal; 
J  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  an:iity. 
Oh,  what  a  fcandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
That  two  fuch  noble  peers  as  ye,  (hould  jar  ! 
Believe  me,  lords,   my  tender  years  can  tell, 
Civil  di^Tention  is  a  viperous  worm, 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  common -wealth. — - 

[J  noije  within  ;  Down  with  the  tawny  coats  I 
What  tumult's  this  ? 

War,  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant. 
Begun  through  malice  of  theblftiop's  men. 

[yf  noi/e  again.  Stones  !  Stones  ! 

Enter  the  Mayor  of  London,  attended. 

Mayor.  Oh,   my  good  lords — and  virtuous  Henry — 
Pity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us  ! 
The  biftiop  and  the  duke  of  Glofter's  men, 
forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon. 
Have  fill'd  their  pockets  full  of  pebble- ftones  ; 
And,  banding  themfelves  in  contrary  parts. 
Do  pelt  fo  faft  at  one  another's  pate, 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out : 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  ftreet, 
And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  ftiut  our  (hops. 

Enter  Men  in  Skirmijh,   with  bloody  PateSr 

K.  Henry,  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  ourfelf. 
To  hold  your  ftaught'ring  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Glofter,  mitigate  this  ftrife. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be 
Furbidden  ftooes,  we'll  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Serv, 
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2  Serv*  Do  what  ye  dare,  We  are  as  refolnte. 

\SkirmlJh  again* 
Glo,  You  of  my  houfehold,  leave  this  peevidi  broil. 
And  fet  this  unaccuftomed  fight  afide. 

3  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  maQ 
Juft  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth. 
Inferior  to  none,  but  to  his  majefty : 

And,  ere  that  we  will  fufFer  fuch  a  prince. 

So  kind  a  father  of  the  common-weal, 

To  be  difgraced  by  an  inkhorn  mate. 

We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight, 

And  have  our  bodies  flaughter'd  by  our  foes. 

I  Serv.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field  when  we  are  dead,  \_Begin  again, 

G/o,' Stay,  ftay,  I  fay  ! 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  fay  you  do, 
Let  me  perfuade  you  to  forbear  awhile. 

K.  Henry.  Oh,  how  this  difcord  doth  affll<5l  my  foul  !— 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  behold 
My  fighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  lelen^t  ? 
Who  fhonld  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  fhould  iludy  to  prefer  a  peace. 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

fVar,  My  lord  protestor,  yield  ; — yield,  Winchefter  ; — 
Except  you  mean,  with  obflinate  repulfe, 
To  flay  your  fovereign,   and  dsflroy  the  realm. 
You  fee  what  mifchief,  and  what  murder  too, 
Hath  been  ena<5ted  through  your  enmity  ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirlt  for  blood. 

If^in,  He  (hall  fubmit,   or  I  will  never  yield. 

Gio.  Compaffion  on  the  king  commands  mefloop; 
Or,  I  would  fee  his  heart  out,  ere  the  pricft 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

IFar,  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchefler,  the  duke 
Hath  baniih'd  moody  difcon tented  fury, 
As  by  his  fmoothed  brows  it  doth  appear  : 
Why  look  you  ftill  fo  flern,   and  tragical  ? 

G/o.  Here,  Winchefter,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Henry.  Fie,    uncle   Beaufort  !    I    have  heard    you 
preach, 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  fin  ; 

And 
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And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach, 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  fame  ? 

JFar.  Sweet  king  y — the  bifhop  hath  a  kindly  gird,— ' 
For  fhame,   my  lord  of  Winchefter !   relent ; 
What,  (hall  a  child  inftruit  you  what  to  do? 

TFh,  Well,  duke  of  Glofter,   I  will  yield  to  thee  ; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Cio.  Ay ;    but,  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart.— 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen; 
This  token  ferveth  for  a  flag  of  truce, 
Betwixt  onrfelves,  and  all  our  followers : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dilTemble  not ! 

V/in.  rJj'ide.]  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not ! 

K.  Henry.  O  loving  uncle,  kind  duke  of  Glofter, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contra6l  I — 
Away,  my  u^aders  1  trouble  us  no  more  ; 
But  join  in  frisndfhip,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

£  SerV'  Content;  I'll  to  the  furgeon's. 

2  Serv.  So  will  I. 

3  Serv.  And  I  will  fee  what  phyfick 

The  tavern  affords.  [Exeunt. 

War.  Accept  tiiis  fcroll,    moft  griicious  fovereign  ; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majefty. 

Gio.  Well  urg'd,  my  lord  of  Warwick  ;— — for,  fweet 
prince, 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumftance. 
You  have  great  reafon  to  do  Richard  right : 
Efpecially,  for  tbofe  occafions 
At  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majefty. 

K,  Henry.  And  thofe  occafions,  uncle,  were  of  force; 
Therefore,  my  loving  lords,  my  pleafure  is, 
That  Richard  be  rellor'd  to  his  blood  ; 

War,  Let  Richard  be  reftored  to  his  blood  ; 
So  fhall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

War.  As  will  the  reft,  fo  willeth  Winchefter. 

K.  Henry.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone. 
But  all  the  whok  inheritance  I  give, 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
From  whence  you  fpring  by  lencal  defcent. 

Rich.  Thy  humble  Icrvani  voWs  obedience, 
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And  humble  fervice,  'till  the  point  of  death. 

K.  Henry,  Stoop  then,  and  fet  your  knee  againft  my 
foot ; 
And,  in  reguerdon  of  that  duty  done, 
I  gird  thee  with  the  valiant  fword  of  Y^ork  : 
Rife,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet ; 
And  rife  created  princely  duke  of  York, 

Rich.  And  {o  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes  may  fall ; 
And  as  my  duty  fprings,  fo  perlHi  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  againfl  your  majefty ! 

All.  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  duke  of  York  ! 

Som.  Peridi  bafe  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York  !  \_Aftde* 

Glo.  Now  will  it  bed  avail  your  majefty, 
To  crofs  the  feas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France : 
The  prefence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongft  his  fubjeds,  and  his  loyal  friends; 
And  it  diianimatei  his  enemies. 

K,  Henry,  When  Gloller  fays  the  word,   King  Henry 
goes ; 
For  friendly  counfel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Glo,  Your  (hips  already  are  in  readinefs. 

{^Exeunt  all  hut  ExETESs 

Exe,  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  Fiance, 
Not  feeing  what  is  likely  to  enfue  : 
This  late  difTention,  grown  betwixt  the  peers, 
Burns  under  feigned  afhes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  Jaft  break  out  into  a  flame : 
As  fefler'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
*  Fill  bones,  and  flelh,  and  fmews,  fall  away. 
So  will  this  bafe  and  envious  difqord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy, 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,   namM  the  fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  fucking  babe — 
That  Henry,  bom  at  Monmouth,  fhould  win  all ; 
And  Henry,  born  at  Wiudfon  Ihould  lofe  all : 
Which  is  fo  plain,  that  Exerer  doth  wiih 
His  days  may  finifh  ere  that  hejplefs  time.  \Exit^ 
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SCENE    II. 

Roan  in  France.  Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  dlfgutfedy 
and  Soldiers  with  Sacks  upon  their  Backs ^  like  Country- 
men, 

Pucel.  Thefe  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Roan, 
Through  which  our  policy  muft  make  a  breach  t^— 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words  ; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  fort  of  market-men, 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance  (as,  I  hope,  we  fhall), 
And  that  we  find  the  [lothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  fign,  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
That  Charles  the  dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

i«  Sol.  Our  facks  (hall  be  a  mean  to  fack  the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Roan  ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  Kn^ck^, 

Watch.   ^ivalaP 

Pucel.  Pai/a?2S^  pauvres  gens  de  France  : 
Poor  market- folks,  that  come  to  fell  their  corn. 

JVatch.  Enter,  go  in  j    the  market- bell  is  rung. 

Pucel.  Now,  Roan,   I'll  fiiake   thy   bulwarks  to  the 
ground.  Exeunt. 

Enter  DAvvui^y  Bastard,  ana  Alen^on. 

£>azi.  Saint  Dennis  blefs  this  happy  ftratagem ! 
And  once  again  we'll  fleep  fecure  in  Roan. 

Bajl.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,  and  her  praclifants  : 
Now  fhe  is  there,  how  will  (he  fpecify 
t^^here  is  the  beft  and  fafefl:  pafTage  in  ? 

Reig.  By  thrufting  out  a  torch  from  yonder  tower; 
Which  once  difcern'd,  ihews,  that  her  meaning  is— 
No  way  to  that,  for  weaknefs,  which  fhe  enter'd. 

Enter  Joan  la  Pucelle  on  a  Battlement,  thru/ling  out 
a  Torch  burning. 

Puceh  Behold,  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joincth  Roan  to  her  happy  countrymen  ; 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 
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)5a/i.  See,  noble  Charles  !   the  beacon  of  our  friend. 
The  burning  torch  irl  yonder  turret  ftands. 

Dau.  Now  fliine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes  ! 

Reig.  Defer  no  time,  delays  have  dangerous  iendis  j 
Enter,  and  cry — The  Dauphin  /— prefently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

IJn  Alarum  ;   Talrot  /«<?«  Excurfion. 

Tal  France,  thou  (halt  rue  this  treafcn  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  furvrve  thy  trca..hery,— 
Pucelle,  that  wirch,  that  damned  forcerefs. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellifh  mifchief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  efcap'd  the  pride  of  Fraace.  \_Exito 

An  Alarum:  Excurjions,  Enter  Bedford,  brought  in 
Jick,  in  a  Chair^  ivith  Talbot  ^«c/Burgundy,  "with" 
out.  Within,  Joan  la  Pucelle,  Dauphin,  Bas- 
tard, and  ALEN90N,  on  the  Walls, 

Pucel,    Good   morrow,    gallants  I    want  ye  cora  fot 
bread  ? 
I  think  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  faff, 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  fuch  a  rate  : 
'Twas  full  of  darnel  ;  Do  you  like  the  fade  ? 

Burg.  Scoff  on,  vile  fitnd,  and  (hamelefs  courtezan  I 
I  truft,  ere  long  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curfe  the  harveft  of  that  corn. 
Dau,  Your  grace  may  ftarve,   perhaps,   before  that 

time. 
Bed,  Oh,   let  no  words,  but  dtQilSt  revenge  this  trea- 

fon! 
Pucel,  What  will  you  do,   good  grey-beard  >  break  a 
lance. 
And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

TaL  Foul  fiend  of   France,  and  hag  of  all  de^pight, 
Encompafs'd  with  thy  luftful  paramours  1 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age. 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damfel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 
Orelfelet  Talbot  perifhwith  this  fhame. 

Pucel,  Are  you  fo  hot,  fir  ?— Yet,  Pucelle,   hold  thy 
peace  5 
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If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  reji,  whifper  together  in  CoimctL 
God  fpeed  the  parliament  !   who  (hall  be  the  fpeaker  ? 
Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,    and  meet  us  in  the  field  ? 
Pucel  Belike,  your  lord(hip  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,   or  no. 

T^aL  I  fpeak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,   Alengon,  and  the  reft  ; 
Will  ye,  like  foldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 
Alen.  Signor,  no. 

Tal  Signor,  hang  ! — bafe  muletteers  of  France  ! 
Like  peafant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Pucel.  Captains,  away  :  let's  get  us  from  the  walls  ; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodnefs,  by  his  looks. — 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord  ?    we  came,  fir,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here.  {Exeu?itfrom  the  Walls* 

TaU  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  elfe  reproach  be  Talbot's  greateft  fame  ! — 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  houfe 
(Prick'd  on  by  public  wrongs,  fuftain'd  in  France), 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die  ; 
And  I — as  fure  as  English  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror  ; 
Asfure  as  in  this  late-beirayed  town 
Great  Coeur-de- lion's  heart  was  buried  ; 
So  fure  1  fwear,   to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Burg.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows.      ' 
Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,   regard  this  dying  prince. 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford  : — Come,  my  lord. 
We  will  beftow  you  in  fome  better  place, 
Fitter  for  ficknefs,   and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot  do  not  fo  difnonour  me  2 
Here  will  I  fit  before  the  walls  of  Roan, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal,  or  woe. 

Bur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  perfuade  yoij. 
Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence;  for  once  I  read. 
That  ftout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter,  fick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanqui^fhed  his  foes  : 
•Methinks,  I  (hould  revive  the  foldiers'  hearts, 
Bccuufe  1  ever  found  thera  as  myfelf, 

TaL 
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TaL  Uudaunted  fpirk  in  a  dying  breafl  ; — 
Then  be  it  fo  : — Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  fafe  ! — 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand. 
And  iet  upon  our  boafting  enemy. 

lExeunt  Burgundy,  Talbot,  and  Forces, 

Jn  Alarum:    Excurfions.  Enter   Sir  John  Fastolfe, 
and  a  Captain, 

Cap.  Whither  away.  Sir  John  Faftolfe,  in  fuch  hafte  ? 

Fa/^,  Whither  away  ?  to  iave  myfelf  by  flight; 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap.  What !  will  you  fly,   and  leave  lord  Talbot? 

Fq/i.  Ay, 
AH  theTulbots  in  the  world,   to  fave  my  life.         \_Exit^ 

Cap,  Cowardly  knight !    ill  fortune  follow  thee ! 

[Exit. 

Retreat :  Excurfions,     Pucelle,  Ale-si c^or^,  and  Dau- 
phmfiy. 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  foul^  depart  when  heaven  fliall  pleafe ; 
For  I  have  feen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 
What  is  the  truft  or  ftrength  of  foolifh  man  ^ 
They,   that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  feoffs. 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  fave  themfelves. 

ipies^  and  is  carried  off  in  his  Chair. 

An  Alarum  -'  Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  refl. 

Tal.  Loft,  and  recover 'd  in  a  day  again  ! 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgundy  ;  — 
Yet,  heavens  have  glory  for  this  vidfory  ! 

Burg.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enihrinea  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

tai  Thanks,  gentle  duke.     But  where  is  Pucelle  now  I 
I  thmk  her  old  familiar  is  afleep  : 

Now  Where's  the  baftard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  gleeks  > 
Wb^t,  all  a-mort  ?  Roan  hangs  her  head  for  grief. 
That  futh  a  valiant  company  arc  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  fome  order  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  fome  expert  oflicers ; 
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And  then  depart  to  Paris,  to  the  king  ; 

For  there  young  Henry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bt4rg,  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pleafeth  Burgundy* 
Tal:  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 

The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd. 

But  fee  his  exequies  fulfiU'd  in  Roan  ; 

A  braver  foldier  never  couched  lance, 

A  gee  tier  heart  did  never  fway  in  court : 

But  kings,  and  mightieft  potentates,  muft  die; 

For  that's  the  end  of  human  mifery.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

^hefame.     The  Plain  near  the  City.     Enter  the  Dauphin^ 
Bajiardy  Alen^on,  <7«^  Joan  la  Pucelle. 
Puce!,  Difmay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Roan  is  fo  recovered  : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrofive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  reniedy'd. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  peacock  (weep  along  his  tail ; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train. 
If  Dauphin,  and  the  reft,  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Dau.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto. 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence  ; 
One  fudden  foil  (hall  never  breed  diftruO. 

Baft,  Search  out  thy  wit  for  fecret  policies. 
And  we  v/ill  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Jlen,  W  e'li  let  thy  flatue  in  fome  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blefTed  faint ; 
{Employ  thee  then,  fweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Pucel.  Then  thus  it  muft  be ;  this  doth  Joan  devife ; 
By  fair  perfuafions,  mix'd  with  fugarM  words. 
We  will  en  lice  the  duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Dau.  Ay,  marry,  fweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors  j 
Nor  fhould  that  nation  boaft  it  fo  with  us. 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Jlen-  For  ever  ftiould  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here. 

'  PuceL 
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puccL  Your  honours  fhall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wifhed  end. 

[_Drum  beats  afar  off. 
Hark  !  by  the  found  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

\Jiere  heat  an  Englijh  March, 
There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  fpread  \ 
And  all  the  troops  of  Englifli  after  him. 

{French  March, 
Now,  in  the  rereward,  comes  the  duke,  and  hi$  ; 
Fortune,  in  favour,  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

{Trumpets  found  a  Parley, 
Enter  the  Duke  ^Burgundy,  marching, 

Dan,  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Burg.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgundy  ? 

PuceL  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  countryman. 

Burg.  What  fay'ft  thou,  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching 
hence. 

Dau.  Speak,  Pucelle;  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 

PuceL  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France  ! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  hand- maid  fpeak  to  thee. 

Burg,  Speak  on,  but  be  not  over-tedious. 

PuceL  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  fee  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wafting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe  ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe, 
When  death  doth  dofe  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See^  fee,  the  pining  malady  of  France  ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  mofl  unnatural  wounds^ 
Which  thou  thyfelf  has  given  her  woful  breail ! 
Oh,  turn  thy  edged  fword  another  way ; 
Strike  thofe  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  thofe  that  help  l 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bofom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  flreams  of  foreign  gore; 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  wafli  away  thy  country's  Gained  fpots ! 

Burg.  Either  (he  hath  bewitch 'd  me  with  her  wordsy 
Or  nature  makes  mefuddeniy  relent. 

PuceL  Befides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 
Roubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
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Whom  join Tt  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation, 

That  will  not  trull  thee,  but  for  profit's  fake  ? 

When  Talbot  hath  fet  footing  once  in  France, 

And  fafhion'd  rhee  that  inftrument  of  ill, 

Who  then,  But  EngliOi  Henry,  will  be  lord, 

And  thou  be  thruft  out,  like  a  fugitive? 

Call  we  to  mind — and  mark  but  this,  for  proof  ;-=. 

Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 

And  was  he  not  in  England  prifoner  ? 

But,  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 

They  fer  him  free,  without  his  ranfom  paid, 

In  fpight  of  Burgundy,  and  all  his  friends. 

See  then  !   ihou  fight'ft  againfl  thy  countryman. 

Come,  come,  rcnurn  ;  return,  thou  wand'ring  lord  ; 

Charles,  and  thereil,  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Burs^.   I  am  vanqui(h'd  ;   thefe  haughty  words  of  her*s 
H^ve  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-fliot. 
And  made  me  almoO:  yield  upon  my  knees. — 
Forgive  me,  country,  and  fweet  countrymen  ! 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace  : 
My  forces,  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours  ;— 
So,  farewel,  Talbot ;  I'll  no  longer  truft  thee. 

Pucel.  Done,  like  a  Frenchman  ;  turn,  and  turn  again  ! 

Dc{u.  Welcome,  brave  duke  I   thy  friendfliip  makes  us 
frefh. 

Bajl.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breads. 

Alen.  Pucelie  hath  bravely  playM  her  part  in  this. 
And  doth  dcferve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Dan,  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers; 
And  feek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Exeunt 


SCENE     IV. 

Paris,  Jn  Apartment  in  the  Palace,  Enter  King  Henry, 
Gloster,  Veknon,  Basset,  ^f.  TothemTAL' 
EOT,  with  Soldiers. 

TaL  My  gracious  prince — and  honourable  peers-^ 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 
1  p  do  niy  duty  to  my  fovereign  ; 

In 
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In  fign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortrelTes, 
Twelve  cities,  and  feven  walled  towns  of  ftrength, 
Bcfides  five  hundred  prifoners  of  efteem — 
Lets  fall  his  fword  before  your  highnefs'  feet  ; 
And,  with  fubmiiTive  loyalty  of  heart, 
Afcribesthe  glory  of  his  conqueft  got, 
Firfl  to  my  God,  and  next  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Henry.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Glofler, 
That  hath  fo  long  been  refident  in  France  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  pleafe  your  majeity,  my  liege, 

AT.  Henry.    Welcome,    brave  captain,    and  vi(5lorious 
lord  ! 
When  I  was  young  (as  yet  I  am  not  old), 
1  do  remember  how  my  father  faid, 
A  floutcr  champion  never  handled  fword. 
Long  fmce  we  were  refolved  of  your  truth, 
Your  faithful  fervice,  and  your  toil  in  war  ; 
Yet  never  have  you  tafted  our  reward, 
Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  fo  much  as  thanks, 
Becaufe  'till  now  we  never  faw  your  face  : 
Therefore,  fland  up ;  and,  for  thefe  good  deferts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewfbury ; 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

\Exeunt  Kingi  Glo.  TaL, 

Ver.  Now,  fir,  to  you,  that  were  fo  hot  at  fea, 
DIfgracing  of  thefe  colours  that  I  wear 
Iq  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York — 
Dar'A  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  fpak'ft  ? 

Bas.  Yes,  fir  ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  fancy  tongue 
Agninft  my  lord,   the  duke  of  Somerfet, 

Fer.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Bas,  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

Ver,  Hark  ye;  nor  fo:  in  witnefs,  take  ye  that. 

[Strike J  him, 

Bas.  Villain,  thou  know'ft,  the  law  of  arms  is  fuch, 
That,  who  fqdraws  a  fword,  'tis  prefect  death  ; 
Or  elfe  this  bl  w  fhould  broach  thy  dearelt  blood, 
But  I'll  unto  his  majefly,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong  : 

Whea 
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When  thou  (halt  fee,  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  cofl. 

Ver.  Well,  mifcreant,  I'll  be  there  as  foon  as  you  ; 
And,  aft^r,  meet  yon  rooner  thau   you   would. 

[Exeunt » 


ACT     IV. 

SCENE  I.  Paris.  A  Room  nf  State.  Enter  King 
Hen-ry,  Gloster,  Winchester,  York,  Suf- 
folk, Somerset,  Warwick,  Talbot,   Exeter, 

and  Governor  of  Paris, 

Gh,  Lord  bifbop,  fet  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

Win.  God  faveking  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fjxth  ? 

Glo.  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath — 
That  you  elefl  no  other  king  but  him  : 
Efteem  none  friends,  but  fuch  as  are  his  friends ; 
And  none  your  foes,  but  fuch  as  fliall  pretend 
Malicious  pra^lices  againft  his  ftate: 
This  (hall  ye  do,  fo  help  your  righteous  God ! 
Enter  Sir  JoH-s  Fastolfe. 

Faji.  My  gracious  fovereign,  as  I  rode  frorn  Calais, 
To  hafte  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  delivered  to  my  hands, 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy, 

Tal,  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee  ! 
I  vow'd,  bafe  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next, 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  kg 

\_P lucking  it  off^ 
(Which  I  have  done),  becaufe  unworthily 
Thou  was  inilalled  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  refl: : 
This  daftard,    at  the  battle  of  Poicfliers — 
When  but  in  all  I  was  fix  thoufand  ftroug, 
And  that  the  French  were  almoft  ten  to  one— 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  flroke  ^yas  given, 
Like  to  a  truOy  fquire,  did  run  awny  ; 
In  which  affault  we  loft  twelve  hundred  men  - 
Myfelf,  and  divers  gentlemen  befide, 
Were  there  furpris'd,  and  taken  prifoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  1  have  done  amifs ; 

Or 
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Or  whether  that  fuch  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no. 

Glo.  To  fay  the  truth,  this  hCt  was  infamous. 
And  ill  befeeming  any  common  man  ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

Tal.  When  firft  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  lord?. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth  ; 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage. 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars  ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  (hrinking  for  diftrefs. 
But  always  refolute  in  mod  extremes. 
He  then,  that  is  not  furnifli'd  in  this  fort, 
Poes  but  ufurp  the  facred  name  of  knight, 
Profaning  this  moft  honourable  order  ; 
And  fliould  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  fwain 
That  doth  prefume  to  boafl  of  gentle  blood. 

K.  Henry.  Stain  to  thy  countymen !  thou  heat 'II  thy 
doom  : 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wafl  a  knight ; 
Henceforth  we  banifh  thee,  on  pain  of  death. — 

\_Exh  Fastolfe, 
And  now,  my  lord  prote(n:or,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Burgundy, 

Glo.  What  means   his  grace,  that  he  hath  chaog'd  his 
ffile  > 
No  more,   but,  plain  and  bluntly— 21? //;/   King? 

[Reading, 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  fovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlifh  fuperfcription 
Pretend  fome  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
What's  here? — I  have  upon  Jpe  dale  aufe—*  [Reads* 

Mov'd  with  CQmpa([mi  with  my  country's  wrecks 
Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
Of  fuch  as  your  opprejjion  feeds  upon—- 
Forfaken  your  pernicious  fatiion, 
And  join' d  with  Charles  ^  the  rightful  king  of  Franc  e. 

O  monftrous  treachery  !  Can  this  befo; 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths, 
There  fhould  be  found  fuch  falfe  diffembling  guile? 
K,  lienry.  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 

Glo. 
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Gh.  He  c^oth,  my  lord  j  and  is  become  your  foe. 
K,  Henry-   \s  that  the  worfl:  this  letter  doth  contain  t 
Glo.  It  is  the  word,  and  ail,  my  lord,  he  writes. 
IL  Henry ^  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  fhall  talk  with 
him. 
And  give  hinfi  chalUfement  for  thlsabiife : 
My  lord,  how  fay  you  ?  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal,  Content,  my   llcge  ?  Yes ;    but   that  I  am  pre- 
vented, 
I  ihould  htive  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employ'd. 

K,  Henry.  Then  gather  ftrength,  and  march  unto  him 
ftraioht : 
Let  him  perceive,  how  111  we  brook  his  treafon  5 
And  what  offence  it  is,  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.   I  go,  my  lord  5  in  heart  defiring  ftill. 
You  may   behold  confufion  of  your  foes. 

\Ei:tt  Taleot. 

Enter  Vernon  and  Bass^^t. 

Yer.  Grant  me  the  combat,^  gracious  fovereign  ! 

i^as    And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  combat  too ! 

Y:rk.  This  is  my  fervant  ;  Hear  him  noble  prince  ! 

^cm.  And  this  is  mine  ;  Sweet  Henry,  favour  him  ! 

IL.  henry.  Be  patient,  lords,   and  give  them  leave   to 
fpcak. — 
Say,  gentlemen,  What  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  ^'^ou  combat  ?  or  with  whom  ? 

p^er.  With  him,  my  lord  ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Bas.  And  i  with  him  ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K.  Henry    What  is,that  wrong  wheieof  you  both  com- 
,   p'^m  ?  ' 

Yv^  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  anfwer  you. 

ij^,s.  Cr^'fling  the  fea  from  England  into  France, 
This  teiiov/  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  mc  about  the  rofe  I  wear  ; 
.Sayit,;-     the   ianguiue  colour  ot  the  leaves 
Did  rcpretent  my  mailer's  biuQimg  cheeks, 
\VbtD*iliibbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth, 
About  a  certain  queftion  m  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwix!  rhe  -luke  o^  York  and  him  ; 
With  other  viie  and  ignonunous  terms : 


la 
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In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  vvorthinefs, 
l^rave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver,  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  feem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit. 
To  fet  a  glofs  upon  his  bold  intent, 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him  ; 
And  he  firft  took  exceptions,  at  thii  badge. 
Pronouncing— that  the  palenefs  of  this  flower 
Bewray'd  the  faintnefs  of  my  mafler's  heart. 
York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerfet,  be  left  ? 
Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will  out, 
Though  ne'er  fo  cunningly  you  fmother  it. 

K,  Henry.  Good  Lord  !  what  madnefs  rules  in  braia- 
fick  men ; 
When,  for  fo  flight  and  frivolous  a  cnufe, 
Such  fa^ious  emulations  fhall  arife  1 — 
Good  coufins  both,  of  York  and  Somerfet, 
Quiet  yourfelvcs,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

Tork.  Let  this  diflention  firft  be  try'd  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highnef^  (hall  command  a  peace. 

So::i.  The  quarrel  toucherh  none  but  us  alone  ; 
Betwixt  ourfelves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

Tork,  There  is  my  pledge  ;  accept  it,  Somerfet. 
Ver.  Nay,  lee  it  reft  where  it  began  at  firft. 
Bas,  Confirm  it  fo?  mine  honourable  lord. 
Glo,  Confirm  it  fo?    Confounded  be  your  ftrlfe ! 
And  perifliye,  with  your  audacious  prate 
Prefumptaous  vaftals  !  are  you  not  afham'd. 
With  this  immodeft  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  difturb  the  king  and  us  ? — 
And  you,  my  lord — methinks,  you  do  not  well, 
To  bear  with  their  perverfe  objedions  -, 
Much  lefs,  to  take  occafion  from  their  mouths 
To  raife  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourfelves; 
Let  me  perfuade  you  take  a  better  courfc. 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  highnefs; — Good  my  lords,  be  friends, 
K»   Henry.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combat- 
ants ; 
Henceforth  1  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour, 
Oolite  to  forget  this  quarrel,   and  the  caufe.— 

And 
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And  you,  my  lords— remember  where  we  are  ; 

In  France,   amongft  a  fickle  wavering  nation  : 

If  they  perceive  difTention  in  our  looks, 

^nd  that  within  ourfelves  we  difagree. 

How  will  their  grudging  floraachs  be  provok'd 

To  wilful  difobedience,   and  rebel  ? 

Befide,  What  infamy  will  there  arife. 

When  foreign  princes  (hail  be  certify 'd, 

Thar,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard. 

King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobihty, 

Deftroy'd  themfeives,   and  loft  the  realm  of  France  ? 

O,  think  upon  the  conqueft  of  my  father. 

My  tender  years  ;  and  let  us  not  forego 

That  for  a  trifle,   which  was  bought  with  blood  I 

Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  ftrife. 

1  fee  no  reafon,  if  I  wear  this  rofe, 

\_Puttlng  on  a'red  Rofi* 
That  any  one  (hould  therefore  be  fufpicious 
J  more  incline  to  Somerfet,  than  York  : 
Both  are  my  kinfmen,  and  I  love  them  both  : 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown, 
Becaufe,  forfooth,  the  king  of  Scots  is  crown'd* 
But  your  difcretions  better  can  perfuade. 
Than  I  am  able  to  inftru6l  or  teach  : 
And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 
So  let  us  ftillcontinue  peace  and  love. — 
Coufm  of  York,  we  inftituteyour  grace 
To  be  our  regent  in  thefe  parts  of  France  :— 
And  good  my  lord  of  Somerfet,  unite 
Your  troop  of  horfemen  with  his  bands  of  foot  ;•— « 
And,  like  true  fubjedls,  fons  of  your  progenitors, 
Go  cheerfully  together,  anddigeft 
Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 
Ourfelf,  my  lord  proteftor,  and  the  reft. 
After  fome  refpite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 
From  thence  to  England  ;  where  1  hope  ere  long 
To  be  prefenetd,  by  your  viiftories, 
Wiih  Charles^  Alen^on,  and  that  traiterous  rout. 

\VlouriJh,     ExeunU 
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ManentYoKVL,  Warwick,  Exeter,  and  Vernon, 

lFar»  My  lord  of  York,  I  promlfe  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methoughr,  did  play  the  orator. 

Tork.  And  fo  he  did  ;    but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerfet. 

fFar,  Tu(h  !  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not ; 
I  dare  prefume,  fweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm, 

nrk.   And,  if  I  wift,  he  did— But  let  it  reft  ; 
Other  aiFairs  muft  now  be  managed.  [ExeunU 

Manent  ExETEK. 

Exe,  Well  didfl  thou,  Richard,  to  fupprefs  thy  voice  : 
For,   had  the  pafHon  of  thy  heart  burft  our, 
I  fear,  we  Qiould  have  feen  decypher'd  there 
More  rancorous  fpight,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imaginM  or  fuppos'd. 
But  howfoe'er,  no  (imple  man  that  fees 
This  jarring  difcord  of  nobility, 
This  faflious  bandying  of  their  favourites. 
But  that  he  doth  preiage  fome  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  fceptres  are  in  children's  hands ; 
"But  more,   when  envy  breeds  unkind  divifion  ; 
There  comes  the  ruin,   there  begins  confuiion.         [Exit, 

SCENE    II. 

Bcfcn  the  Walls  of  Bourdeaux,     Enter   Talbot,  with 
Trumpets  and  Drum, 

Tal,  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,   trumpeter, 
Summon  their  general  ttnto  the  wall.  [^Ssunds. 

Enter  General  aloft, 

Englifh  John  Talbot,  'captains,  calls  you  forth, 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England  ; 
And  thus  he  would — ^ — Open  your  city  gate^. 
Be  humbled  to  us ;   call  my  fovereign  yours. 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  fubje6ts, 
And  V\\  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power : 

Bitt 
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But,   if  you  frown  upon  this  profFer'd  peace, 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants, 
Lean  famine,   quartering  (leel,  and  climbing  fire  ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  (lately  and  air-  braving  towers, 
if  you  forfake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terror,   and  their  bloody  fcourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canft  not  enter,  but  by  death: 
For,   I  protefl,    we  are  well  fortify'd, 
And  ftrong  enough  to  ilTue  out  and  fight : 
If  thou  retire,  the  dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  fnares  of  war  to  tangle  thee  : 
On  either  hand  thee  there  are  fquadrons  pitched. 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
And  DO  way  canft  thou  turn  thee  for  redrefs, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  fpoil, 
And  pale  deftruiStion  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thou  (and  French  have^ta'en  the  facrament. 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 
Upon  no  Chriftian  foul  but  Englifh  Talbot. 
Lo  !   there  thou  ftand'fl,   a  breathing  valiant  man, 
'Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  fpirit : 
This  is  the  lateft  glory  of  thy  praife. 
That  I,  thy  enemy,  due  thee  withal ; 
For  ere  theglafs,  that  now  begins  to  run, 
Finifa  the  procefs  of  his  fandy  hour, 

Thefe  eyes,  that  fee  thee  now  well  coloured, 

Shall  fee' thee  wither'd,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
.Hark  !  hark  !  the  dauphin's  drum,  a  warning  bell, 

Sings  heavy  mufic  to  thy  timorous  foul; 

And  mine  fhall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

\_Exitfrom  the  Wfilh* 
Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hear  the  enemy  !— 

Out,  fome  light  horfemen,   and  perfue  their  wings.— 

O,  negligeiit  and  heedlefs  difcipline  ! 

How  are  we  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale  ; 

A  little  herd  of  ICngland's  timorous  deer, 
,  Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs ! 


If 
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If  we  be  Engllfh  deer,  be  then  in  blood  : 

Not  rafcal-like,   to  fall  down  with  a  pinch  ; 

But  rather  moody-mad,  and  defperate  ftags, 

Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  fteel. 

And  make  the  cowards  ftand  aloof  at  bay  : 

Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 

And  they  (liall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  friends. 

God,  and  faint  George  !  Talbot,  and  England's  rij^ht ! 

Profper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight.  [Exeunt, 

~  SCENE    III.       "*"  ~ 

J}iother  part  of  France,  Enter  a  mejfenger,  meeting  York, 
who  enters  with  a  Trumpet,  and  many  Soldiers. 

Tork.  Are  not  the  fpcedy  fcouts  return'd  again. 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  dauphin  ? 

Mejf.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord ;  and  give  it  out. 
That  he  is  march'd  to  Bourdeaux  with  his  power. 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along. 
By  your  efpials  were  difcovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  dauphin  led  ; 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for  Bour- 
deaux. 

Tork,  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerfet; 
That  thus  delays  my  promifed  fupply 
Of  horfemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  fiege  ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expet*!:  my  aid ; 
And  lam  lowted  by  a  traitor  villain. 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  neceflity ! 
If  he  mifcarry,  farewel  wars  in  France. 

Enter   Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Thou  princely  leader  of  oi-^r  Englifh  flrength. 
Never  fo  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  refcue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waifc  of  iron, 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  deftru<fl:ion  : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke  !   to  Bourdeaux,  York  ! 
Elfe,  farewel  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

Tbrk.  O  God  !   that  Somerfet — who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  flop  my  cornets — were  in  Talbot's  place  I 
So  (hould  we  fave  a  valiant  gentleman, 

^  By 
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By  forfeiting  a  trr/itor,  and  a  coward. 

Mad  ire,    and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep. 

That  thus  we  die,  while  remifs  traitors  fleep. 

Lucy.  O,  fend  fome  fuccour  to  the  diflrefs'd  lord  \ 

Tork.  He  dies,  we  lofe :  1  break  my  warlike  word  : 
We  mourn,  France  (miles ;  we  lofe,  they  daily  get ; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerfet. 

Lucy.  Then  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  foul  ! 
And  on  his  fon  young  John  ;  whom,    two  hours  fince, 
I  met  in  travel  towards  his  warlike  father  ! 
This  feven  years  did  not  Talbot  lee  his  Ion  ; 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  dqne, 

Tork,  Alas  !   what  joy  (hall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  young  fon  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
Away  I  vexation  almofl:  Hops  my  breath, 
That  funder'd  friend?,  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. — 
Lucy,  farewel  :  no  more  my  fortune  can, 
But  curfe  the  caufe  I  cannot  aid  the  n:ian. — 
Maine,  Bloys,  Poifliers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerfet,  and  his  delay. 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture  of  fen'ition 
Feeds  in  the  bofom  of  fuch  great  commanders. 
Sleeping  negleclion  doth  betray  to  lo(s 
The  conquelt  of  our  fcarce-cold  conqueror, 
That  ever- living  mail  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth  : — Whiles  they  each  other  crofs, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all.    hurry  to  lofs.  Exit, 

S  C  E  N   E     IV, 

Another  part  of  France.     Enter  Somerset,  with  his 
Army. 

Sofn^  It  is  too  late  ;   I  cannot  fend  them  now  : 
This  expedition  was  by  York,  and  Talbot, 
Too  rafhly  plotted  ;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  fally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with  ;  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  fuUied  all  his  glofs  of  former  honour. 
By  this  unheedful,  defperate,  wild  adventure  : 
York  fet  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  fiiame. 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great: York  might  bear  the  nome. 

Capt.  Here  is  Sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter 
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^;2/^r  5'/r  William  Lucy, 
Som.  How  now,  Sir  William  ?  whither  were  yon  fent  ? 

Zary.Whither,my  lord?  from  bought  and  fold  l9r4Talbot; 
Who,  wring'd  about  with  bold  adverfity, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerfet, 
To  beat  aflailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  fweat  from  his  war- wearied  limbs. 
And,  in  advantage  lingVing,  looks  for  refcue. 
You,  his  falfe  hopes,  the  trufl  of  England's  honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthlefs  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  difcord  keep  away 
The  levied  fuccours  that  Hiould  lend  him  aid. 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman, 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds  : 
Orleans  the  Badard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 
Alencon,  Reignier,  compafs  him  about, 
And  Talbot  pcrifheth  by  your  default. 

So?m  York  fet  him  on,  York  fhould  have  fent  him  aid, 

Lucy.   And  York  as  fall  upon  your  grace  exclaims ; 
Swearing,  that  you  withhold  his  levied  hofl, 
Collefled  for  this  expedition. 

Sotn.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  fent,  and  had  the  horfe : 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  and  lefs  love  ; 
And  take  foul  fcorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  fending. 

Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  France, 
Hath  now  entrapt  the  noble-minded  Talbot ; 
Never  to  England  fhall  he  bear  his  life  ; 
But  dies,  betray 'd  to  fortune  by  your  flrife. 

Soyn.  Come,  go;  I  will  difpatch  the  horfemen  flraight  : 
Within  fix  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lncy.  Too  late  comes  refcue  ;  he  is  ta'en,  or  flain  : 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled  ; 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  then  adieu  ! 

l^ucy.   His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  fhame  in  you. 

\^Exeunt, 

SCENE     V. 

J  Field  of  Battle  near  Bourdeaux.     Enter  Talbot,  and 
his  Son. 
Tah  0  young  John  Talbot !  I  did  fend  for  thee, 

V  J,  To 
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To  tutor  thee  in  flratagems  of  war  ; 

That  Talbot*s  name  might  be  in  thee  revived. 

When  faplefs  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs, 

Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 

But — O  malignant  and  ill-boding  ftars  ! — 

Now  art  thou  come  unto  a  feafl  of  death, 

A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger  : 

Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my  fwiftefl  horfc  5 

And  I'll  dire^l:  thee  how  thou  (halt  efcape 

By  fudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,   be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?   and  am  I  your  foa  ? 
And  (hall  I  fly  ?  O  !    if  you  love  my  mother, 
Difhonour  not  her  honourable  name, , 
To  make  a  badard  and  a  flave  of  me : 
The  world  will  fay — ^He  is  not  Talbot's  blood. 
That  bafely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  flood. 
Tal.  Fly,    to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  flain. 
John,  He,  that  flies  fo,   will  ne'er  return  again. 
^al.  If  we  both  flay,  we  both  are  fure  to  die. 
John,  Then,   let  me  flay  ;    and,  father,  do  you  fly  s 
Your  lofs  is  great,  fo  your  regard  fliould  be; 
My  v/orth  unknown,   no  lofs  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boaft  ; 
In  your's  they  will,   in  you  all  hopes  are  loft. 
Flight  cannot  flain  the  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,   that  no  exploit  have  done  : 
You  fled  for  va'ntage,   every  one  will  fwear ; 
But,  if  I  bow,  they'll  fay — it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  flay, 
If,  the  firft  hour,   I  flirink,   and  run  away. 
Here,   on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality, 
Rather  than  life  prcferv'd  with  infamy. 

Tal  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb  ? 
John,  hy,  rather  than  I'll  fliame  my  mother's  womb.. 
Tal.  Upon  my  blefling  I  command  thee  go. 
John,  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 
Tah  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  fav'd  in  thee. 
John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  fliame  in  me. 
Tal.  Thou  never  hndlt  renown,  nor  canft  not  lofc  it. 
John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name  ;  Shall  flight  abufe  it  > 
Tal  Thy  father's  charge  fliall  clear  thee  from  that  flain. 
John^  You  cannot  witnefs  for  me,  being  flain 
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if  death  be  fb  apparent,  then  both  fiy. 

TaL  And  leave  my  follower?  here,  to  fight,  and  die  I 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  fuch  (hame. 

John.  And  (liall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  fuch  blame? 
No  more  can  I  be  fever'd  from  your  fide, 
Than  can  yourfelf  yourfelf  in  twain  divide  : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

TaL  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  fan, 
Born  to  eciipfe  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Come,  fide  by  fide  together  live  and  die; 
And  foul  with  foul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.       [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VI. 

Alarum:  Exciirfions,  wherem  Talbot's  ^on  is  hemm'd 

about,  and  Talbot  refcues  him. 

TaL  Saint  George,  and  viflory  .'  fight,  foldiers,  fight : 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word. 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France's  fword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  I — paufe,  and  take  thy  breath  ; 
1  gave  thee  life  and  refcu'd  thee  from  death. 

John.  O  twice,  my  father  !    twice  am  I  thy  fon  : 
The  life,  thou  gav'ft  me  firft,  was  loft  and  done  ; 
*Till  \J'ith  thy  warlike  fword,  defpight  of  fate. 
To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav'ft  new  date. 

TaL  When  from  the  dauphin's  creft  thy  fword  ftruck 
fire, 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  defire 
Of  bold-fac'd  viftory.     Then  leaden  age 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  fpleen,  and  warlike  rage, 
Beat  down  Alen^on,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  refcu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  baftard  Orleans — that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy  ;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  firft  fight— 1  foon  encountered  ; 
And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  (lied 
Some  of  his  baftard  blood  ;  and,  in  difgrace, 
Befpoke  him  thus :   Contaminated,  bafe, 
And  mif -begotten  blood  Ifpillofthinc, 
Mean  and  right  poor ;  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine. 
Which  thou  didji  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy ;— » 
Here,  purpofing  the  Baftard  to  deftroy, 

F  3  Came 
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Came  in  flrong  refcue.     Speak,  thy  father's  care  j 

Art  not  thou  weary,   John,  how  doll:  thou  fare  I 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fiy. 

Now  thou  art  feal'd  the  fon  of  chivalry  ? 

Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead  j 

The  help  of  one  ftands  me  in  little  flead. 

Oh,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  fmall  boat. 

if  I  tO'day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 

To  morrow  I  (hall  die  with  micklc  age : 

By  me  they  nothing  gain,   an  if  I  ftay, 

'Tis  but  the  (liortning  of  my  life  one  day  : 

In  ihee  thy  mother  dies,  our  houfhold's  name. 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fames 

All  thefe,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  (lay  ; 

All  thefe  are  fav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John,  The  fword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me  fmart, 
Thefe  words  of  your's  draw  life-blood  from  my  heart ; 
Oh  what  advantage,  bought  with  fuch  a  Ihame, 
To  fave  a  paltry  life,  and  flay  bright  fame  1 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 
The  coward  horfe,  that  bears  me,   fall  and  die  ! 
And  like  me  to  the  peafant  boys  of  France  ; 
To  be  fhame's  fcorn,   and  fubjedf  of  mlfchance; 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
An  if  I  fly,  I  am  not  Talbot's  fon  : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot  ; 
If  fon  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  fcot. 

Tal.  1  hen  follow  thou  thy  defperate  fire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus ;  thy  life  to  me  is  fweet  : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  fide  ; 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride.         {Exeunt. 

SCENE     VII. 

Alarum  :    Excurfions.     Enter   old  Talbot,  led  by  the 
French, 

Tal.  Where  is  my  other  life  ? — -mine  own  is  gone  ; — 
O,  Where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  ? — • 
Triumphant  death,  fmear'd  with  captivity  ! 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  fraile  at  thee  :— 
When  he  perceived  me  fhrink,  and  on  my  knee, 

His 
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His  bloody  fword  he  brandifliM  over  me, 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  ftern  impatience  : 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  flood  alone, 
Tend'ring  my  ruin,  and  aflail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury,  and  great  rage  of   heart, 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  fide  to  flart 
Into  the  cluft'ring  battle  of  the  French  : 
And  in  that  fea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  over-mounting  fpirit ;    and  there  dy'd 
My  Icarus,  my  blolTom,  in  his  pride. 

Enter  ]0Hii  Talbot,  borne. 

Serv,  O  my  dear  lord  !  lo,  where  your  fon  is  borne  ! 

Tal.  Thou  antic  death,  which  laugh'it  us  here  to  fcorn. 
Anon,  from  thy  infulting  tyranny, 
Coupl'd  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 
Two  Talbots,    winged  through  the  lither  fky, 
In  thy  defpight,  (hail  Ycape  mortality. — 
O  thou  whofe  wounds  become  hard-favour*d  death, 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath  : 
Brave  death  by  fpeaking,  whether  he  will,  or  no ; 
Imagine  him  a  Frechman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boy  !  he  fmiles,  methinks  ;   as  who  (hould  fay — 
Had  death  been  French,    then  death  had  died  to-day. 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms  ; 
My  fpirit  can  no  longer  bear  thefe  harms. 
Soldiers  adieu  !  I  have  what  1  would  have, 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's  grave. 

[Z)/Vy. 

ACT       V. 

SCENE  I.   Continues  near  Bourdeaux.  Enter  Charles, 
ALEN90N5  Burgundy,  Bastard,   aJid  Joan   la 

PUCELLE. 

'  Charles. 

It  A  D  York  and  Somerfet  brought  refcue  In,   ;* 
We  (hould  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Bajl.   Huw  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's  raging  wood, 
Did  fiedi  his  puny  fword  in  Frenchmen's  blood  ! 

Puce/.  Once  I  encounter'd  him,  and  thus  I  faid, 
F4 
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Thou  maiden youthy  be  vanquijh'd  by  a  ma'idi 

Uut — with  a  proud,    majeflical,  high  fcorn — 

He  anfwtr'd  thus  ;  Young  Talbot  was  not  born — • 

To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  wench  : 

So  rufhuig  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 

He  left  me  proudly,  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur,  Doubtlefs,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight ; 
See,  where  he  lies  inherfed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  moft  bloody  nurfer  of  his  harms. 

Ba/l.  Flew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  afunder ; 
Whofe  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  wonder. 

Char,  Oh,  no  ;  forbear  :  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,   let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Lucy.    Herald,   condufl  me  to  the  dauphin's  tent,  to 
know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 

Char.  On  what  fubmiiFive  mefTage  art  thou  fent  ? 

Lucy,  SubmilTion,  dauphin  ?  'tis  a  mere  French  word  ; 
We  Englifh  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prifoners  thou  haft  ta'cn, 
And  to  furvey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prifoners  alk'ft  thou  ?  hell  our.prifon  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  feek'ft. 

Lucy,  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewfbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  fuccefs  in  arms, 
Great  earl  of  Wafhford,  Waterford,  and  Valence  ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  Lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  Lord   Furnival  of  Shef- 
field. 
The  thrice  vidorious  lord  of  Falconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  faint  George, 
Worthy  faint  Michael,   and  the  golden  fleece ; 
Great  mareflial  to  Henry  the  fixth, 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Pucel.   Here  is  a  filly  ftately  flyle,  indeed  ! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath, 

Writes  not  fo  tedious  a  flyle  as  this. 

Him,  that  thou  magnify'ft  with  all  thefe  titles, 

Stinking, 
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Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy.  Is  Talbot  flain  !  the  Frencn man's  only  fcourge, 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemefis  ? 
Oh,  were  mine  eye  balls  into  bullets  tum'd, 
That  I,  in  rage,  might  (hoot  them  at  your  faces  ! 
Oh,  that  I  could  but  call  thefe  dead  to  life  ! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  revilm  of  France: 
Were  but  his  piflure  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudell  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  I  may  bear  them  hence. 
And  give  them  burial  as  befeems  their  worth. 

Pucel.  I  think,  this  upftart  is  old  Talbot's  ghoft, 
He  fpeaks  with  fuch  a  proud  commanding  fpirit. 
For  God's  fake,  let  him  have  'em  ;  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  flink,  and  putrify  the  air. 

Char.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy,  I'll  bear 
Them  hence ;  but  from  their  aflies  (hall  be  rear'd 
A  phoenix,   that  (hall  make  all  France  afeard. 

Char.  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  him  what  thou 
wilt, 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein  ; 
All  will  be  ours,   now  bloody  Talbot's  flain.        [Exeunt, 

SCENE     IL 

England.     Enter    King   Henry,  Gloster,  and  Exe- 
ter. 

K.  Henry.  Have  you  perus'd  the  letters  from  the  pope. 
The  emperor,    and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  ^ 

Clo,  I  have,   my  lord  ;  and  their  intent  is  this— 
They  humbly  fue  unto  your  excellence. 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

K.  Henry.  How  doth  your  grace  afFe<Sl  their  motion  ? 

Glo.  Well,   my  good  lord  ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  ftop  effufion  of  our  Chriflian  blood, 
And  flabhfh  quietnefs  on  every  fide. 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  marry,  uncle;  for  I  always  thought, 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  fuch  imraanity  and  bloody  ftrife 
Should  reign  among  profefTors  of  one  faith. 

Glo* 
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Glo,  Befide,  my  lord — the  fooner  to  efFe^l, 
And  furer  bind  this  knot  of  amity — 
The  earl  of  Armagnac — near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  fumptuous  dowry^ 

K.  Henry.  Marriage  !  uncle,  alas  !  my  years  are  youngs 
And  fitter  is  my  ftudy,  and  my  books, 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet,  call  the  ambafTadors  ;  and,  as  you  pleafe, 
So  let  them  have  their  anfwers  every  one : 
I  {hall  be  well  content  with  any  choice. 
Tends  to  God*s  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

Enter  a  Legate^  and  two  Attendants,  with  Winchester, 
as  Cardinal, 

Exe;  What !  is  ray  lord  of  VVinchcfter  inflaird, 
And  call'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree  I 
Then,  1  perceive,   that  will  be  verify'd, 
Henry  the  fifth  did  fometime  prophefy— 
If  once,  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal. 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  -with  the  crown, 

K.  Henry,  My  lords  ambafTadors,  your  feveral  fuks 
Have  been  confider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpofe  is  both  good  and  reafonable  : 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  refolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  we  mean 
Shall  be  tranfported  prefently  to  France. 

Clo,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord  your  mafler  — ^ 
I  have  inform'd  his  highnefs  fo  at  large. 
As — liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts, 

Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower 

He  doth  intend  (he  fliall  be  England's  queen — 

K.  Henry.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which  contract. 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affeftion — 
And  fo,  my  lord  prote6for,  fee  them  guarded. 
And  fafely  brought  to  Dover  ;  where,  inlhipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  fea. 

[^Exeunt  King  and  Tram. 

Win,  Stay  my  lord  legate;  you  (hall  firft  receive 
The  fum  of  money,  which  I  promlfed 

Should 
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Should  be  deliverM  to  his  hol'iDefs 

For  clothing  me  in  thefe  grave  ornaments. 

Legate.  I  will  attend  upon  yourlordfhip's  leifurc. 

Win.  Now  Winchefter  will  not  fubmit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudeft:  peer. 
Humphrey  of  Glofter,  thou  fhalt  well  perceive. 
That,  nor  in  birth,  nor  for  authority, 
The  bifiiop  will  be  over-borne  by  thee  : 
ril  either  make  thee  ftoop,  and  bend  thy  kaee, 
Or  fack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [Exeunt» 

SCENE      III. 

France,    Enter  Dauphiuy  BuPvGundy,  Alen^on,  and 
^        Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Dau.  Thefe  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our  drooping 
fpirits  : 
'Tis  faid,  the  flout  Pariiians  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Alen.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance.  * 

PiiceL  Peace  be  amongft  them,  if  they  turn  to  us; 
Elfe,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces  ! 

Enter  a  Scout, 

Scout.  Succefs  unto  our  valiant  general. 
And  happinefs  to  his  accomplices  1 

Dau.  What  tidings  fend  our  fcouts  ?  I  pr*ythee,  fpcak. 

Scout.  The  Englifh  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one  ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  prefently. 

Dau.  Somewhat  too  fudden,  firs,  the  warning  is; 
But  we  will  prefently  provide  for  then:!. 

Bur.  I  truft,  the  ghoft  of  Talbot  is  not  there ; 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Pucch     of  all  bafe  pafTions,  fear  is  moft  accurs'd  : — 

Command  the  conquefV,  Charles,  it  fhall  be  thine; 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Dau.  Then  on,  my  lords;  AndFraace  be  fortunate  ! 

{Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

Alarum.    Excurjions,     Enter  Joan  la  VvcELtt, 

PuceL  The  regent  conquefs,  and  the  Frenchmen  fiy.-^ 
Now  help,  ye  charming  fpells,  odd  periapts  ; 
And  ye  choice  fplrits,  that  admonifh  me, 
And  give  me  figns  of  future  accidents  1  [Thunderi 

You  fpeedy  helpers,  that  are  fubftitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north. 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  emerprize  ! 
Enter  Fiends. 

This  fpeedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accuftom'd  diligence  to  me. 

Now,  ye  familiar  fpirits,  that  are  cuU'd 

Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  earth, 

Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[They  walk^  andfpeakmti 
Oh,  hold  me  not  with  filence  over-long  I 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you, 
In  earneft  of  a  further  benefit; 
So  you  do  condefcend  to  help  me  now, — 

\^hey  hang  their  Heads* 
No  hope  to  have  redrefs  ? — My  body  (hall 
Pay  recom pence,  if  ybii  will  grant  my  fuit. 

[Theyjhake  their  Heads, 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blooS-facrfhcc, 
JEntreat  70U  to  your  wonfed  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  foul ;  my  body,  foul,  and  all, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 

[They  departs 
See  !  they  forfake  me.     Now  the  time  is  come. 
That  France  muft  vail  her  lofty- plumed  crefl. 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
A/[y  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 
And  hell  too  firdng  for  me  to  buckle  wiih  : — 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droop^th  to  the  duft.         [Exit, 
Excurfions.     Pucelle  ^w^  York  fight  Hand  to  Hand. 

PucELLE  is  taken.      The  French fiy, 
Torh.  Damfel  of  France,  I  think,  I  have  yoU  fall : 
Unchain  your  fpirits  now  with  fpelling  charms, 

And 
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Aod  try  If  they  can  gain  you  liberty. — 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace ! 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,  with  Circe,  fhe  would  change  my  fhape. 

Pucel.  Chang'd  to  a  worfer  fhape  thou  canft  not  ba. 

Tork.  Oh,  Charles  the  dauphin  is  a  proper  man; 
No  (hape  but  his  can  pleaie  your  dainty  eye. 

Pucel.  A  plaguing  mifchief  light  on  Charles.,  and  thee! 
And  may  ye  both  be  fuddenly  fur  prized 
By  bloody  hands,  in  fleeping  on  your  beds! 

Tork.  Fell,  banning  hag  !  enchantrefs,  hold  thy  t-ongue. 

Pucel.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curfe  a  while. 

7'Qrk.  Curfe,  mifcreant,  when  thou  comeft  to  the  Hake. 

\_Exeiint» 

Alarum.     Enter  Suffolk,  leading  In  Z^^MargareTo 

Suf.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prifoner. 

\Ga7.es  on  her. 
Oh  faired  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  ; 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands, 
I  kifs  thefe  fingers  for  eternal  peace. 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  fide. 
Who  art  thou  ?  fay,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name ;  and  daughter  to  a  king. 
The  king  of  Naples,  whofoe'er  thou  art. 

Suf.   An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle. 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 
So  dorh  the  fwan  her  downy  cygnets  fave, 
Keeping  them  prifoners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  this  fervile  ufage  once  offend. 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

\_^he  is  going. 
Oh,  flay  ! — I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pals  ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  fays — no. 
As  plays  the  fun  upon  the  graffy  flreams. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam, 
So  feems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  fpeak  ; 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind! 

Fie, 
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Fie,  De  la  Poole  !  difabic  not  thyfelf ; 

Hafl  not  a  tongue  ?  is  ftie  not  here  thy  prifoner  ^ 

Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  light  ? 

Ay ;  beauty's  princely  majefly  is  fuch, 

Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  fenfes  rough. 

Mar,  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk — if  thy  name  be  fo — 
What  ranfom  muit  I  pay  before  I  pafs  I 
For,  I  p>Jrc^ive,  I  am  thy  prifoner. 

Suf.  How  can'ft  thou  tell,  /he  will  deny  thy  fuif. 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  1  [.4fi^^f 

M<^r.  Why  fpeak'ft  thou  not?  what  ranfom  mufl  I 
pay? 

Suf,  She*s  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd  : 
She  is  a  woman  ;    therefore  to  be  won.  \^Ajtde» 

Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ranfom,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Suf.  Fond  man  !  remember,  that  thou  haft  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ?  \_yffide^ 

Mar.  I  were  befl  to  leave  him,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Siif.  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar.  He  talks  at  random. ;  fure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf.  And  yet  a  difpenfation  may  be  had. 

Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  anfwer  me^ 

5":^.  ril  win  this  lady  Margaret.     For  whom  ! 
Why,  for  my  king  :  Tu(h  !  that's  a  wooden  thing, 

Mar.  He  talks  of  wood  :  It  is  fome  carpenter/ 

^uf  Yet  fo  my  fancy  may  be  fatisfy'd. 
And  peace  eftablifhed  between  thefe  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  fcruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor. 
And  our  nobility  will  fcorn  the  match.  {^4fide^ 

Mar.  Hear  ye,  Captain  ?  Are  yoa  not  at  lei  fure  ? 

Suf  It  (hall  be  fo,  difdain  they  ne'er  fo  much  : 
Henry,  is  youthful,  and  will  ouickly  yield. — 
Madam,  I  have  a  fecret  to  reveal. 

Mar.^  What  though  I  be  enthrall'd  ?  he  feems  a  knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  difhonour  me.  [Jfidk 

Suf  Lady,  vouchfafe  to  liiien  what  I  fay, 

Mar,  Perhaps,  I  fhall  be  refeu'd  by  the  French  ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtefy.  [Jfd^j^ 

Suf  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  caufe— 

Mai\ 
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Maf*  Tu(h  !  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now. 

Suf.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  fo  ? 

Mar,  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  quo, 

Szf.  Say,  gentle  prmcefs,  would  you  not  fuppofc 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

Mar,  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile. 
Than  is  a  flave  in  bafe  ferviUty  ; 
For  princes  ihould  be  free. 

Suf.  And  fo  (hall  you, 
If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar,  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto  me  I 

Suf,  rU  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen; 
To  put  a  golden  fceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  fet  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
Jf  thou  wilt  condefcend  to  be  my ^ 

Mar,  What? 

Suf  His  love« 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Suf  No,  gentle  madam  ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  fo  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife, 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myfelf. 
How  fay  you,  madam  :   are  you  fo  content  ? 

Mar,  An  if  my  father  pleafe,  I  am  content. 

Suf  Then  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours,  forth  : 
And,  madam,  at  your  father's  caftle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him, 

Sound,     Enter  Reignier  5;/  the  Walls, 

Suf  See,  Reigner,  fee,  thy  daughter  prifoner. 

Reig.  To  whom  ? 

Suf,  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
1  am  a  foldier  ;  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  ficklenefs. 

Suf  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord : 
Confent  (and,  for  thy  honour,  give  confent). 
Thy  daughter  fliall  be  wedded  to  my  king ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto ; 
And  this  her  eafy-held  imprifonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Re'ig, 
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Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suf,  Fair  Margaret  knows, 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  feign. 

Reig,  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  defcend. 
To  give  thee  anfwer  of  thy  jud  demand. 

Exit  from  the  Walls, 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expect:  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  found*     Enter  Re  i G  n  i  e  R ,  heloiij, 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories ; 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleafes. 

Stiff.  Thanks,  Ileignicr,  happy  for  fo  fweet  a  child, 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king  : 
What  anfwer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  fuit  ? 

Reig,  Since  thou  daft  defign  to  woo  her  little  worth. 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  fuch  a  lord  ; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 

Enjoy  mine  own,  the  countries  Maine  and  Anjou,    ' 
Free  from  opprefiion  or  the  ftroke  of  war. 
My  daughter  Hiall  be  Henry's,  if  he  pleafe. 

Suf.  That  his  her  ranfom,  f  deliver  her ; 
And  thofe  two  countries,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  grace  (hall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again — in  Henry's  royal  name. 

As  deputy  unto  tliat  gracious  king 

Give  thee  her  hand,  for  fign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kindly  thanks, 
Becaufe  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king  : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  cafe.  [Jftde^ 

I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news, 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  folemniz'd  : 
So,  farewel,  Reignier  !  Set  this  diamond  fafe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Chriftian  prince,  king  Henry,   were  he  here. 

Ma  .  Farewel,  my  lord  !    Good  wiihes,    praife,  and 
prayers. 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [She  is  going* 

Suf  Farewel,  fweet  madam  !  but  hark  you,  Margaret  i 
Ko  princely  commendations  to  the  king  ? 

Mar,  Such  commendations  as  becoma  a  maid, 

A  vlr-. 
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A  virgin,  and  his  fervant,  fay  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  fweetly  plcic'd,  and  modedly  dlrevfled. 
But,  madam,  I  muft  trouble  you  rrgain — 
JSo  loving  token  to  his  majcily  ? 

Mar.  Ye?,  my  good  lord,  a  pure  unfpotted  heart. 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  fend  the  king. 

Sf^f.  And  this  withal.  [Ai//cs  her^ 

Mar.  That  for  thyfelf ; — I  will  not  fo  prefuine, 
To  fend  fuch  peevifn  tokens  to  a  king. 

\ Exeunt  Reignier,  jz/J  Marg  aret« 

Suf,  O,  wert  thou  for  my(elf ! — But,  Sufioik,  Ixay  j 
Thou  may'll  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth  ; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treafons,   lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wondrous  praife: 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  fur  mount. 
Mad,  natural  graces  that  txtinguilh  art ; 
Kepeat  their  femblance  often  on  the  feas. 
That,  when  thou  coni'fl  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 
Thou  may*!!  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.      {Exit^ 

"  SCENE       VT" 

Camp  of  the  Duke  of  York  in  Ar;jou>     Enter  York, 
Warwick,  a  Shepherd,  and  Pucelle. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  forcerefs,  condemned  to  burn. 

Shep.   Ah,  Joan  !    this  kills  thy  faiher's  heart  outright ! 
Have  I  fought  every  country  far  and  near. 
And,  now  it  is  ray  chance  to  6nd  iheeour, 
Mufl  I  behold  thy  timelefs  cruel  death  ! 
Ah,    Joan,  fweet  daughter  Joan,  Til  die  with  thee  1 

Pucel.  Decrepit  mi(er  !  bafe  ignoble  wretch  1 
I  ani  defcended  of  a  gentler  blood  ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend  of  mine. 

Shep,  Out,  out  ! — My  lords,  an  pleafe  you,  'tis  not  fo  5 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  pariQi  knot's  : 
Her  mother  liveth  yet,   caa  teftify 
She  was  the  firft-fruit  of  my  bachelorfbip. 

War,  Gracelefs  !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

Tork.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  haih  been. 
Wicked  and  vile  ;  and  fo  her  de:ith  concludes. 

Sbep,  Fie,   JO:in  !   that  thou  wilt  be  fo  obifacle  ! 
God  knows,    thou  art  a  collop  of  my  own  lieih  ; 
And  for  thy  fake  have  I  (lied  many  a  tear  ; 

Cr  Deny 
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Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan. 

PuceL  Peafant,  avaunt ! — You  have  fuborn'd  this  man. 
Of  pnrpofe  to  obfcure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep    'Tis  true,    I  gave  a  noble  to  the  prieft, 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. — 
Knf^el  down  and  take  my  blefifmg,  p,ood  my  girl. 
Wilr  thou  not  ftoop  ?  Now  curled  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nat'iviiy  !   I  would,  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee,    when  thou  fiickMH:  her  bread. 
Had  been  a  little  ratfbane  for  thy  fake  ! 
Or  elfe,    when  thou  didft  keep  my  lambs  a- field, 
I  wilTi  fome  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee ! 
Doftthou  deny  ihy  father,  curfed  drab  I 
O,   burn  her,  burn  her  !   hanging  is  too  good.  {Exit^ 

York.    Take  her  away  ;  for  (he  hath  iiv'd  too  long, 
To  hli  the  world  wirh  vicious  qualities. 

PuceL  Firfl,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemned  s 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  Qiepherd  fwain. 
But  idu'd  from  the  progeny  of  kings; 
Virtuous,   and  holy  ;    chofen  from  above. 
By  infpi ration  of  cekflial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  fpirits : 
But  you — that  are  polluted  with  your  lufls, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltlefs  blood  of  innocents; 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thoufllnd  vices—' 
Becaufe  ycu  want  the  grace  that  others  have, 
You  judge  it  frraighta  thing  impolnble 
To  compafs  wonders,   but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  mifconceived  !  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy, 
Chaite  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
Whofe  maiden  blood,   thus  rigorouily  efFusM, 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

Tork,  ^f,   ay  ; — away  with  her  to  execution.      ... 

JV^Y,  And  hark  ye,   firs;  "beeaiire:fl-ie  is  a  maid, 
Spare  for  no  faggots,   let  there  be  enouoh  : 
Place  barf  els  of  pirch  upon  fhe  fatal  flake, 
Thar  fo  her  torture  may  be  fliortcned. 

PuceL  Will  nothing  turn  your  unrelenting  hearts  ?-* 
Then  Joan,  difcover  thine  infirmity  ; 
That  v/airanteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege.— — 
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I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides  : 
Murder  not  then  the  truit  within  my  womb, 
Ahhough  ye  haile  me  to  a  violent  dea^h. 

Tork.  Now,  heaven  forefend  !   the  holy  maid  with  child  I 

War,   The  greatefi  miracle  th.tt  e'er  ye  wrought : 
Is  all  your  Uriel  prcv  iicnefs  come  to  this  ? 

Tork,  She  and  the  dauphin  have  been  juggling: 
I  did  imagine  what  wou'd  be  her  refuge. 

War>  Well,  go  ^o  ;  we  wiil  have  no  baftards  live; 
Efpecially,  ^mzt.  Charles  mu'i£:rher  it. 

Pucel,  Yo.n  are  deceiv'd  ;    my  child  is  none  of  his; 
It  was  Alen^ni,  that  en,oy'd  my  l:^.ve. 

Tork.   Altn^:)n  !  that  notorious  Machiavel ! 
It  die?,  an  if  it  had  a  thoufand  lives. 

PuceL  O.  give  me  Lave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  nam'd, 
But  Reignier,   king  of  Napks,  that  prevail'd. 

TVar.  A  marry 'd  man  !   that's  mofl  intolerable. 

Tork,   Why,  here's  a  g  rl !   I  think,  (lie  knows  not  well, 
There  were  fo  many,  whom  (he  may  iccufe. 

War    It's  iign,  (he  harh  been  liberal  and  free. 

Tork,    And,  yet,  forfooth,   (lie  is  a  virgin  pure. — - 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,    and  thee  : 
Ufe  no  entreaty,   for  it  is  m  vain. 

PuceL    I  hen  lead  me  hence; — with  whom  \  leave  my 
curfe : 
May  never  glorious  fun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  I 
Bur  darknefs  and  the  gloomy  (hade  ol  death 
Environ  ypu  ;    'till  mifchief  and  defpair, 
Drive  you  tQ  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourfeWes  ! 

\_Exit  guarded^ 

Tork.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  confume  to  afhes, 
Thou  foul  accurfed  minifler  of  hell ! 

E?iter  Cardinal  Be  AVFORTy  ^c 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commiilion  from  the  king. 
For  now,  my  lords,  the  ftate  of  Chriflendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorfeat  thefe  outrageous  broils, 
Have  earneflly  impior'd  a  general  peace 
jBstwixt  our  nation  and  the  afpiring  irenchj 
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And  fee  at  hand  the  dauphin,  and  his  train, 
u^pproucheth,  to  confer  about  foiBC  matters. 

York.  Is  all  our  travel  turn'd  to  this  effecl  I 
Aher  ihe  (laughter  of  fo  jnany  peers, 
So  iiiany  captains,  gentlemen,  and  foldiers. 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  ibid  thek  bodies  for  their  count ry*s  benefit, 
Shall  we  at  laft  conclude  etieminate  pcjre  ? 
Have  we  not  loil  mod  part  of  all  the  towns, 
By  ticafon,   fah^ehood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ?  — 
ph,  Warwick*^  Warwick  !   I  foiefee  with  grief 
The  utter  lofs  of  aii  the  realm  of  Fiance. 

IFar.   Be  patiait,  York  ;  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  (hall  be  with  fuch  lVri6:  and  fevere  covenants. 
As  httle  (hall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 
Enter  Charles,    ALEN90N,  Bastard,    and  Reig» 

$^IER. 

Char.  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed. 
That  peaceful  truce  (liall  be  proclaim'd  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourfelves 
What  the  conditions  of    that  league  mnft  be. 

Tork,  Speak,  Wincheder  ;  "for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  palTage  of  my  poifon'd  voice. 
By  fight  of  thefe  our  baleful  cnennes. 

'  JVin.  Chailes,  and  the  refl:,  it  is  ena(5fed  thus  : 
That — in  regard  king  Henry  gives  content. 
Of  meer  compafTion,  and  of  lenity, 
'To  eafe  your  country  of  diflrcfbful  war. 
And  fuffcr  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace— 
You  ihall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown  : 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  fvvear 
To  pny  him  tribute,  and  fubmit  thy  (elf, 
Thou  (halt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him, 
And  ft  ill  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Jlen.  Muft  he  be  then  as  fhadow  of  himfelf  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet  ; 
r  nd  yet,  in  fubftance  and  authority, 
Kerain  but  piivilcge  of  a  private   man? 
*"]  his  proffer  is  abfurd  and  reafonlefs. 

Char.   *Tis  known  already,  that  I  am  polTefTed 
Of  iiiuiv.:  than  half  Lhe  Galiiau  leriitories, 
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And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawful  king  : 
Shall  I ,  for  iucie  or  the  rsH  unvanquifh'd^ 
Detract  io  much  from  that  prerogntive, 
As  to  be  caird  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ?, 
No,  lord  coiballador  ;    I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  1  have,  than,  coveting  for  more. 
Be  cad  from  pjlTibility  of  all. 

TbrL  Infulting  Ch-\rles  !  hafi:  thou  by  fecret  means 
Us'd  iaterceifion  to  obtain  a  league  ; 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromife, 
Stand'ft  thou  aloof  upon  com  pari  fon  ? 
Either  accept  the  tlrle  thou  ufurp'fl, 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king. 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  defert, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incelfant  wars. 

Reig    My,  loid,  5^ou  do  not  vi'ell  ia  obHinacy, 
To  cavil  in  the  courfe  of  this  contrafl : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  (hall  not  find  like  opportunity, 

Jim.  To  fay  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
7^o  fave  your  fa bjecls  from  fuch  maffacre. 
And  ruchlefs  (laughters,  as  are  daily  feca 
By  our  proceeding  in  hoftility  : 
And  therefore  take  this  compa6l  of  a  truce. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleafure  ferves. 

\_Jfide  to  the  Dauphin* 
War.  How  fay'fl  thou, Charles  I  fhaii  our  condition iland.^ 
Char,  ix.  (hajf: 
Only  referv'd,  you  claim  no  interefl: 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrifon. 

TgtL  Then  f'vvear  allegiance  to  his  majefly; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  difobey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  thr.  crown  of  England, 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. — 

[Charles,  and  the  reft  give  Tokens  of  Fealty, 
So,  now  difmifs  your  army  when  ye  pleafe  ; 
Hang  up  your  enfigns,  let  your  drums  be  l\iil, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  folcmn  peace.  {Exeunt, 
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SCENE   vr. 

pnglaiid,  A  Ro'm  in  the  Palace.  Enter  Suffolk,  in  Con^ 
ference  'with  King  Henry  ;  Gloster,    and  Kxeter. 

K.  Henry*  Your  wondrous  rare  defcri prion,  noble  earl. 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  aftonifh'd  me  ;  . 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts, 
Do  breed  love-s  fettled  paiTions  in  my  heart  : 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempeflucus  gufts 
Provokes  the  mightieil:  hulk  againfl:  the  tide  j 
So  am  I  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown. 
Either  to  fufFer  (liipwieck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  tiuition  of   her  love. 

S'tif.  Tufli,  my  good  lord  !  this  fupcrficlal  talc 
Is  but  a  preface  ut  her  worthy  praife  : 
The  chief  pcrfeftions  of   that  lovely  dame 
(Had  I  fufficient  fkiil  to  utter  them,) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  raviili  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  wihich  J3  more,  fhe  is  not  fo  divine, 
So  full  replete  wah  choice  of  all  delights. 
But,  with  as  humble  lowiinefs  of  mind, 
Se  is  Coraent  to  be  at  your  command  ; 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  challe  intents, 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Henry.   And  otherwife  will  Henry  ne'er  prefump, 
Ti)erefore,  my  lord  prGte61:or,  give  confent 
That  Margaiet  may  be  England's  royal  queen. 

Glo.  So  fhould  I  give  confent  to  flatter  fin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highnefs  is  betroth'd 
Unro  another  lady  of  elteem  ; 
How  fliall  we  then  difpenfe  with  that  contract. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ,? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths  ; 
Gr,  one,  that,  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  ffrength,  forfaketh  yet  the  lifts 
By  reafon  of  his  adverfary's  odds  : 
A  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

Glo,  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  more  than  that  > 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  earl, 

Although 
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Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel, 

Suf.  Yes,  my  good  loid,  her  father  is  a  Id.ig, 
The  king  of  Maples,  and  jerufalem  ; 
And  of  fuch  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchnaen  in  allegiance. 

Glo    And  To  the  earl  of  Armagnac  my 
Becaufe  he  is  near  kinfman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Befide,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  liberal  dower  ; 
While  Reignier  fooner  will  receive,  than  give. 

Suf,  A  dower,  my  lord's !  dlfgrace  notlo  yo  ur  king. 
That  he  fhouid  be  io  abjecfl:,  bafe,  and  poor, 
To  chufe  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen. 
And  not  to  feek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich  : 
!So  worthlefs  peafants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  llieep,  or  hcrfe. 
Bat  marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth, 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorney lliip  ; 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  a.ffQ€tSy 
Muft  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed  : 
And  therefore,  lords,  fmce  he  atl'efis  her  mofl. 
Is  moft  of  all  thefe  reafons  bindeth  us, 
in  our  opinions  fne  (hould  be  preferred. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  heil. 
An  age  of  difccrd  and  continual  ftrifc  ? 
Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  biifs. 
And  is  a  pattern  of  celeiiial  peace. 
Whom  Chouid  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  kingv 
But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  ? 
Her  peerlefs  feature,  joined  with  her  birth. 
Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  king  : 
Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  fpirit 
(More  than  in  woman  commonly  is  fscn;,  will 
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For  Henry,  fon  unto  a  conqueror, 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  concjuerors, 

I^with  a  lady  of  fo  high  refolye, 

As  is  fair  Margaret,  he  be  lir.k'd  in  love. 

Then  yield,  my  lords;  and  here  conclude  wirh  me, 

That  Margaret  Ihall  be  queen,  and  none  but  Ihe. 

K^  Henry* 
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K.  Henry.  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report^ 
My  noble  lord  of    Suffolk  ;  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  any  palTion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  alTur'd, 
I  feel  fuch  (liarp  diffention  in  my  breafl. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
As  I  am  fick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  ihipping ;  poft,  my  lord  to  France  5 
Agree  to  any  covenants ;  and  procure 
That  lady  Margaret  do  vouchfafe  to  come 
To  crofs  the  feas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen: 
For  your  expences  and  fufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 
Be  gone,  I  fay ;  for,  'till  you  do  return, 
I  reif  perplexed  with  a  thoufand  cares.— 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banilli  all  offence : 
If  you  do  cenfure  me  by  what  you  were. 
Not  what   you  are,  I  know  it  will  excufe 
This  fudden  execution  of  my  will. 
And  fo  conduct  me,  where  from  company^  ,     . 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  [^E'xiti 

Glo.  Ay,  grief,  T  fear  me,  both  at  firft  and  laft. 

\_Exeunt  Gloster,  and  Exeter. 

Buf.  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd  ;  and  thus  he  goes; 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece  ; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  profper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  iliall  now  be  qaeen,  and  rule  the  king  ; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm.     \,ExiU 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

Kiffg  Henry  //zff  Sixtb. 

HLfMPKREY,  Duke  (t/'GlostER,  Uncle  to  the  King. 
Cardinal  Be  a  XJ  FORT,   Bijhop   of  Winchefur, 
Duks  of  YoKKf  pretending  to  the  Croivn. 
Duke  of  Buckingham,  1 

i)«/^ff  f?/ Somerset,       >   of  the  Kings  Party* 
Duke  o/"  Suffolk,        j 

^^rL  of  ^^i.i,^^^KY,   I   ^^  .;^^  ^^^^  p^^.^^^^ 
Earl o/Warwick,    f    ^ 
Lor  J  Clifford,  of  ths  Kingi  Party » 
Lord  Say. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  of  the  Tower, 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford. 
loung  Stafford,  his  Brother, 
Alexander  Iden,  a  KentiJIy  Gentleman, 
Toung  Clifford,  Son  to  Lord  Clifford, 
Edward  Plantagenet,  ?    ^^^^  ^^  ^j^^  ^,^^.^    .  ^^^^^ 
Richard  Flantagenet,  3  *^ 

V Avyi,  a  Sea  Captain^  and  Walter  Wuitkore,  Pirates, 
J  Herald.     HuME  rt//^  Southwell,  two  Prie/Is. 
BoLiKGEEOKE,  an  Aftrologer, 
A  Spirit f  attending  on  Jordan  the  PVitch. 
Thomas  Horner,   an  Armourer.     Peter,  his  Man* 
Clerk  of  Chatham.      Mayor  cf  i>t,  Jlbaus. 
SiMPCOx,    an  Impojior. 

Jack  Cade,  Bevjs,    MrcHAEt,    John    Holland,  Dick^ 
the  Butcher^  Smith  the  IVeaver,  afidfe-veral others,  Rehelso 

WOMEN. 

Margaret,   Queen  to  King  Henry    VI. 
Dame  P^leanor,  wi/e  to  the  Duke  of  GloJIer, 
Motht  rJoKDAN,   a  Witch. 
Wife  to  S'.mpcox, 

Petitioners^    Aldermen^  a  Beadlr,  Sheriff,  and  Officers^  Citizens, 
ivith  Faulconcn^  Guards,  Mcffengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

7'k  SciiNU  is  laid  'very  dijperfedly  infe'veral  Parts  of  England « 
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ACT       I. 

SCENE  I.  The  Palace.  Fkurljh  of  Trumpets:  then 
Hautboys.  Enter  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphrey, 
Salisbury,  Warwick,  and  Beaufort,  on  the  one 
Side;  the ^een,  SvFFOhK,  York,  SOMERSET,  ^«i 
Buckingham,  on  the  other* 

Suffolk. 

As  by  your  high  imperial  majefty 

I  had  in  charge  for  my  depart  for  France, 

As  procurator  to  your  excellence. 

To  marry  princefs  Margaret  for  your  grace  j 

So,  in  the  famous  ancient  city,   Tours — 

In  prcfence  of  the  kings  of  France  and  Sici/, 

The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretaigne,   Alengon, 

Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend  bifhops— 

I  have  performed  my  tafk,  and  was  efpous'd  : 

And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 

In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers. 

Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  queen 

To  your  moft  gracious  hand,  that  are  the  fubllancc 

Of  that  great  fhadow  I  did  reprefent  ; 

The  happieft  gift  that  ever  marquefs  gave. 

The  faireft  queen  that  ever  king  received. 

K.  Henry.  Suffolk, arife.— Welcome,  Queen  Margaret: 
I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  fign  of  love. 
Than  this  kind  kifs, — 0  Lord,  that  lends  me  11^, 
Lend  rac  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulnefs ! 

A  2,  For 
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For  thou  haA  given  me  in  this  beauteous  facc,- 
A  world  of  earthly  bleflings  to  my  foul, 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

^  Mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my  gracious  lord  ; 
The  mucual  conference  that  my  mind  hath  had— 
By  day,  by  night  ;  waking,  and  in  my  dreams  \ 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads. — 
With  you  mine  alder- liefe ft  fovereign, 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms ;  fuch  as  my  wit  aiibrds. 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 

K,   Henry,  Her  fight   did  ravifli :  but   her   grace  in 
fpeech. 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wifdom's  mnjefly, 
Makes  me,  from  wondering,  fall  to  weeping  joys  ; 

Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content.- 

Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice  welcome  my  love- 
All.  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  England's  happinefs ! 
^.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  [Flouripi 

Suf  My  lord  proteflor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  grace. 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contraffed  peace, 
Between  our  fovereign  and  the  French  king  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo.  read."}  Imprimis,  //  is  agreed  beitveen  the  French 
king  Chdrles,  and  IViUtam  de  la  Poole ^  marquefs  of  Suf- 
folk, emhajfador  for  Henry  King  of  England^that  the  [aid 
Henry  Jhall  efpoiife  the  lady  Margaret,  daughter  to  Reignier 
king  of  Naples,  Sicilia  and  Jerufalem  ;  and  crown  her 
queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May  next  enfiing. 

Item,   T^hat  the  dutchies  of  Anjou   and  Maine,  JJjall  h& 
releafed  and  delivered  to  the  king  her  fa — 
K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  .^ 
G/(7.  PardoH  me,  gracious  lord  ; 
Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  hearr, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,   that  I  can  read  no  further. 
K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  Winchefler,   I  pray,   read  on. 
JVin.   Item,   It  is  further    agreed  betzveen  the?n-^thaf 
the  dutchies  of  Jnjau  and  Maine  Jhall  he  releafed  a^id  de- 
livered  to   the  king  her  father  ;    and /he  fent  over  of  the 
king  of  Englanas   own  proper  cojl  and  charges,  ivithout 
haying  any  dowry. 

/u   Henry. 
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K.  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  well. — Lord  Marqnefs,  knee^ 
down  ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  firfl  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.  — 
Coufin  of  York,  we  here  difcharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  of  France, 
^TiU  term  of  eighteen  months  be  full  expir'd. — 
Thanks,  uncle  Wiacheder,  Glofter,  York,  and  Bucking- 
ham, 
Somerfet,  Sahibury,   and  Warwick  ; 
We  thank  j'ou  all  for  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in  ;  and  with  all  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

[Exeunt  Ki?ig,  ^een^   ^zW Suffolk. 
Glo,  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  (fate, 
To  you  duke  Humphrey  muif  unload  his  grief, 
Tour  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What  !    did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  his  youth, 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people,    in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
In  winter's  cold,   and  fummer's  parching  heat. 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  policy  wbat  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourielves,  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,  and  Salifbury,  vi6lorious  Warwick, 
Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy  ? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort,  and  myfelf, 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm. 
Study  folong,  fat  in  the  council  houfe. 
Early  and  late,    debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 
Or  hath  his  highnefs  in  his  infancy 
Been  crown'd  in  Paris  in  defpight  of  foes  ; 
And  fhall  thefe  labours,  and  thefe  honours,  die  ? 
Shall  Henry's  conquefl,  Bedford's  vigilance, 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counfel,   die  ? 
O  peers  of  England,    (hameful  is  this  league  ♦ 
Fatal  this  marriage  !  cancelling  your  fame  ; 
plotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory  ; 

A  3  Razing 
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Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown  ; 
Reverfirg  monuments  of  conquer'd  France ; 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been  ! 

Car,  Nephew,  what  means  this  paffionate  difcourfe  ? 
This  peroration  with  fuch  circumflance  ? 
For  France,  'tis  ours  ;  and  we  will  keep  it  ftill. 

Glo.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it,  if  wc  can  ; 
But  now  it  is  impofTible  we  (hould  : 
Suffolk,   the  new-made  duke  that  rules  the  roafl:. 
Hath  given  the  dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  king  Reignier,  whofe  large  llyle 
Agrees  not  with  the  leannefs  of  his  purfe. 

Sal  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  who  dy'd  for  all, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy  : — 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,   my  valiant  fon  ? 

IFar.  For  grief  that  they  are  pall  recovery  ; 
For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  fword  fhould  (hed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears, 
Anjou  and  Maine  !   myfelf  did  win  them  both  : 
Thofc  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer  : 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
DeiiverM  up  agaia  with  peaceful  words  ? 
Moi  t  Dieu  I 

Tork,  For  Suffolk's  duke — may  he  be  fuffocatc. 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  ifle  ! 
France  fliould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  gold,   and  dowries,  with  their  wives  : 
And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
1  o  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
Tha  t  Suffolk  fliould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  cods  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her  ! 
She  fliould  have  (laid  in  France,  and  llarv'd  in  France, 
Before 

Car.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot : 
It  was  the  pleafure  of   my  lord  the  king. 

Gi&.  My  lord  of  Winchefler,  I  know  your  mind  ; 
*Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike, 
Put  'tis  my  prefence  that  doth  trouble  yo«. 

Rancoui;' 
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Rancour  will  out :  Proud  prelate,   in  thy  face 

I  fee  thy  fury  :  if  I  longer  ftay. 

We  (hall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. — 

Farewel,  my  lords  j  and  fay,  when  I  am  gone, 

1  prophefy'd — France  will  be  loft  ere  long.  \_Ex'it, 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  protestor  in  a  rage. 
'Tis  none  to  you,    he  is  mine  enemy  : 
Nay,    more,  an  enemy  unto  yon  all ; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,   to  the  king. 
Confider,  lords — he  is  the  next  of  blood, 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  Englifh  crown  j 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage. 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  weft. 
There's  reafon  he  (hould  be  difpleas'd  at  it. 
Look  to  it,  lords ;  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts ;  be  wife,  and  circumfpeff. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Calling  him  —Humphrey^    th^good  duke  of  Glofler  ; 
Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice- — 
J^/ti  maintain  your  royal  excellence  ! 
With — Godpreferve  the  good  duke  Humphrey  ! 
I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glofs. 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protestor. 

Buck,  Why  fhould  he  then  prote(fl  our  fovereign. 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  hirafelf  ? — 
Coufin  of  Somerfet,  join  with  me. 

And  all  together with  the  duke  of  Suffolk^ — 

We'll  quickly  hoife  duke  Humphrey  from  his  fear. 

Car.  This  weighty  bufinefs  will  not  brook  delay  ; 
I'll  to  the  duke  of  Suffolk  prefently.  [^Exlt 

Som,  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphrey's  pride. 
And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal ; 
His  infolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  befide  ; 
If  Glofter  be  difplac'd,  he'll  be  proteclor. 

Buck,  Thou,  or  I,  Somerfet,  will  be  protecflor. 
Defpight  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  Bucx.  and  SOM, 

Sal,  Pride  went  before,  ambition  follows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  for  theit  own  preferment, 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 

A  4  I  never 
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I   never  faw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Glofler 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  cardinal — 
More  like  a  foldier,  than  a  man  o'  the  church. 
As  flout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  a  lord  of  all — 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common  wea!. — 
Warwick  my  fon,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainnefs,  and  ihy  houle-keeping, 
Hath  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  commons, 
Excepting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey. — 
And,  brother  York,  thy  a(Sl:s  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline; 
Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  fovereign, 
Have  made  thee  fear'd^  and  honoured,  of  the  people- 
Join  we  together,  for  the  public  good  ; 
In  what  we  can,  to  biidle  andfurpprefs 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardinal, 
With  Somerfet's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 
And,  as  we  may,  cherifli  duke  Humphrey's  deeds. 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

Ward,  So  God  help  Warwick,  as  he  loves  the  land. 
And  common  profit  of  his  country  ! 

York.  And  fo  fays  York,  for  he  hath  greater  caufe. 

Sal  Then  let's  make  hade,  and  look  unto  the  main. 

JVar^  Unto  the  main !  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft  ; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did  win, 
And  would  have  kept,  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft : 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant;   but  1  meant  Maine  ; 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  flain. 

[Exit  ^ AK,  and  ^Ah»^ 

Tork.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French  j 
Paris  is  lofl;    the  ftate  of   Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone. 
SutFolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 
The  peers  agreed  ;   and  Henry  was  pleas'd, 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair  dnughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all;   What  is't  to  them  ? 
n  is  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 

Pirates 


KING    HENRY    VT.  g 

Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworth  of  their  pillage, 

And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 

Still  revelling,  like  lords,  'till  all  be  gone  : 

While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 

Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands. 

And  ftiakes  his  head,  and  trembling  (lands  aloof, 

While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away  ; 

Ready  to  ftarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 

So  York  muft  fit  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue, 

While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  fold. 

Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland, 

Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flefh  and  biped. 

As  did  the  fatal  brand  A'thea  burnt 

Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon. 

Anjou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French ! 

Cold  news  for  me  ;  for  I  had  hope  of  France. 

Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  foil. 

A  day  will  come,  when  York  (hail  claim  his  own  ; 

And  therefore  I  will  take  the  NevHs'  parts. 

And  make  a  ihew  of  love  to. proud  duke  Humphrey^ 

And,  when  Ifpy  advantagCj  chum  the  crown. 

For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  feek  to  hit : 

Nor  (hall  proud  Lancafler  ufurp  my  right. 

Nor  hold  the  fceptre  in  his  childiih  fift. 

Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 

Whofe  church-like  humour  fits  not  for  a  crown. 

Then,  York,  be  fiill  awhile,  'till  time  do  ferve ; 

Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  afleep. 

To  pry  into  the  fecrets  of  the  fiate ; 

'Till  Henry,  furfeiting  in  joys  of  love, 

With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  queen. 

And  Humphrey  with  the  peers  be  fLiU'n  at  jars : 

Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk-white  rofe. 

With  whofe  fweet  fmell  the  air  (hall  be  perfum'd  : 

And  in  my  ftandard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 

To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafier  ; 

And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown, 

Whofe  bookifh  rule  hath  puU'd  fair  England  down.  [Exit^ 
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SCENE      II. 

The  DuJ^e  of  Glostek's  Houfe.  Enter  DuhUvMvuRLY , 
and  his  Wife  Eleanor. 

Elean.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over  ripenM  corn. 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres'  plenteous  load  ? 
Why  doth  the  great  duke  Humphrey  knit  his  brows. 
As  frowning,  ^t  the  favours  of  the  world  ? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  fallen  earth. 
Gazing  on  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  fight  ? 
What  fee'ft  thou  there  ?  king  Henry's  diadem, 
Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 
If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 
Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold  :—- 
What,  is't  two  fhort  ?  Til  lengthen  it  with  mine  : 
And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  ; 
And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  fo  low 
As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo,  ONeii,  fweet  Nell,  it  thou  doft  love  thy  lord, 
Banifli  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
Againft  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henryj^ 
Ee^my  laft  breathing  in  this  mortal  world  i 
My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me  fad. 

Ekan,  What   dream'd  my  lord  ?  tell  me,  and   I'll  re- 
quite it 
With  fweet  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought,  this  ftafF,  mine  office  badge  in  courtj 
Was  broke  in  tv^ain  ;  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 
But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal  ; 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
W^ere  placM  the  heads  of  Edmund  duke  of  Somerfetj, 
And  William  de  la  Poole,  lirfl  duke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  my  dream  ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 

EUaii,  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument, 
That  he,  that  breaks  a  flick  of  Glofler's  grove. 
Shall  lofc  his  head  for  his  prefumption. 
But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  fweet  duke° 
Methought,  I  fat  in  feat  of  majefly, 

Iq 
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\n  the  cathedral  church  of  Weftminfter, 
And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown'd  ; 
Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneel'd  to  me. 
And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  diadem. 

Gh.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright: 
Prcfumpiuous  dame,  ill-natur'd  Eleanor  ! 
Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  realm  ; 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command. 
Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  ftill  be  hammering  treachery, 
To  tumble  down  thy  hufbmd,  and  thyfeif, 
From  top  of  honour  to  difgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Elean,  What,  what,  my  lord  !  are  you  fo  choleric 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 
Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  dreams  untu  myfelf, 
And  not  be  check'd. 

Gb.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Mejf.  My  lord  prote<fVor,  'tis  his  highnefs'  pleafure. 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Alban's, 
Whereas  the  king  and  queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us. 

Elean,  Yes,  my  good  lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. 

[Exit  Glosxer. 
Follow  I  muft,  I  cannot  go  before. 
While  Glofter  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks. 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  necks; 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  piay  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John  !  nay,  fear  not,  man. 
We  are  alone  ;  here's  none  but  thee,  and  !• 

Enter  Hume. 

Hume.  Jefu  preferve  your  royal  majefty! 
Elean,  My  majefty !  why,  man,  1  am  but  grace. 
Hume.  But,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's  advice. 
Your  grace's  title  fhall  be  multiply'd. 

Elean. 


IZ  SECOND    PART    OF 

Eleaft.  What  fay'ft  thou,   man  ?  haft  thou  as  yet  con- 
ferred 
With  Margery  Jourdain,  the  cunning  witch  j 
And  RogerBolingbroke,  the  conjurer  ? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 
Hume,  This  they  have  promifed — to  fhew  your  high- 
nefs 
A  fpirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground. 
That  (hall  make  anfwer  to  fuch  queftions, 
As  by  your  grace  (hall  be  propounded  to  him. 

Ekan,  It  is  enough  ;  I'll  think  upon  the  queftions  : 
When  from  St.  Alban's  we  do  make  return. 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  eiFeded  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward ;  make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe. 

[Exit  Eleanor. 
Hume,  Hume   muft   make   merry  with   the  dutchefs' 
gold  ; 
Marry,  and  fhall.     But,  how  now.  Sir  John  Hume  ? 
Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words  but— mum  ! 
The  bulinefsalketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring  the  witch  ; 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  ftie  a  devil. 
Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coait ; 
I  dare  not  fay,  from  the  rich  cardinal, 
And  from  the  great  and  new-made  duke  of  Suffolk  ; 
Yet  I  do  not  find  it  fo  :  for,  to  be  plain, 
They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  afpiring  humour| 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  dutchefs," 
And  buz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 
They  fay,  A  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker. 
Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  fhall  go  near 
''i'o  call  them  both — a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  ftands :  and  thus,  I  fear,  at  laft, 
Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  dutchefs'  wreck  ; 
And  her  attain ture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall : 
Son  how  it  will,  1  (hail  have  gold  for  all.  \_ExiU 
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SCENE     III. 

Jn  apartment  hi  the  Palace.     Enter  three  or  four  Petition' 
ers,  Pethr,  the  Armourer^ s  Man^  bnng  one. 

1  Pet,  My  mnftcrs,  let's  ftand  clofe ;  my  lord  Prote6lor 
V}\\\  come  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  W€  may  deliver 
our  fupplications  in  the  quill. 

2  Pet,  Marry,  the  Lord  prote<f^  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man  !  Jefu  blcfs  him  I 

,     Enter  SvvFOLKf  and  ^een, 

1  Pet,  Here  'a  conaes,  methinks,  and  the  queen  with 
him :  I'll  be  the  firfl,  fure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool ;  this  is  the  duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  not  my  lord  protector. 

Suf.  How  now,  fellow  r  would'fl  any  thing  with  me  ? 

1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me !  I  took  ye  for  my 
lord  protedior. 

^  Mar.  For  my  lord  proteflor  !  are  your  fupplications 
to  his  lordfnip  ?  Let  me  fee  them  :    What  is  thine  ? 

I  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  grace,  againft  Joha 
Goodman,  my  lord  cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my  houfs^, 
and  lands,  and  wife  and  all,  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too  ?  that  is  fome  wrong,  indeed. 
What's  your's  ?  what's  here  ?  \^reads.'\  Agalnft  the  duke  of 
Suffolk,  for  enelofng  the  commons  of  Melford. — How  now, 
lir  knave  ? 

1  Pet.  Alas,  fir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  townfhip. 

Peter.  Againfl:  my  mailer,  Thomas  Horner,  for  faying, 
That  the  duke  of  York  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown. 

i^.  Mar.  What  fay'il  thou  ?  Did  the  duke  of  York 
fay,  he  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Peter.  That  my  miftrels  v^as  ?  No,  forfooth  :  my 
mafisr  faid,  That  he  was  ;  and  that  the  king  was  an  ufur- 
per. 

Suf.  Who  is  there  ? — Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend 
for  his  mafter  with  a  purfuivant  prefently  j — we'll  hear 
more  of  your  matter  before  the  king. 

\^Exlt  Peter,  guarded^ 
^  Mar^ 
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^.  Mar.  And  as  for  yoti,  that  love  to  be  prote^bed 
Under  the  wings  of  our  prote6lor's  grace, 
Begin  j'ourfuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 

iTears  the  Petithns^ 
Away  bafe  cullions  ! — Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

JiL  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Petitioners, 

^  Mar,  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife. 
Is  this  the  fafhion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  ifle. 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king  ? 
What !  (ball  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  ftill. 
Under  the  furly  Glofter's  governance  ? 
Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  in  flyle, 
And  muft  be  made  afubje6l  to  a  duke  ? 
I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'ft  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 
And  florff  away  the  ladies*  hearts  of  France ; 
I  thought,  king  Henry  had  refembled  thee. 
In  courage,   courtfliip,  and  proportion  : 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holinefs, 
To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beads  : 
His  champions  are  — the  prophets,  and  apoftles; 
His  weapons,   holy  laws  of  facred  writ ; 
His  ftudy  is  his  tilt-yard,   and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canonlz'd  faints. 
I  would,   the  college  of  the  cardinals 
Would  choofe  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 
And  fet  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head  ; 
'I'hat  were  a  ftate  fit  for  his  holinefs. 

Siif,  Madam,  be  patient  ;  as  I  was  caufe 
Your  highnefscame  to  England  ;  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content. 

i^.  Mar*  Bei'ide  the  haught  proteftor,   have  we  Beau- 
fort, 
The  imperious  churchman  ;  Somerfet,  Buckingham,' 
And  grumbling  York  ;  and  not  the  leaft  of  thefe, 
But  can  do  more  in  Imgland  than  the  king. 

Suf,  And  he  of  thefe,    that  can  do  mo(f  of  ally 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils  : 
i^alifbury,  and  Warwick,   are  no  fimple  peers. 

9.  Mar,  Not  all  thefe  lords  do  vex  me  half  fa  much, 
■  Al 
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As  that  proud  dame,   the  lord  proteflor's  wife. 

She  fweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of  ladfes, 

More  like  an  emprefs  than  duke  Humphrey's  wife; 

Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen  : 

She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 

And  in  her  heart  (he  fcorns  our  poverty  : 

Shall  I  not  live  to  be  avcng'd  on  her  ? 

Contemptuous  bafe-born  callat  as  (he  is, 

She  vaunted  *mongft  her  minions  t'other  day. 

The  very  train  of  her  worfl  wearing-gowa 

Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 

'Till  Suffolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter. 

Siif.  Madam,    myfelf  have  lim'd  a  bufh  for  her  ; 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fiach  enticing  birds. 
That  fhe  will  light  to  liften  to  their  lays. 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  reft  :  And,  madam,  lift  to  me ; 
For  1  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this. 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal. 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  lords, 
'Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  difgracco 
As  for  the  duke  of  York — this  late  complaint 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit : 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft. 
And  you  yourfelf  fhall  fteer  the  happy  helm* 

Tc  them  enter  King  Henry,  Duke  Humphrey,  Cardinal 
Beaufort,  Buckingham,  York,  Salisbury, 
Warwick,  and  the  Dutchefs  <?/"  Gloster. 

K,  Henry     For  my  part,    noble  lords,    I    care    not 
wHich  ; 
Or  Somerfet,   or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

Tork,  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France, 
Then  let  him  be  deny'd  the  regentfhip. 

Som.  If  Somerfet  be  unworthy  of  the  place. 
Let  'fork  be  regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

7Var.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea,  or  no. 
Difpute  not^hat ;  York  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,    let  thy  betters  fpeak. 

JVar,  The  cardinal's  nor  my  better  in  the  field. 

Buck,  AU  in  this  prefence  are  thy  betters,  Warwick. 

War. 
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TVar.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  befl  of  all. 
Sal  Peace,   fon; — and  (hew  fome  reafon,  Buckingham, 
Why  Somerfet  ftiould  be  preferr'd  in  this. 

j^  Mar.   Becaufe  the  king,  forfooth,  will  have  it  fo. 
Glo.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himfelf, 
To  give  his  cenfure  :  thefe  are  no  women's  matters. 

^  Mar,  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  grace 
To  be  protestor  of  his  excellence  i 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  prote£lor  of  the  realm  ; 
And,  at  his  pleafure,  will  refign  my  place. 

Suf,  Refign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  infolence. 
Since  thou  wert  king  (as  who  is  king,  but  thou  I) 
The  common- wealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck  : 
The  danphin  hath  prevaiPd  beyond  the  feas ; 
And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  of  thy  fovereignty. 

Car.  The  commons  haft  thou  rack'd  ;  the  clergy's  bags 
"Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som*  Thy  fumptuous buildings,  and  thy  wife's  attire, 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  public  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution ^ 
Upon  offenders,  hath  exceeded  law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

^  Mar,  Thy  fale  of  offices,  and  towns  in  France — 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  fufpe6V  is  great — 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[Exit  Gloster.     The  ^een  drops  her  Fan, 
Give  me  my  fan  :   What,  minion  !  can  you  not  ? 

\_Gives  the  Dut chefs  a  Box  on  the  Ear* 
I  cry  you  mercy,  madam  ;  Was  it  you  ? 

Elean.  Was't  I  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French-woman  : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
rd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Hetiry,  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  'twas  againft  her  will. 
Elean,    Againft  her   will! — Good   king,    look   to't  in 
time  ; 
She'll  hamper  thee,    and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby  : 
Though  in  ihis  place  mod  mailer  wears  no  breeches. 
She  (hall  not  fliike  dame  Eleanor  unreveng'd. 

\_Exit  Eleanor. 
Buck,  Lord  CardiDal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 

And 
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And  Ilrtea  after  Humphrey,   how  he  proceeds : 
JShe's  tickled  now  :  her  fume  can  need  no  fpurs, 
She'il  gallop  faft  enough  to  her  deflru6i:ion. 

[£.v/>  Buckingham. 

Re-enter  Duke  Humphrey. 

Glo.  Now,  lords  my  choler  being  over-blowQ 
With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
i  come  to  talk  of  common- wealch  affairs. 
As  for  your  fpiteful  faHe  objeclions. 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law  : 
But  God  in  mercy  deal  fo  with  my  foul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country  ! 
But,   to  the  matter  that  we  have  iu  hand  :— 
I  fay,  my  fovereigo,  York  is  meetefl:  man 
To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

Siif.  Before  we  make  eleflion,  give  me  leave 
To  (hewfomc  reafon,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  moft  unmeet  of  any  man.  '* 

Tork.  I'll  tell  thee,    Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet, 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride : 
Next,    if  I  be  appointed  for  the  place. 
My  lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here. 
Without  difcharge,  money,   or  furniture, 
'Till  France  be  won  into  the  dauphin's  hands* 
La(f  time  I  danc'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
'Till  Paris  was  befic^g'd  famifh'd,    and  1  of!:. 

JFar,  That  can  I  witnefs  ;  and  a  fouler  hCt 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,   head-iuong  "Warwick  ! 

War.  Image  of  pride,  why  Qiould  I  hold  my  peace  ? 

Enter   Horner  the  Jrmgtirer,    and  his   Alan   Peter, 
guarded 

Suf.  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafon  : 
Pray  God,  the  duke  of  York  excufe  himfelf! 
y^ork.   Doth  any  one  accufe  York  for  a  traitor  ? 
A^.    Henry.    What   mean'ft   thou,'  Suffolk  .^    tell   me : 

"What  are  thefe  ? 
Suf.  Pieafe  it  your  majeflv,  this  is  the  maa 

B  That 


l8  SECOND    PART    OF 

That  dotb  accufe  his  mafter  of  high  trcafon  : 
His  words  were  thefe; — that  Richard,  duke  of  York, 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Englifh  crown  ;    . 
And  that  your  majefty  was  an  ufurper. 

K,  Henry.  Say,  man,  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 

Jr7n.  An't  fliall  pleafe  your  majefty,  I  never  fald  nor 
thought  any  fuch  matter :  God  is  my  witnefs,  I  am  falfely 
accused  by  the  villain. 

Peter.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  lords,  [holding  up  his 
hands'],  be  did  fpeak  them  to  me  in  the  garret  one  night, 
as  we  were  fcouring  my  lord  of  York's  armour. 

7m-k.  Bafe  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  for  this  thy  traitor's  fpeech  :— 
I  do  befeech  your  royal  majefty. 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Arm.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  fpake  the  words. 
My  accufer  is  my  prentice  ;  and  when  I  did  correct  him 
for  his  fr^ult  the  other  day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  knees  he 
would  be  even  with  me:  I  have  good  witnefs  of  this; 
therefore,  I  befeech  your  majefty,  do  not  caft  away  an 
honeft  man  for  a  villain's  accufation. 

K^  Henry.  Uncle,  what  fliall  we  fay  to  this  in  law  i 

Glo,  This  doom,  my  lord,   if  I  may  judge. 
Let  Someriet  be  regent  o'er  the  French, 
Becaufe  in  York  this  breeds  fufpicion  ? 
And  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  ftngle  combat,  in  convenient  place  ; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice : 
lliis  is  the  law,  and  this  duke  Humphrey's  doom. 

K.  Henry,  Then  be  it  fo.     My  lord  of  Somerfct, 
We  make  your  grace  lord  regent  o^er  the  French. 

Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majefty. 

Arm,  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Peter,  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  fight ;  for  God's  fake, 
pity  my  cafe  !  the  fpite  of  a  man  prevailtth  again  ft  me. 
O  lord,  have  mercy  upon  me  !  1  fliall  never  be  able  to 
fight  a  blow  :  O  lord,  my  heart ! — 

Gio.  Sirrah,  or  you  muft  tight,   or  elfe  be  hang'd. 

K.  Henry.   Away  v;ith  them  to  prifon  :   and  the  day 
Of  combat  (hall  be  the  lall  of  the  next  month.— 

Com«. 
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Come,   Somerfet,  we'll  fee  thee  fent  away. 

[FlourlJJj,    Exeunt. 


SCENE      IV. 

Z)«y^f  Humphrey's  Garden.     Enter  Mother  JQURDAii^t 
Hume,  Southwell,  and Bolingbkoke. 

Hume,  Come,  my  mafters  ;  the  duchefs,  I  tell  you,  ex- 
peiSls  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Bolhig.  Maiter  Hume,  :we  are  therefore  provided  : 
Will  her  ladyfliip  behold  and  hear  our  exorcifms  ? 

Hume.  Ay;  Whatelfe?  fear  you  not  her  courage. 

Bolins;,  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of  an 
invincible  fpirit :  but  it  fhall  be  convenient,  mailer  Hume^ 
that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufy  below  ;  and 
fo,  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  l^Exit^ 
Hume.]  Mother  J ourdain,  be  you  proflrate,  and  grovel 
on  the  earth  : — John  Southwel,  read  you  ;  and  let  us  t« 
our  work. 

Enter  Eleanor,  above, 

Elean.  Well  faid,  my  maflers ;  and  welcome,  all. 
To  this  geer ;  the  fooner  the  better. 

Boling,  Patience,  good  lady;  wizards  know  their  times : 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  filent  of  the  night. 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  fire  ; 
The  time  when  fcreech  owls  cry,  and  ban-dogs  howl. 
When  (pirits  walk,  and  ghofts  break  up  their  graves. 
That  time  befl  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,   and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raife> 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[  Here  they  perform  the  Ceremonies^   and  make  the  Circle, 
BoLiNGBROKE,     or    SouTHWEL,    readsy     Conju- 
To  te,  &c.   It  thunders  and  lightens  terribly  ;   then  the 
Spirit  rifeth. 
Spirit,  Adfum. 
M.  Jourd.  Afmath, 
By  the  eternal  God,  Vv'hofe  name  and  power 
Thou  trembled  at,  anfwer  that  I  fhall  afli ; 

B  2  For, 
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For,  'till  thou  fpeak,  thou  (halt  not  pafs  from  hcndel 
Spirrt,  A(k  what  thou   wilt  :—That  I  had   faid   an  J 
done! 
Bollng.  Fir/fy  of  the  kh?g,     JFhat  fiall  of  hhn  hecome? 

\  Reading  out  of  a  Paper.- 
Spirit.  The  duke  yet  lives  that  Henry  (hall  depofe  ; 
But  him  out-live,   and  die  a  violent  death, 

[yfi  the  Spirit  fpc^iksy  they  write  the  Jnfwer, 
Boling,   What  fates  aivait  th^  duke  of  Suffolk  f 
Spirit,  By  water  (hall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 
Boling/  TVhat/ball  befall  the  duke  of  Somerfet  P 
Spirit,  Let  him  (hun  caftles  ; 
?^afer  (hall  he  be  upon  the  fandy  plains. 
Than  where  caliles  mounted  iland. 
Have  done,  for  more  1  hardly  can  endure. 

Bolir.g,  Defcend  to  darkaefs,   and  the  burning  lake  : 
Fulfe  licnd,  svoid  ! 

\JIhnnder  and  Light?2ing,     Spirit  dcfcends. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Yor  ic,  and  the  Duke  ^/"Buc  king  ham? 

JPlth  their  Guards  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands, upon  tbtTe  traitors,  and  their  tra(h. — 
Btidame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch.-^ 
What,  madam,  are   you   there?  the   king,  and  commons- 
weal 
Are  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains; 
r>Iy  lord  protestor  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 
See  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England's  king, 
Lijurious  duke  ;   that  threat'fl  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  madam,  none  at  nil.     What  call  you  this  ? 

^Shewing  her  the  Fape^l's* 
Away  with  them;  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  dole, 
And  kept  afunder  : — You,  madam,  (hall  with  us  : — - 

Stafford,    take  her  to  thee. 

We'll  fee  your  trinkets  here  forth-coming  all  ; 

Away  1  \_Exeunt  Guards  with  Jourd.  South,  l^c.- 

York.  Lord  Buckingham,   methinks,  you   watch'd   her 
well: 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon  I 

-   Now, 
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Now,  pray,  my  lord,   let's  fee  the  devils  writ. 

What  have  we  here  ?  [Reads. 

The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Hemy  /ball  depofe ; 

But  him  out  live    and  die  a  vie  lent  death. 

Why  this  is  juO,  Aio  te,  Macida^  Rojnanos^  vincere  poffje. 

Well,    to  the  reft  : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk? 

By  water  Jhall  hr-  die,  and  take  his  end. 

What  /had  he  tide  the  duke  of  Somerfet  f 

Let  him/h'i.n  ca/iles  ; 

Safer  /hall  h-.  U  on  the  fandy  plains. 

Than  where  cajlles  mounted  /land. 

Come,  come,  my  lords  : 

Thefe  oracles  are  hardily  a^tain'd, 

And  hardly  underftood. 

The  king  is  now  in  progref^  towards  Saint  Alban's  : 

With  him,  the  hufband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 

Thither  go  thefe  news,   as  faft  as  horfe  can  carry  them  ; 

A  forrv  breakfaft  for  my  lord  proteflor. 

Buck.  Your  grace  fhall  ^ive  me  leave,  my  lord  of  York, 
To  be  the  poft  in  hope  of  his  reward.     -^ 

York-  At  your  pleafure,  my  good  lord. 
Who's  within  there,  ho  ! 

Enter  a  Serving- Man, 

Invite  my  lords  of  Salifbury,  and  Warwick, 
To  fup  with  me  tomorrow- night. — Away  \ 

S  Exeunt, 


ACT       II. 

SCENE  I.  At  St.  Man's.  Enter  King  Henry, 
^ueen,  Gloster,  Cardinal,  gnd  Suffolk,  w^th 
E'alconers  hullowing, 

^een  Margaret. 

BELIEVE  me,  lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 
I  faw  no  better  fport  thefe  feven  years'  day  : 
Vet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high ; 

B  3       "  And, 
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And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry.  But   what  a  point,  my  lord,  your  falcon 
made. 
And  what  a  pitch  (he  flew  above  the  reft  ! — 
To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works ! 
Yea,  man  and  birds,  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Suf,  No  marvel,   an  it  like  your  majelly. 
My  lord  prote<51:or's  hawks  do  tower  fo  well ; 
They  know,  their  mafl:er  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  falcon's  pitch. 

Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.  I  thought  as  much  ;   he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal  ;   how  think  you  b>  that  ? 
Were  it  not  good,   your  grace  could  fly  to  heaven  ? 

K,  Henry.   The  treafury  of  everlafting  joy  ! 

Car,  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth  ;  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Beat  on  a  crown,  the  treafure  of  thy  heart ; 
Pernicious  prote^lor,  dangerous  peer. 
That  fmooth'fl:  it  fo  with  king  and  common-weal  ! 

Glo,  What,  cardinal,   is  your^  priefthood  grown  fo  pe- 
remptory ? 
*Tantane  animis  coelejlihus  ira  ? 
Churchmen  fo  hot  ?  good  uncle,   hide  fuch  malice ; 
With  fuch  holinefs  can  you  do  it  ? 

5«/.  No  malice,  fir  ;  no  more  than  well  becomes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  fo  bad  a  peer. 

Glo.  As  who,  my  lord  ? 

Suf.  Why,  as  yourfelf,  my  lord  ; 
An't  like  your  lordly  lord-prote(5lorfliip. 

Glo.  Why,  Suflblk,  England  knows  thine  lofolence. 

^.  Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Glofter. 

K,  Henry,  I  pr'ythee,  peace,  good  queen  ; 
And  whet  not  on  thefe  two  too  furious  peers, 
For  bleffed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blefled  for  the  peace  I  make, 
Agaiall  this  proud  protedlor,  with  my  fword ! 


Glo' 
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Cla.  Faith,  holy  uncle,    'would  'twere  come  to" 

ihat. 
Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'ft. 
Glo.   Make   up   no  fadlious  numbers    for   the 

matter,  yjfide. 

In  thine  own  perlbn  anfwer  thy  abufc. 

Car,  Ay,   where  thou  dar'A  not  peep  :  an  if 
thou  dar'ft. 
This  evening,   on  the  eaft  fide  of  the  grove. 
A'.  Henry,   How  now,  my  lords  ? 
Car.  Believe  me,  ccufni  Glofter, 
Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  fo  fuddenly. 

We'd  had  morefport. Come  with  thy  two- hand  fword. 

[JJtde  to  Gloster. 
Glo.  True,  uncle. 
Are  you  advis'd  ? — the  eafl  fide  of  the  grove  ? 
Cardinal  I  am  with  you.  [A/icie. 

K»  Henry.  Why  how  now,  uncle  Glofier  ? 
G/o.   Talking  of  hawking;  nothing  elfe, my  lord. — 
Now,  by  God's  mother,  priefl,   I'll  (have  your  crown  for 

this, 
Or  all  my  fence  fnall  fail.  I4f^de, 

Car.  [A fide.]  Medic e  telpfinn; 
Prore<5lor,  fee  to't  well,   protect  yourfelf. 

K>    Henry.  The   winds  grow  high  ;    fo   do  your  flo- 
machs,  lords. 
How*irkfome  is  this  mufic  to  my  heart  ! 
When  fuch  ftrings  jar,  what  hopes  of  harmony  ? 
Ipray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  fcrife. 

Enter  one,  crying^  A  Miracle  I 

Glo.  What  means  this  noife  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dofl:  thou  proclaim  ? 

One.  A  miracle  !    a  miracle  ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  king,   and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One.  Forfooth,  a  blind  man  at  St.  Alban's  fhiine, 
Within  this  half  hour,   hath  receiv'd  his  fight ; 
A  man  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

A'.  Henry.  Now,    God  be   prais'd  i    that  to  believing 
louls 

B  4  .  Gives 
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Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair! 

Enter  the  Mayor  cf  St,  AlbarCsy  and  his  Brethren,  bearing. 
Si  MP  cox  between  two  in  a   Chair  ^    Sxmpcox*s   Wife. 

following. 

Car*  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  proceffion, 
To  prefent  your  highuefs  with  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fm  be  muhiply'd. 

Qlo.  Stand  by,  my  maftei  ?,   bring  him  near  the  king, 
His  highnefs'  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  ve  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  haft  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd  ? 
Simp,  Born  blind,   an't  pleafe  your  grace. 
Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 
Svf.  What  woman  is  this  \ 
V/ife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worfliip. 
QIq,  Kadft   thou  been  his  mother,  thou  couldft  have 

better  told. 
K.  Henry.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 
Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  nonh,   an't  like  your  grace. 
K,  Henry.  Poor  foul !  God's  goodnefs  hath  been  gieat 
to  t  hee  8 
Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallow'd  pafs. 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

^leen.  Tell   me,  good   fellow,   cam'ft:   thou  here  by 
chance  ? 
Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  (brine  ? 

Simp*  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion  ;  being  call'd 
A  hundred  times,  and  oftner,   in  my  fleep 
By  good  faint  Alban  ;  who  faid —  Saiinder^  come, 
Come^  offer  at  my  Jhrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife.  Moft  true,   forfooth  ;   and  many  a  time  and  of? 
Myfeif  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  {o. 
Car.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 
b^imp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  ! 
I^uf.  How  cam'ft  thou  fo  l 
Simp,  A  fall  off  of  a  tree. 
Wife,  A  plum-tree,  mailer. 

Gk* 
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plo.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 

Shnp*   '•     ^'Oxn  fo,   mafter. 

Qlo    What,  and  v.-ould'ft  climb  a  tree? 

Simp.   But  that  in  a!:  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 

TVije.  T,)0  true;  and   bought  his  climbing  very  dean 

Gin    Ma:r,  thou  l''v'dft  plumbs  very  well,  that  would'fl 
venture  fo. 

Simp,  Alas,  t^ood  mafter,  my  wife  defir'd  fome  dam- 
fons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 

GIq.  h  fubtle  knave  i   but  yet  it  (hall  not  ferve. — 
Let  me  (ec  thinecyes : — wink  low; — now  open  them  :— 
In  my  opinion,  yet  thou  fee'ft  not  well. 

Si?np.   \  es,  mafter,  clear  as  day ;  I   thank  God,  and 
faint  Alban. 

Glo.  Say 'ft  thou  me  fo?  What  colour  is  this  cloak  of? 

§imp.  Red,  mafter  ;  red  as  blood. 

Clo.  Why,  that's  well  faid :  what  colour  is  my  gown 
of  ? 

Simp.  Black,  forfooth  ;  coal-black,  as  jet. 

K.Henry.  Why,  then,   thou  know*ft 'what  colour  jet  ts 
of? 

Suf.  And  yet  I  think,  jet  did  he  never  fee. 

Qlo.  But  Cloaks,  and  gowns,  before  this  day  a  many. 

Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,   in  all  his  life. 

Glo.  Tell  me,  firrah,  what's  my  name  I 

S'i?np.  Alas,  mafter,  I  know  not. 

Glo.   What's  his  name  ? 

Si7np.  I  know  not. 

Glo,  Nor  his? 

Simp.  No,  indeed,  mafter. 

Gl  .  What's  thine  own  name  ? 

Si?np.  Saunder  Simpcox,  an  if  it  pleafe  •ou,  mafter, 

Gio,  Then  Saunder,  fit  there,  the  lyingeft  knave 
In  Chriftendom.     If  thou  had'ft  been  born  olind, 
T'-  u  might'ft  as  well  have  knoM'n  all  our  wmeSj  as  thus 
To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftinguifh  colours  ;  but  fudde    y 
To    ominate  them  al ,  it  is  imroffible. — 
My  lord,  faint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle  • 
W  ould  you  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great. 

That 
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That  could  reflore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  again  ? 

Simp.  O,  mafler,  that  you  could! 

Glo.  My  mafters  of  faint  Alban*s, 
Have  you  not  beadles  in  your  town,  and  things 
Call'd  whips  ? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  lord,   if  it  pleafe  your  grace. 

Glo.   Then  fend  for  one  prefently. 

Mayor.  Sirrah,   go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  ftraight, 

lExit  Mejfengero 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  ftool  hither  by  and  bye.  Now, 
/irrah,  if  you  mean  to  fave  your feif  from  whipping,  leap 
me  over  this  flool,    and  run  away. 

Simp,  Alas,  mailer,  I  am  not  able  to  Hand  alone  ; 
You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadky  ivith  Whips. 

Glo.  Well,  fir,  we  mu ft  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah,  beadle,  whip  him  'till  he  leaps  over  that  fame  fiooI. 

Bead.  1  will,  my  lord. — Come  on,  firrah;  off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Sitnp,  Alas,  mafter,  what  (liall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able  to 
fland. 

r After  iLe  Beadle  hath  hit  him  onee,  he  leaps  over 
the  otjolf  and  runs  away  ;  and  the  People  follow 
ansi  cry,    A  Miracle  ! 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  feeft  thou  this,  and  bear'ft  fo  long  ? 

^een.  h  made  me  laugh,  to  fee  the  villain  run. 

Glo.  Follow  the  knave;  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,   fir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo.    Let  them  be  whipt  through  every  market  town 
Until  they  come  to  Berwick,  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Beadle^  with  the  Woman,  ^c. 

Car.  Duke  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle  to-day. 

Suf  True  ;  made  the  lame  to  leap,   and  fly  away. 

Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made,  in  a  day,  my  lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 

Ejiter  Buckingham. 

K.  Henry.  What  tidings  with  ourcoufm  Buckingham  ? 
Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold. 

A  fort 
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A  fort  of  naughty  peiTons,  lewdly  benl — 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,   the  proteftor's  wife. 
The  ring-leader  and  head  of  all  this  rout — 
Have  pra(51:is'd  dangeroufly  againft  your  ftate. 
Dealing  with  witches,  and  with  conjurers: 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  hS: ; 
Raifing  up  wicked  fpirits  from  under  ground, 
Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  highnefs'  privy  council, 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  Qiall  underibnd. 

Car,  And  fo,  my  lord  prote(fl:or,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forth-coming  yet  at  London. 
This  news,   I  think,    hath  turn'd  your  weapon's  edge; 

'Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

Glo.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  toaffliftmy  heart! 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquifh'd  all  my  powers; 
And,   vanquifh'd  as  I  am,   I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanefl:  groom. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked 
ones ; 
Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby  ! 

^teeii.  Glofler,  fee  here  the  tainture"^f  thy  nefl ; 
And,  look,  thyfelf  be  fauitlefs,  thou  wert  beft. 

Glo.  Madam,  for'myfelf,  to  heaven  I  do  appeal. 
How  1  have  lov'd  my  king  and  common-weal : 
And,    for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  (lands  ; 
Sorry  I  am  to  hear,   what  I  have  heard  : 
Noble  fhe  is ;   but,  if  flie  have  forgot 
Honour  and  virtue,  and  convers'd  withfuch 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 
I  banifh  her,  my  bed,  and  company  ; 
And  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law,   and  (hame, 
That  hath  difhonour'd  Gloller's  honeft:  name. 

K,  Henry.  V/ell,  for  this  night,  we  will  repofe  us  here: 
To-morrow,  toward  London,   back  again, 
To  look  into  this  bufinefs  thoroughly. 
And  call  thefe  foul  offenders  to  their  anfwers ; 
And  poife  thecaufein  juHice'  equal  fcale, 

Whofe 
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Whcfe  beam  flands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[Floiirijh.     Exeunt, 


SCENE    II. 

7  he  Duke  of  York's    Car  den »     Enter  York,  Saliso 
BURY,  and  Wa RVViCK. 

York,  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Sali/Lury  and  Warwick, 
Our  fimple  fupper  ended,   give  me  leave. 
In  this  clofe  walk,  to  fatisfy  myfelf, 
|n  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title, 
Which  is  infallible  to  England's  crown. 

Sal  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  full. 

7Vm\  Sweet  York,  begin  :  and  if  thy  claim  be  good. 
The  Nevils  are  thy  fubje(f>s  to  command. 

Tork.  Then  thus : 

Edward  the  Third,  my  lords,  had  feven  fons  : 

The  firff,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  prince  of  Wales'; 

The  fecond,  William  of  Hatfield  j   and  the  third, 

Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence  ;  next  to  whom 

Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  duke  of  Lancafler  : 

The  fifth,  was  Edmund  Langley,   duke  of  York  ; 

The/ixth,  was  Thomas  of  Woodftock,  dukeof  Glollcr  j 

William  of  Windfor  was  thefeventh,  and  laft. 

Edward,  the  Black  Prince,   dy'd  before  his  father ; 

And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fon, 

Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd  king; 

'Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lancafier, 

The  eldeft  fon  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 

Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  fourth, 

Seiz'd  on  the  realm  ;  depos'd  the  rightful  king  ; 

Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,   from  whence  fhe  came, 

And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,   as  both  you  know, 

Harmlefs  Richard  was  murder'd  traiteroufly. 

War^  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  houie  of  Lancafter  the  crown. 

y'ork.    Which   now  they  hold  by  force,  and   not  by 

for  Richard,  the  tlrft  Ton's  heir,  being  dead, 
The  iifue  of  the  next  fon  faould  have  reign'do 

^  Sal 
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SaU  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir. 

Tork.  The  third  fon,  duke  of  Clarence  (from  whofe  lin^ 
I  claim  the  crown),  had  ifTue— ^Philippe,  a  daughter. 
Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March. 
Edmund  had  iffue — Roger,  earl  of  March  : 
Roger  h.id  Ufue — Edmund^  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown  j 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  king, 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity,   'till  he  d/d. 
But,   to  iherefl. 

Tork.  Hii;  eldefl  fifter,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  crown, 
Married  Richard,   earl  of  Cambridge  ;  who  was  foa 
To  Edmund  Langley,  Edward  the  third's  fifth  fon. 
By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom  ;  fiie  then  was  heir 
To  Roger,  earl  of  March  ;    who  was  the  fon 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer;  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence  : 
So,   if  the  ilTae  of  his  eider  fon 
Sr.cce^d  before  the  younger,   I  am  king. 

iP'ar.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this  ? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  fon  ;  York  claim^eih  it  from  the  third. 
'Till  Lionel's  ifKie  fails,  hi^  (hould  not  reign  : 
It  fails  not  3'et  ;   but  flrouriftics  in  thee, 

And  in  thy  fons,  fair  Hips  of  fuch  a  flock. • 

Then,  father  Salilbury,  kneel  we  both  together  j 
And,    in  this  private  plot,   be  we  thefirfl, 
That  fliali  faiuteour  riehtfoi  foVereirn 
With  honour  of  his  birth -right  to  the  crown. 

Btih,  Long  live  our  fovecign  Richard,  England's  king  f 

Tork.  We  thank  you,  lords.     But  I  am  not  your  king    . 
'Till  I  be  crown'd  ;   and  that  my  fword  be  flaiti'd 
With  heart-blood  of  the  hcufe  of  Lancafter : 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd  ; 
But  with  advice,  and  filent  fecrccy. 
Do  you,  as  I  d,o,  in  thefe  dangerous  days. 
Wink  at  the  duke  of  Suffolk's  infolence, 
At  Beaufoit's  pride,  at  Somcrfet*s  ambition. 

At 
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At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them, 
•Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  fliepherd  of  the  flock. 
That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humphrey  : 
'Tis  that  they  feek ;  and  they,  in  feeking  that. 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophefy. 

Sal.  My  lord,  break  we  off;  we  know  your  n:iind  at 
full. 

IVar.  My  heart  afTures  me,  that  the  earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  duke  of  York  a  king. 

Tork,  And  Nevil,  this  I  do  aimre  myfelf — 
Richard  fhall  live  to  make  theearl'of  Warwick 
The  greatefl  man  in  England,  but  the  king.  Exeunt, 


SCENE    III. 

A  Hall  of  Juflice.  Sound  Trumpets.  Enter  King  Henry y 
^een  Margaret,  Gloster,  York,  Suffolk, 
and  Salisbury  ;  the  Dutchefs^  Mother  Jour- 
bain,  Southwell,  Hume,  and  Bolincbroke, 
nnder  Guard, 

K,  Henry.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cobham,  Glof- 
ter's  wife. 
In  fight  of  God,   and  us,  your  guilt  is  great; 
Receive  the  fentence  of  the  law,  for  fins 
Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudged  to  death. — 
You  four,  from  hence  to  prifon  back  again  : 

['To  the  other  Prijoners. 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution  : 
The  witch  in  Smithficld  fiiall  be  burnt  to  aihes, 
And  you  three  (hall  be  flrangled  on  the  gallows, — 
You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Pefpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life. 
Shall,  after  three  days  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  baniftiment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  Ille  of  Man. 

FJean.  Welcome  is  banifhment,  welcome  were  my  death, 
Clo.  Eleanor,  the  law,  thou  feefl,   hath  judged  thee ; 
\  cannot  juftify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 

[Exeunt  Eleanor,  and  the  others,  guarded. 

Mina 
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iMIne  e3^es  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  this  difhonour  in  thine  age 
Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground  ! — 
I  befeech  your  majefly,  give  me  leave  to  go  ; 
Sorrow  would  folace,  and  mine  age  would  eafe. 

K.  Henry,  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloiler  :   ere  thou 
go. 
Give  up  thy  ftrifF;  Henry  will  to  himfelf 
Prote<5lor  be  ;  and  God  fhall  be  my  hope. 
My  ftay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet : 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey;  no  lefs  belov'd. 
Than  when  thou  wert  proteiflor  to  thy  king. 

^  Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon,  why  a  king  of  years 

Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child 

God  and  king  Henry  govern  England's  realm  : 
Give  up  your  (lafF,  fir,  and  the  king  his  realm. 

Gio.  Myflaff? — here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  ftafF: 
As  willingly  do  I,  the  fame  refign, 
Ase're  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  it, 
As  others  would  ambitioully  receive  it. 
Farewel,  good  king  :  When  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne  ! 

Exit  Glosteh. 

^  Mar.  Why,  now  is  Henry  king,  and  Margaret  queen ; 
And  Humphrey,    duke  of  Glofter,  fcarcc  himfelf. 
That  bears  fo  (hrewd  a  maim  ;  two  pulls  at  once — 
His  lady  banlfh'd,   and  a  limb  lopp'd  off. 
This  ftaff  of  honour  raught — There  let  it  Hand, 
Where  bed  it  firs  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Siif.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  his  fprays  ; 
Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies  in  her  youngeft  days. 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go. — Pleafe  it  your  majefly, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat ; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant, 
Hie  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lifts. 
So  pleafe  your  highnefs  to  behold  the  fight. 

.^.  Mar.   Ay,  good  my  lord  ;  for  purpofely  therefore 
Leh  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd. 

K,  Hc?7ry,  O'God's  name,    fee  the  lifts  and  all  things 
tit; 

Here 
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Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the  right! 

Tork.  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  befled. 
Or  more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 
The  fervant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  at  one  Door  the  Armourer  and  his  neighbours y  drink-^ 
ing  tohim  fo  much  that  he  is  drunk-,  and  he  enters  with 
a  Drum  before  him,  and  his  Staff  with  a  Sand- Bag 
fajiened  to  it ;  and  at  the  other  Door  enters  his  Man, 
with  a  Drum  and  Sand-Bagy  and  Freniices  drinking  to 
him, 

1  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink  to  you  in  ai 
cup  of  fack  ;  and  fear  not,  neighbour,  you  (liall  do  well 
enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup  of  char- 
neco. 

3  Neigh,  And  here's  a  potof  good  double  beer,  neigh- 
bour ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man. 

Jrm.  Let  it  come,  'faith,  aud  I'll  pledge  you  all ;  and 
a  fig  for  Peter. 

1  Pren,  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee ;  and  be  not 
afraid. 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy  mafter:  fight 
for  the  credit  of  the  prentices. 

Peter,  1  thank  you  all:  drink,  and  pray  for  me,  I  pray 
you  ;  for,  I  think,  I  have  taken  my  lail  draught  in  this 
world. — Here,  Robbin,  an  if  1  die,  I  give  thee  my 
apron; — and  Will,  thou  (halt  have  my  hammer r — and 
here,  Tom,  take  all  the  money  that  I  have. — O  Lord, 
blefs  me,  I  pray  God !  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  v,?ith 
^y  mafter,    he  hath  learnt  (o  much  fence  already. 

Sal.  Ccm.e,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fail  io  blows.— 

Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 

Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 

Sal.  Peter  !  what  more  ? 

Peter.  Thump. 

oaL  Thump!   then  fee  thon  thump  thy  mafler  well. 

Jrm.  Malkrs,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were,  upon  my 
man's  indigation,  to  prove  him  a  knave,  and  myfelf  anho- 
neftman:  and  touching  the  duke  of  York — 1  will  take 

my 
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my  death,  I  never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  king,  nor  the 
queen  ;  And  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee  with  a  down- 
right blow,  as  Bevis  of  Southampton  fell  upon  Afcapart. 

York.    Difpatch  : this    knave's     tongue    begins    to 

double. 
Sound  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 

[They  fight,  a?id  ?  ETEKj?rikes  him  down: 

Arm.  Hold,  Peter,  hold  !  I  confefs,  I  confeis  treafon. 

ID'ies. 

York,  Take  away  his  weapon : — Fellow,  thank  God, 
and  the  good  wine  in  thy  malier's  way. 

Peter.  O  God  !   have  I  overcome  mine  enemy  in  this 
prefence  ? 
O  Peter,  thou  haft  prevailed  in  right  ! 

K,  Henry.  Go,  and  take  hence  that  traitor  from  our  fight ; 
For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt : 
And  God,  in  juftice,  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow, 
Which  he  had  thought  to  have  n^.urder'd  wrongfully — 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward,  {^Exeunt. 


SCENE     IV. 

The  Street.     Enter  Duke  Humphrey,  tf«i  his  Men^   in 
Mourning  Cloaks. 

GIo.  Thus,  fometimes,  hath  the  brightefl  day  a  cloud  j 
And,  after  fummer,  evermore  fucceeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  wrathful  nipping  cold  : 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  feafons  fieer. — 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock  ? 

Serv.     Ten,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punifh'd  dutchefs  : 
Uneath  may  fhe  endure  the  flinty  ftreets. 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook 
The  abje^  people,  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With  envious  looks  ftill  laughing  at  thy  (han[^e; 
That  erft  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels. 
When  thou  didfl  ride  in  triumph  through  the  ilreets. 

C  Bu'r, 
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But,  foft  !  I  think,  fhe  comes ;   and  I'll  prepare 
My  tcar-Hain'd  eyes  to  fee  her  miferies. 

Enter  the  Dutchefs  in  a  'white  Sheet,  her  Feet  hare,  and  a 
Taper  burning  in  her  Hand,  with  Sir  John  Stanley, 
a  Sheriff^  and  Officers, 

Serv.   So  pleafe  your  grace,  we'll   take  her  from  the 
(her  i  ft. 

Glo.  No,  flir  not  for  your  lives ;  let  her  pafs  by. 

Elean.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  fee  my  open  fname  ? 
Now  thou  doft  penance  too.     Look,  how  they  gaze  ^ 
See,  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  rod  their  heads,  and  throw  their- eyes  on  thee  I 
Ah,  Glofter,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks 
And,  in  thy  clofet  pent  up,  rue  my  (hame, 
And  ban  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 

Gh.   Be  patient,  gentle  Nell  ;   forget  this  grief. 

Elean,  Ah,  Glofter,  teach  me  to  forget  myfelf : 

For,  whiift  I  think  I  am  thy  marry'd  wife, 

And  thou  a  prince,  protc6lor  of  this  land, 

Methinks,  I  Qiould  not  thus  be  led  along, 

Maird  up  in  fliame,  with  papers  on  my  back  ; 

^nd  followed  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 

To  fee  my  tears,  and  hear  my  deep-felt  groans. 

The  ruthlefs  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 

And,  when  I  ftart,  the  envious  people  laugh. 

And  bid  me  be  advifed  how  I  tread. 

Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  diamcful  yoke  ? 

Trow'il  thou,  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world  ; 

Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  fun  ? 

No  ;  dark  fliall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day  j 

To  think  upon  my  pomp,  fhall  be  my  hell. 

Sometime  I'll  fay,  I  am  duke  Humplirey's  wife; 

And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land ; 

Yet  fo  he  rul'd,  and  fuch  a  prince  he  was, 

That  he  flood  by,  whilft  I,  his  forlorn  dutchefs. 

Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing- Ibck, 

To  every  idle  rafcal  follower. 

But  be  thou  mild,  and  blu(h  not  at  my  (liamc ; 

Nor  ftir  at  nothing,  'till  the  axe  of  death 

Hang  over  thee,  as,  fure,  it  (liortly  will. 

For 


KING    HENRY    VI.  gj 

For  SufFoIk — he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

With  her,  that  hateth  thee,  and  hates  us  all — 

And  York,  and  impivons  Beaufort,  that  falfe  priefl. 

Have  all  lim'd  bufhes  to  betray  thy  wings, 

And,  fiy  thou  how  thou  canft,  they'll  tangle  theet 

But  fear  not  thou,  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd, 

Nor  never  feek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear  ;  thou  aimed  all  awry; 
I  muO:  ofF^nd,  before  I  be  attainted  : 
And  had  I  twenty  tinnes  fo  many  foes. 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power. 
All  thefe  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Would'ft  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  reproach  ? 
Why,  yet  thy  fcandal  were  not  wip'd  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greateft  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell : 
I  pray  thee,  fort  thy  heart  to  patience ; 
Thefe  few  days  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn; 

Enter  a  Herald, 

Her,  I  fummon  your  grace  to  his  majefly's  parliament, 
holden  at  Bury  the  firft  of  this  next  month. 

Glo.   And  my  confent  ne'er  alk'd  herein  before  ! 
Thii  is  clofe  dealing. — Well,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave  :— and,  mafter  fheriff. 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  king's  commiflion. 

Sher',  A  n't   pleafe    your  grace,   here   my    commiiTioa 
flays  : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Ifle  of  Man. 

Glo.  Muft  you,  Sir  John,  protecft  my  lady  here  ? 

Stan.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may't  pkafe  your  grace. 

Glo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worfe,  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well  :    the  world  may  laugh  again; 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 
You  do  it  her.     And  fo,  Sir  John,  farewel, 

Elean,     Vv'hat  gone,  my  lord;  and  bid  me  not  farewel  ? 

Glo,  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  ftay  to  fpeak. 

^  [Exit  Gloster, 

C  2  Ekan. 
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E!ean»  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  All  comfort  g^o  with  thee  I 
For  none  abides  with  ms  :   my  joy  is — death  ; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  have  been  afear'd, 
Becaufe  I  wrdi'd  this  world's  eternity. — 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  take  me  hence  ; 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour. 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  madam,  that  is  to  the  Ifleof  Man; 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  ftate. 

Ekan.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach  : 
And  fiiall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stan,  Like  to  a  dutchefs,  and  duke  Humphrey's  lady. 
According  to  that  ftate  you  fhali  be  us'd. 

Elean,  Sheriff,  farewel,  and  better  than  I  fare  ; 
Although  thou  haft  been  conduft  of  my  fhame, 

Sher.  It  is  my  office;  and,  madam,  pardon  me; 

Elean,  Ay,  ay,  farewel ;  thy  office  is  difcharg'd.«— 
Come,  Stanley,  (hail  we  go  ? 

Stan.  Madam,   your    penance    done,    throw   off    thi« 
flieet : 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey, 

Elean,  My  ftiame  will  not  be  Qiifted  with  my  (heet : 
No,  It  will  hang  upon  my  richefl:  robes, 
And  (hew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way  ;  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.  \^Exennt. 


ACT       III. 

S  C  E  N  E  I.  The  Abbey  at  Bury,  Enter  King  Henry, 
^een.  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  York,  jtz^  Bucking- 
ham, ^c,  to  the  Parliament. 

King  Henry* 

1  MUSE,  my  lord  of  Giofter  is  not  come: 
'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmofi:  man, 
Whatever  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

^.  A^ar,  Can  you   not  fee  ?  or   will  you  not  obferve 
The  ffrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance  ? 
With  what  a  majefly  he  bears- himfeU";'  . 

How. 
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How  infolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  how  peremprory,  and  unlike  himfelf ; 
AVc  know  the  time,  ilnce  he  was  mild  and  affable; 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look. 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admlr'd  him  for  fubmiiHon  : 
But  me-.t  hisn  now,  and,  be  it  in  the  morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  rime  of  da}'. 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  (Tiews  an  angry  eye. 
And  palFeth  by  wjih  iliff'  unbowed  knee, 
Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Sm  .11  <.urs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin  ; 
Bar  great  men  rremole,  when  the  lion  roars; 
And  Hunipnrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
Firft,  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent ; 
And,  (hould  you  f;ilL  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy — 
Refpeding  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears. 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe— 
That  he  lliould  come  about  your  royal  perfon, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  highnefs'  council. 
By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons'  hearts  ; 
And,  when  he  pleafe  to  make  commotion, 
'Tis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  (hallow  rooted; 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'er- grow  the  garden, 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  hulbandry. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord, 
Made  me  collect  thefe  dangers  in  the  duke. 
If  it  be  fond,  call  ic  a  woman's  fear; 
Which  fear  if  better  reafons  can  fupplant, 
I  wiii  fubfcribe,  and  fay — [  wrong'd  the  duke. 
My  lords  of  Suffolk — Buckingham — and  York- 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can  ; 
Or  elfe  conclude  miy  words  effccfual. 

Suf,  Weil  hath  your  highnefs  k^n.  Into  this  duke  ; 
And,  had  I  firil  been  put  to  fpeak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  (liould  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  dutchefs,  by  his  fubornaiion, 
Upon  my  fife,  began  her  devilifh  practices : 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults, 

C3  Yet, 
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Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcent 

(As  next  the  king,  he  was  fucceflive  heir). 

And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 

Did  initigate  the  bedlam  brain-fick  dutchefs, 

By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  fovereign's  fall. 

Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deepefl : 

And  in  his  fimple  (hew  he  harbours  treafon. 

The  fox  barks  nor,  when  he  would  fteal  the  lamb. 

No,  no,  my  fovereign  ;  Glofter  is  a  man 

Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

^ar.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  forr^  of  law, 
Devife  flrange  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done  ? 

York,  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protectorlliip, 
Levy  great  fums  of  money  through  the  realm, 
For  foldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof,  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

Buck.  Tut  !  thefe  are  petty  faults  to  faults  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  duke  Hum- 
phrey, 

iT.  Henry,  My  lords,   at   once  ;   The   care  you   have 
of  us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot. 
Is  worthy  praife :  But  (liall  i  fpeak  my  confcience  \ 
Our  kinfman  Gloller  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treafon  to  our  royal  perfon 
As  is  the  fucking  lamb,  or  harmlefs  dove  : 
T^ie  duke  is  virtuous,  mild  :  and  too  well  given, 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 

^.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more   dangerous  than  this  fond 
affiance ! 
Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd,  ^ 

For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb  ?  his  fkin  is  furely  lent  him, 
For  he's  inclined  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  ileal  a  fliape,  that  means  deceit  ? 
Take  heed,  my  lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  (hort  that  fraudful  man. 

Enter  Somerset. 

^om.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  fovereign  ! 
K.Henry,  Welcome,  lord  Somerfet.    What  news  from 
Fra  tJce  ?  So?n, 
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So?n.  That  all  your  intereft  in  thofe  territories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  ;    all  is  loft. 

K.  Henry.  Cold  news,  lord  Somerfct ;  But   God's  will 

''  be  done ! 

Tork.  Cold  news  for  me;  for  I  had  hops  of  France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  blolloms  blafted  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away  ; 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear  ere  long,  . 
Or  fell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.  \_Jfidt, 

Enter  Gloster. 

Gk,  All  happinefs  unto  my  lord  the  king ! 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  ftaid  fo  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Glofter,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too  foon^ 
Uniefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art : 
J  do  arrefl:  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo,  Well,  Snitolk,  yet  thou  (halt  not  fee  me  blufh, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrefl  ; 
A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  eafily  daunted. 
The  purelt  fpring  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  treafon  to  my  fovereign  : 
Who  can  accufe  me  ?   wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

Tork.  »Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of 
France, 
And,   being  protector,  ftay'd  the  foldler's  pay; 
By  means  whereof  his  highnefs  hath  loft  France, 

Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  fo  ?    What  are  they,  that  think 
it? 
I  never  robb'd  thefoldiers  of  their  pay. 
Nor  never  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  1  have  watch'd  the  night  — 
Ay,  night  by  night — in  ftu dying  good  for  England  1 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  king, 
Or  any  groat  1  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  trial  day  ! 
No  ;  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  ftore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 
Have  I  difburfed  to  the  gan  ifons, 
Aad  never  afk'd  for  reftitution. 

C  4  Car. 
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Car.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  ky  {o  much. 

G/o.  I  fay  no  more  than  truth,  fo  help  me  God  ! 

Tork.  In  your  protectorfnip,  you  did  devife 
Strange  tortures  for  ofFenders,  never  heard  of. 
That  England  was  defamed  by  tyranny, 

Clo,  Why,  'tis  well  knov/n,  that,  whiles  I  was  protec- 
tor, 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me ; 
Fori  fhould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears. 
And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault. 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bhody  murderer. 
Or  foul  felonious  thief,  that  fleec'd  poor  pafTengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condigr^  puniOin:ient  : 
Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  fin.   I  tortured 
Above  the  felon,   or  what  trefpafs  el!e. 

Suf,  My  lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafy,  quicHy  anfwer'd  : 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  yourfelt. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  highnels*  name  ; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Gloller,   'tis  my  fpecial  hope, 
That  you  will  clear  yourfeif  from  all  fufpicion  ; 
My  confcience  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Glo,   Ah,   gracious  lord,   thefe  days  are  dangerous  | 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancour's  hand  ; 
Foul  fubornaiion  is  predominant, 
And  equity  exil'd  your  hignefs'  land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  ; 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  i^and  happy. 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingnefs  : 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play  ; 
For  thoufands  more,  that  yet  fufpeft  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Beaufort*s  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  milice^ 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  ftormy  hate  ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart  ; 
And  dogged  York,  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 

Whofe 
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Whofe  over- weening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back. 

By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life  :■ 

And  you,  my  fovercign  lady,   with  the  reft, 

Caufelefs  have  laid  difgracc  on  my  head  ; 

And,  with  your  befi:  endeavour,   have  ftirr'd  up 

My  liefeil  liege  to  be  mine  enemy  : — 

Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 

Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles, 

And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  life  : 

I  {liall  not  want  falfe  witnels  to  condemn  me. 

Nor  ftore  of  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 

The  ancient  proverb  v/ill  be  well  aiFeded — 

A  ftafF  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable  : 
If  thofe,  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  perfon 
From  treafon's  fecret  knife,  and  traitors'  rage. 
Be  thus  upbraided,   chid,   and  rated  at, 
And  the  otFender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  grace. 

Suf.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  fovereign  lady  here. 
With  ignominious  words,   though  clerkly  couch'd 
As  if  fhe  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations  to  overthrow  his  flate  ? 

^  Mar,  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 

Glo.  Far  truer  fpoke,  than  meant  :  I  lofe,  indeed ;  — 
Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play  me  falfe  !  — 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck,    He'll    wrefl  the  fenfe,  and    hold   us   here  all 
doy  : 
Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prifoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,    and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo.  Ah,  thus  king  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch. 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  : 
Thus  is  the  ihepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  vjho  fhall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah,  that  my  year  were  falfe  !    ah,    that  it  were  1 
For,  good  king  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

[Exit  guarded. 

K,  Henry.  My  lords,  what   to  your  wifdom  feemeth 
beft, 
Po,  or  undo,  as  if  ourfelf  were  here. 

^  Mar, 
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^   Mar,  What  will  your  highnefs   leave  the  parlia- 
ment ? 

K.  Henry,  hjy  Margaret ;   my  heart  is  drown'd  with 
grief, 
Whofe  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  eyes  ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  mifery; 
For  what's  more  miferable  than  difcontent? — 
Ah,  uncle  Humphrey  i  in  thy  face  I  Ice 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  ; 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  is  the  hour  to  come, 
That  e'er  I  provM  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 
What  low'ring  dar  now  envies  thy  eftate, 
That  thefe  great  lords,  and  Margaret  our  queen. 
Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlefs  life  ? 
Thou  never  didfl  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong  : 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  flrays, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  flaughter-houfe ; 
Even  fo,  reraorfelefs,  have  they  burne  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlcis  yonng  one  went. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  lofs  ; 
Even  fo  myfeh  bewail  good  Glofler's  cafe. 
With  fad  unhelpful  tears  :  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 
Look  after  him,   and  cannot  do  him  good  ; 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep  ;  and,   'twixt  each  groan, 
Say — Who's  a  traitor  ?  Giojfcr  he  is  none.  \^Extt, 

^  Mar,  Free  lords,  cold  fnow  melts  with  the  fun*s 
hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs, 
Too  full  of  foolifli  pity  :  and  Glofter's  (hew 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  forrow  fnarcs  relenting  paffengers; 
Or  as  the  fnake  roU'd  on  a  flowering  bank, 
W^ith  (htning  checker'd  flough,  doth  fting  a  child. 
That,    for  the  beauty,  thinks  itexeellent. 
BelieTC  me,  lords,   were  none  more  wife  than  I 
(And  yet,  herein,  I  judge  my  own  wit  good) 
This  Glofter  Ihould  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him, 

C&r. 
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Car,  That  he  fhould  die,  is  worthy  policy; 
JBut  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death  : 
'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemned  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf.  But,  in  my  mind,   that  were  no  policy: 
The  king  will  labour  frill  to  fave  his  life  ; 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  miflruH-,  that  (hews  him  worthy  death. 

Tork.  So  that  by  this  you  would  not  have  him  die. 

Suf,  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  fo  fain  as  I. 

Tork.  *Tis  York  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death.— 
Bur,  my  lord  cardinal,   and  you,    my  lord  of  Suffolk — ■ 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls — 
Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eag!e  were  fet 
To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 
As  place  duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  prote(fl-or  ? 
.  ^  M.^r.  So  the  poor  chicken  fliould  be  fure  of  death. 

Suf.  Madam,  'tis  true  :  And  wer't  it  not  madaefs  then. 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  ? 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murderer, 
Kis  guilt  (houid  be  but  idly  ported  over, 
Becaufehis  purpofe  is  not  executed- 
No;   let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock, 
Before  his  chaps  be  fiain'd  with  crimfon  blood  ; 
As  Humphrey  prov'd  by  rcafons  to  my  liege. 
And  do  not  (land  on  quillets,  how  to  Hay  him  : 
Be  it  by  gins,   by  fnares,  by  fiibtilry, 
Sleeping,  or  waking,    'tis  no  matter  how. 
So  he  be  dead  ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
Which  mates  him  firrt,  that  hrll:  int^^nds  deceit, 

^  Alar,  Thrice  noble  Suffolk,  'cis  refolutely  fpoke. 

Siif.  Not  refblute,  except  fo  much  were  done  ; 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  feldom  meant : 
But,  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue- — 
Seeing  the  deed  is  merritorious. 
And  to  preferve  my  fovereign  from  his  foe — 
Say  but  the  word,    and  I  will  be  his  prieft. 

Car,  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord  of  Sudblk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  prlei}  : 
Say,   you  confent,  and  cenfure  wdl  the  deed, 
And  Til  provide  his  executioner, 

I  tender 
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I  tender  fo  the  fafety  of  my  liege. 

Suf,  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  Is  worthy  doing, 

^.  Mar.  And  fo  fay  I. 

Tork,  And  I  :  and  now  we  three  have  fpoke  it. 
It  fkills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 

Enter  a  Po/l. 

Vqft,  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  again. 
To  fignify — that  rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Eiiglifiimen  unto  the  fword  : 
Send  fuccours,  lords,  and  flop  the  rage  betime, 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable; 
For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car.   A  breach,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  flop  ! 
What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caule  ? 

York.  That  Somerfet  be  fent  a  regent  thither  : 
'Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ'd ; 
Witnefs  the  tortune  he  hath  had  in  Fiance.- 

Som.  If  York,  with  all  his  far-fet  policy, 
Had  been  the  regent  there  inftcad  of  me. 
He  never  would  have  ilaid  in  France  fo  long. 

Tork.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done  : 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burden  of  diflionour  home. 
By  (laying  there  fo  long,  'till  all  were  loft. 
Shew  me  one  fear  characfer'd  on  thy  ikin  : 
Men's  flffh  preferv'd  fo  whole,  do  feldom  win. 

^.  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  fpark  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with  :  — 
No  more,  good  York  ; — fwect  Somerfet,  be  Hill  ; — 
Thy  fonune,   York,  hadlf  thou  been  regtnt  there, 
MIj:?ht  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 

York.  What,  worfe  than  nought  ?  nay,  then  a  fhame  take 
ail! 

Som,  And,    in  the  number,  thee,   that  wi(heft  fhame  ! 

Car,  My  lord  of  York,   try  what  your  fortune  is. 
The  uncivil  kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Engliflimen  : 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men. 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  fome, 
And  try  your  hap  againfl  the  Irilhmen  \ 
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Tbrk.  I  will,  my  lord,  (o  pkafe  his  majefly. 
Suf,  Why,  our  authority  is  his  confent ; 
And,  what  we  do  eAabllfh,   he  confirms  : 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  tafk  in  hand. 

lor^,  I  am  content:  Provide  me  foldiers,  lords. 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Suf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will  fee  perform'd. 
But  now  return  we  to  the  fahe  duke  Humphrey, 

C^ir,  No  more  of  him  ;   for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
Thar,  henceforth,  he  (hall  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  fo  break  off;  the  day  is  almoft  fpent  : — 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 

Tork.  Myloidof  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days, 
At  Briftol  I  expeft  my  foldiers ; 
For  there  I'll  ihip  them  ail  for  Ireland. 

Suf,  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  lord  of  York. 

[Exeunt  all  but  York. 
To?'k.  Now,  York,  or  never,  fleel  thy  fearful  thoughts, 
And  change  roifdoubt  to  refolution  : 
Be  that  thou  hop'ff  to  be  ;   or  what  thou  art 
llefign  to  death  ;  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying  : 
Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  wich  the  mean-born  man. 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Fafter    than    fpring-time    fhowers,    comes    thought    oa 

thought ; 
And  not  a  thought,   but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  bufy  than  the  labouring  fplder, 
Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  nobles,  well ;  'tis  poliiickly  done, 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  holl:  of  men  : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  fnake. 
Who  cheriQiM  by  your  breads,  will  fting  your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  Inck'd,  and  you  will  give  them  me  : 
I  take  it  kindly  ;  yet,  be  well  affur'd 
You  put  iharp  weapons  in  a  mad-man's  hands. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourifh  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  (lir  up  in  England  fome  black  dorm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thoufand  fouls  to  heaven,  or  hell : 
And  this  fell  tempeft  (hall  not  ceafe  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 
Like  to  the  glorious  fun's  iranfparenc  beams, 

Do 
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Docalin  the  fury  of  this  mad-bred  flaw. 
And,  for  a  minider  of  my  intent, 
1  have  feduc'd  a  head-ftrong  Kentidiman, 
^  John  Cade  of  Afhford. 
To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can. 
Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 
In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  flubborn  Cade 
Cppofe  himfeJf  again  ft  a  troop  of  kerns  ; 
And  fought  fo  long,   'till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 
Were  al moil  like  a  fharp-qiiill'd  porcupine  : 
And,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,   I  have  feen  him 
Caper  upright  like  to  a  wild  Morjfco, 
Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells. 
Full  orten,  like  a  fhag-hair'd  crafty  kern. 
Hath  heconverfed  with  the  enemy  ; 
And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  again. 
And  given  me  notice  of  their  villainies. 
This  devil  here  (hall  be  my  fubftituie  ; 
For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  is  now  dead. 
In  face,  in  gait,  in  fpeech  he  doth  refemble  : 
By  this  I  fhall  perceive  the  commons*  minds. 
How  they  affetSt  the  houfe  and  claim  of  York. 
Say,  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  andtortured ; 
I  know,  napain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him. 
Will  make  him  fay — I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 
Say,  that  he  thrive  (as  'tis  great  like  he  will), 
Why,  then  from  Ireland  come  I  with  my  flrength. 
And  reap  the  harveft  which  that  rafcal  fow'd  : 
For  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  fhali  be. 
And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [Exit. 


S  C  E  N  E       II. 

jfn  Apaj'trnent  in  the  Palace.     Enter  two  or  three^  running 
over  the  Stage,  from  the  Murder  of  Duke  Humphrey. 

Firft  JVL  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk  ;  let  him  know, 
We  have  difpatch'd  the  duke,  as  he  commanded. 

Second  M,  O,  that   it  were  to  do!— What  have   wc 
done? 
Did  ft  ever  hear  a  man  io  penitent  ? 

Enter 
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Flrji  M.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Suf.   Now,  firs,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing  ? 

Firji  M,  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Suf,  Why,  that's  well  faid.    Go,  get  you  to  my  houfe; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  : 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?   are  all  things  well. 
According  as  I  gave  dire<ftions  ? 

Firfl  xVl.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Suf,  Away,  be  gone  1  [Exeunt  Murdenrs, 

Enter  KingUENKY,  the  ^leen.  Cardinal^  Somerset, 
'vjith  Attendants, 

K.  Henry,  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  prefence  ftraight : 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day. 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publilhed. 

Suf.  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my -noble  lord.  {^Exit. 

K,  Henry,  Lord's,  take  your  places ; — and,  I  pray  you 
all, 
Proceed  no  ftraiter  'gainfl  our  uncle  Gloflcr, 
Then  from  true  evidence  of  good  elleem, 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 

^  Mar.  God  forbid,  any  malice  fiiould  prevail. 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  nobleman  ! 
Pray  God,   he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion  ? 

X.  Henry.  I  thank  thee:  Well,  thefe  words  content  mt 
much. 

Re-enter  Suffolk. 

How  now  ?  v/hy  look'il:  thou  gale  ?  why  trembled  thou  I 
Where  is  our  uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 
Sif,  Dead  in  his  bed,  my  lord  ;  Glofler  is  dead. 
^Mar.  Marry,  Godforefend! 
Qar,  God's  fecret  judgment : — I  did  dream  to-night, 
The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

{T'he  King  fwoons, 
^  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord  I — Help,  lords  !  the  king  is 
dead. 

Som, 
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Som,  Rear  up  his  body  ;  wring  him  by  the  nofe. 

^  Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help  !— Oh,  Henry,  ope  thhie 

eyes ! 
Si(f,  He  doth  revive  again  ;— -Madam,   be  patient. 
K.  Henry  J  O  heavenly  God  ! 
^  Mar,  How  fares  my  gracious  lord  ! 
Suf.  Comfort,   my   fovereign  !    gracious  Henry,  com- 
fort! 
jK".   Henry.  What,   doth   my  lord  of  Suffolk  comfort 
me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers  ; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren. 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breafl:. 
Can  chafe  away  the  fii  fl  conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifoa  with  fuch  fugar'd  words, 
jLay not  thy  hands  on  me  ;  forbear,  I  fay; 
Their  touch  affrights  me,  as  a  ferpent's  fling. 
Thou  baleful  meffenger,  out  of  my  fight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits,   in  grim  majefly,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  :  — . 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;— Come,  bafiiilk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  light : 
For  in  the  (hade  of  death  I  fliall  find  joy  ; 
Iq  life,  but  double  death,  now  Glofter's  dead. 

^.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk  thus  ? 
Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
yethemofl  chriflian-like,  laments  his  death  : 
And  for  myfelf — foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
lllight  liquid  tears,  or  heart- offending  groans, 
Or  "blood  confuming  fighs  recall  his  life, 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groans. 
Look  pale  as  primrofe,  with  blood- drinking  fighs. 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  1  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  ? 
For  it  is  known,   we  were  but  hollow  friends ; 
It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  duke  away  : 
So  (hall  my  name  with  flander's  tongue  be  wounded. 
And  princes'  courts  be  fili'd  wtth  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death  :  Ah  me,  unhappy  ! 
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To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infancy  ! 

K.  Henry,  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Glofter    wretched  man! 
^  Ma?\  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 
What,  doll  thou  turn  away,   and  hide  thy  face? 
I  am  no  loathfbme  leper,    look  on  me. 

What,  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 

Be  poifonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  queen. 

Is  all  rhy  comfort  (hut  in  Glofler's  tomb  ? 

Why,  then  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy  : 

Eredt  his  ftatue  then,   and  worfhip  ir, 

And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-houfe  fign. 

Was  I,  for  this,  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  fea  ;    b 

And  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  Englan  d'sank 

Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 

What  boded  this,  but  well- fore- warning  wind 

Did  feem  to  fay — Seek  not  a  fcorpion's  neft, 

Nor  fet  no  footing  on  this  unkind  (hore  ? 

What  did  I  then,   but  curs'd  the  gentle  gufls. 

And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 

And  bid  them  blow  toward's  England's  bleded  fhore. 

Or  turn  our  flern  upon  the  dreadful  rock  ? 

Yet  ^^lou3  would  not  be  a  murderer, 

But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee  : 

The  pretty  vauhing  fea  refus'd  to  drown  me; 

Knowing,  that  thou  wouldif  have  me  drown'd  on  fhore 

With  tears  as  fait  as  fea  through  thy  undkindnefs  : 

The  fplitting  rocks  cowr'd  in  the  fmking  fands. 

And  would  not  dafhme  with  their  ragged  fides; 

Becaufe  diy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they. 

Might  in  thy  p.ilace  perifh  Margaret. 

As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  cliffs. 

When  from  thy  fhore  the  tempeft  beat  us  back, 

I  ffood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  (form  : 

And  when  the  dull:y  Iky  began  to  rob 

My  earneft-gaping  fight  of  thy  land*s  view, 

I  took  a  coftly  jewel  from  my  neck  — 

A  heart  it  was,   bound  in  with  diamonds — 

And  threw  it  towards  the  land  ;  the  fea  receiv'd  it ; 

And  fo,  1  wifh'd  thy  body  might  my  heart  ; 

And  even  with  this,   I  lolf  fair  England's  view. 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart  5 
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And  caird  them  blind  and  dufky  fpedaclcs, 

For  lofing  ken  of  Albion's  wifhcd  coaft. 

How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 

(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) 

To  fit  and  witch  me^  as  Afcanius  did. 

When  he  to  madding  Dido,  would  unfold 

His  father's  afls,  commenc'd  in  burning  Troy  ? 

Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  falfe  like  him  ? 

Ay  me,  I  can  no  more  !   Die,  Margaret ! 

For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  doft  live  fo  long. 

Koi/e  within.    Enter  Warwick,  Salisbury,  ^«^/7;j«^ 
Commons, 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  fovereign, 
That  good  duke  Humphrey  traiteroufly  is  murder'd 
Ey  Suffolk's  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees, 
That  want  their  leader,  fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  fling  in  his  revenge, 
?.Iyfelf  have  calm'd  their  fplcenful  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

A"".  Henri:.  That  he  is   dead,  good  Warwick,  *tis  too 
true ; 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Henry  : 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathlcfs  corpfe. 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fudden  death. 

IVar.  That  I  fhall  do,  my  li;.ge  :  — Stay,  SalilLury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  'till  I  return. 

Warwick  goes  In, 

K,  Henry.    O  thou   that  judged   all  things,  ftay  my 
thoughts  \ 
My  thoughts,  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  foul. 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's  life  I 
If  my  fufpefl  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God  ; 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  ! 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips  ^ 

With  twenty  thoufand  kiiTes,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears ; 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk. 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling: 
B^t  all  iu  vaip  are  thefe  mean  obfequics ; 

And 
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And,  to  furvey  his  dead  and  earthy  image, 
What  were  it  bat  to  make  my  lorrow  greater  ? 

\_A B^dy  ivlth  GlosterV  Bdy,  fut forth. 

War,    Come   hither,    gracious    fovereign,    view    this 
body. 

K.  Hetiry,  That  is   to  fee    how   deep   my    grave   is 
made : 
For,  with  his  foul,  fled  all  my  wordly  folace ; 
For  feeing  him,  I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War*  As  furely  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King,  that  took  our  (late  upon  him 
To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curfe, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  duke. 

Suf,  A  dreadful  oath,  fworn  with  a  folemii  tongue ! 
What  inftance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow  ? 

War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  fettled  in  his  face  ! 
Gfc  have  I  feen  a  timely-parted  ghofl^ 
Of  a(hy  femblance,  meager,  pale,  and  bloodlefs. 
Being  all  defcended  to  the  labouring  heart; 
Who,  in  the  confiidl:  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attra£ls  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  enemy  ; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools,  and  ne'er  returneth 
To  blufh  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 
But,  fee,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eye-balls  further  out  than  when  he  liv'd, 
Staring  full  ghaftly  like  a  ffrangled  man  : 
His  hair  up-rear'd,  his  noftrils  flretch'd  with  ftruggling ; 
His  hands  abroad  difplay'd,  as  one  that  grafp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  ftrength  fubdu'd. 
Look  on  the  flieets,  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking ; 
His  well  proportion'd  beard  made  rough  and  rugged, 
Like  to  the  fummer's  corn  by  tempeft  lodged. 
It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murder'd  here ; 
The  leaft  of  all  thefe  figns  were  probable. 

Suf.  Why,    Warwick,   who    fhould  do  the  duke   to 
death  ? 
Myfelf,  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  prote6lion ; 
And  we,  I  hope,  fir,  are  no  murderers. 

JFar.  But  both  of  you  were  vow'd  duke  Humphrey's 
foes ; 
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And  you,  forfootli,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep  ! 
'Tis  like,  you  would  not  feaft  him  like  a  friend  ; 
And  'tis  well  feen,  he  found  an  enemy. 

j^  Mar.  Then  you,   belike,  fufpcft  thefe  noblemen 
As  guilty  of  duke  Humphrey's  timelefs  death, 

JVar*  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead,  and  bleeding  frefh. 
And  fees  faft  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe, 
But  will  fufpect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  (langhter  ? 
Who  finds  the  patritlge  in  the  puttock's  nel>, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  foar  with  unbloody'd  beak  ? 
Even  (o  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

^.  Mar.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk  I  wherc's  your 
knife  ? 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?   where  are  his  talons  ? 

Suf.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  flaughter  flecping  men ; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  fword,  rufted  with  eafe, 
That  fnall  be  fcoured  in  his  rancorous  heart, 
That  flanders  me  wiih  murder's  crimfon  badge  : — 
Say,  if  thou  dar'ft,  proud  lord  of   Warwickfhire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 

\^Exit  CardlnaL 
War,  What  dares  not  Warwick,   if  falfe  Suffolk  dare 

him  ? 
^.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm   his  contumelious  fpirit. 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 

War.   Madam,  be  dill ;   with  reverence  may  I  fay  it  \ 
For  every  word,  you  fpeak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  flander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt- witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour  I 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  fo  much. 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  Itern  untutor'd  churl,  and  noble  flock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  flip  ;   whofe  fruit  thou  art. 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race. 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers  thee. 
And  I  fliould  rob  the  death's  man  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thoufand  fliames. 
And  that  my  fovereign's  prefence  makes  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murderous  coward,  on  ^hy  knee 
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^lake  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  pafTed  fpeech, 
-And  fay — it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  mean'fl. 
That  thou  thylelf  waffc  born  in  bailardy  : 
And  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  loul  to  hell. 
Pernicious  blood -fucker  of  fleeping  men  ! 

Suf,  Thou  Qialt  be  waking,  while  I  (bed  thy  blood. 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 

War,  Away  even  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence ; 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee. 
And  do  fome  fcrvice  to  duke  Humphrey's  ghofi:.  [Exeunt, 

K,  Henry,    What   ftronger   breaft-plate   than  a   heart 
untainted  ? 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd  that  hath  his  quarrel  jufl ; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  fleel, 
Whofe  confcience  with  injuftice  is  corrupted. 

[A  Noife  within, 

^  Mar,  What  noife  is  this  ? 

Re-enter  Suffolk  ^«^  Warwick,  with  their  Weapons 
drawfi. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  lords  ?  your  wrathful  wea- 
pons drawn 
Here  in  our  prefence  ?  dare  you  be  fo  bold  ? — > 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here? 

Suf.  The  traiterous  Warwick,  with  the  men  of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  fovereign. 

Noife  of  a  Crowd  within.     Enter  Salisbury. 

SaU  Sirs,   ftand   apart;     the  king    fiiall   know  your 
mind. — 
Dread  lord,  the  commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  lord  Suffolk  flraight  be  done  to  death. 
Or  banifhed  fair  England's  territories. 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace. 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  ling'ring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey  died; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  highnefs*  death  j 
And  mere  inflincfl  of  love,  and  loyalty — 
Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent. 
As  being  thought  to  contradi(rt  your  liking— <• 
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Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banifhment.  ^ji 

They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moft  royal  perfon,  " 

That,  if  your  highnefs  (hould  intend  to  fleep, 

And  charge — that  no  man  (houid  difturb  your  reft. 

In  pain  of  5'our  diflike,  or  pain  of  death  ; 

Yet,  notwithftanding  fuch  a  ftraight  edi<5f, 

Were  thercaferpent  feen,  with  forked  tongue. 

That  flily  glided  towards  your  majefty, 

It  were  but  neceffary  you  were  wak'd  ; 

Left,  being  fuffer'd  in  that  harmful  flumber, 

The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  eternal : 

.And  therefore  do  they  cry,   though  you  forbid, 

That  they  will  guard  you,   whe'r  you  will,  or  no. 

From  foch  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is  -, 

With  whofc  envenomed  and  fatal  fting. 

Your  loving  -udcIc,    twenty  times  his  worth, 

They  fay,  is  (hamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons,  [IVithin,]  An  anfvver  from  the  king,  my  lord 
of  Sal-iibury. 

Siif,  'Tis  like,  the  commons,  rude  unpolifh'd  hinds. 
Could  fend  fuch  mefiage  to  their  fovereign  : 
But  you,  my  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ'd, 
To  (hew  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are : 
But  all  the  hoiiour  Salilbury  hath  won, 
Is — that  he  was  the  lord  ambaflador. 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  10  the  king. 

IVithin.  An  anfwer  from  the  king,  or  we  will  all  break 
in. 

K.  Henry,  Go,  Salifbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  : 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  ihcm, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For,  fure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophcfy 
MKchance  unto  my  ftatc  by  Suffolk's 'means. 
And  therefore — hy  his  Majefly  I  fwear, 
Whofc  far  unworthy  deputy  lam — 
Fie  (hall  not  breathe  infe(ri:ion  in  rhis  air 
But  three.day's  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

[Exit  Salisbury. 

^.  Mar.  Oh  Henry,  let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk  ! 

A".  HsJiry,  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk ! 

No 
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No  more,  I  fay  ;  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him^ 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  I  but  faid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But,  when  I  fwear,  it  is  irrevocable  :  — 
If,  after  three  days  fpace,  thou  here  be'll:  found 
On  any  ground  that  1  am  ruler  of, 

The  world  Qiall  not  be  ranfom  for  thy  life. 

Come,   Warwick,  come  good  Warwick,   go  with  me; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

T Exeunt  all  but  Su'^voLKj  and  the  ^teen, 

^  Mar,  Mifchance,  and  forrow,  go  along  with  you  ! 
Heart's  difcontent,  and  four  affliflion. 
Be  play-fellows  to  keep  you  company  ! 
There's  two  of  you  ;  the  devil  make  the  third  \ 
And  three-foid  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fteps  ! 

Suf,  Ceafe,  gentle  queen,  thefe  execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

^  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  loft- hearted  wretch  ! 
Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemies  ? 

Suf,  A   plague  upon  them  !  wherefore  fhould  I  curfe 
them  ? 
Would  curfes  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan, 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
As  curli,  as  harQi,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  flrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 
As  lean  fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathfome  cave  : 
My  tongue  fhould  flumble  in  mine  earneff  words  ; 
Mine  eyes  fhould  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint; 
My  hair  be  fix'd  on  end,  as  one  diflrafi:  ; 
Ay,  every  joint  fliould  fcem  to  curfe  and  ban  : 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break, 
Should  i  not  curfe  them.     Poifou  be  their  drink  ! 
Gail,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintiefl  that  they  tafte  ! 
Their  fweetefl:  (hade,  a  grove  of  cyprefs  trees ! 
Their  chiefeft  profpef^,  murdering  bafilifks  ! 
Their  foftell  touch,  as  fmart  as  lizard's  flings  ! 
Their  mufick,  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs  ; 
And  boding  fcrecch-owls  make  the  concert  full ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-feated  hell 
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3.  Mar,  Enough,  fweet  Suffolk,  thou  torment'fl  thy- 
felf; 
And  thefe  dread  curfes — like  the  fun  'agalnft  glafs, 
Or  like  an  over-charged  gun—recoil, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfelf. 

Suf,  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  1  am  banifh'd  from, 
Well  could  1  curfe  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  (landing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow. 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  fpent  in  fport. 

.<9.  Jl4ar.  Oh,  let  me  entreat  thee  ceafe !  G\^t  me  thy 
hand. 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 
To  wafh  away  mj  woful  monuments. 
Ob,    could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand; 

{KJjfes  his  Hand. 
That  thou  might'ft  think  upon  thefe  by  the  feal. 
Through  whom  athoufand  iighs  are  breathM  for  thee  I 
So,  get  thee  gone,   that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  furmisM  whilft  thou  art  (landing  by. 
As  one  that  furfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,   be  well  affur'd. 
Adventure  to  be  banifhed  myfelf : 
And  banidied  I  am,    if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  fpeak  not  to  me  ;  even  now  be  gone.— 
Oh,    go  not  yet  ? — Even  thus  two  friends  condemn'd 
Embrace,  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Lother  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewel ;   and  farewel  life  with  thee ! 

Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banifhed, 
Once  by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by  thee. 
'1  is  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence  ; 
A  wildernefs  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company  :  ^ 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itfelf. 
With  every  feveral  pleafure  in  the  world  ; 
And  where  thou  art  not,   defolation, 
I  can  no  more  :  —Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life ; 
Myfelf  LO  joy  in  sought,  but  that  thou  liv^ft. 

KnUr 


KING    HENRY    V-l,  57 


E7iter  Vaux. 


^.  Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  fifl  ?  What  news,  I 
pry'thee  ? 

Vaux.  To  fignify  unto  his  majefty. 
That  cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  of  death  : 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gafp,   and  ftare,   and  catch  the  air, 
Blafpheming  God,  and  curling  men  on  earth. 
Sometime,  he  talks  as  if  duke  Humphrey's  gholl 
Were  by  his  fide  ;   fometime,  he  call's  the  king, 
And  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  over-charged  foul  j 
And  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  majefly, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

^.  Mar.  Co,  tell  this  heavy  mefTage  to  the  king. 

\_Exit  Vaux. 
Ay  me  \  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  thcfe  i 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  lofs. 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure  ? 
Why  only,   Suffolk,   mourn  I  not  for  thee. 
And  with  the  fouthern  clouds  contend  in  tears  ; 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increafc,    mine  for  my  forrows  ? 
Now,  get  thee  hence. — The  king,  thou  know'fl  is  com- 
ing; 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Siif,  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live  : 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe. 
But  like  a  pleafant  flumber  in  thy  lap  ? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air. 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle  babe. 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips : 
Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  fhould  be  raging  mad. 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes. 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  (lop  my  mouth  : 
So  fhould'il  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul. 
Or  I  fhould  breathe  it  fo  into  thy  body. 
And  then  it  liv'd  in  fweet  Elyfium. 
To  die  by  thee,   were  but  to  die  in  jefl ; 
From  thee  to  die.   were  tonure  more  than  death  : 

Oh, 
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Oh,  let  me  ftay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

^  Mar.   Away  !   though  parting  be  a  fretful  corrofive, 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound. 
To  France,  fweet  Sufrolk  :  Let  me  hear  from  thee  5 
For  whcrefoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
J'll  have  an  Iris  that  (hall  find  thee  out. 

Siif*  I  go. 

^  Mar.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Suf.  A  jewel  ioLk'd  into  the  woful'il  cafli 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fpliited  bark,  fo  funderwej 
This  way  fall  I  to  death. 

^  Mar,  This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt  ^  fever  ally  4 


SCENE     III. 

the  Cardinal's  Bed- Chamber,  Enter  King  Hek^y,  Sa- 
lisbury, Warwick,  and  others t  to  the  Cardinal  in 
Bed, 

K.  Henry,  How  fares  my  lord?  fpeak,  Beaufort,  to  thy 
fove  reign. 

Car,  If  thou  be'ft  death,  I'll  give  thee  England's  trea- 
fure, 
Enough  to  purchofe  fuch  another  Ifland, 
So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K,  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  iign  it  is  of  evillife, 
When  death's  approach  is  feen  {o  terrible  ! 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  fovereign  fpeaks  to  thee; 

Car,  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  where  (hould  he  die  ? 
Can  I  make  men  live,   wheV  they  will  or  no  ?  — 

Oh  !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confefs, 

Alive  again  ?  then  (hew  me  where  he  is  ; 
I'll  give  a  thoufand  pound  to  look  upon  him. — - 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  duft  hath  blinded  ihcm. — 
Comb  down  his  hair ;  look!    look!  it  (lands  upright, 
Like  lime- twigs  fct  to  catch  my  winged  foul  ! 
Giveme  fome  drink  -,  and  bid  the  apothecary 

Bring 
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Bring  Hie  ftrong  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry,  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  heavens. 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch  ! 
Oh,  beat  away  the  bufy  meddling  fiend. 
That  lays  ftrong  feige  unto  this  wretch's  foul, 
And  from  his  bofom  purge  this  black  defpair  ! 

War.  See,  how  the  pangs  of  death  doth  make  him  grin. 

Sal.  Difturb  him  not,   let  him  pafs  peaceably. 

K,  Henry.  Peace   to  his  foul,  if  God's  good  pleafure 
be!— 
Lord  cardinal,  if  thou  think'flon  heaven's  blifs. 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  fignal  of  thy  hope. — 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  flgn  : — O  God,   forgive  him  ! 

JVar.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monflrous  life, 

K.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  Tinners  all. — 
Clofe  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe  ; 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.         _ .  {^Exeunt, 


ACT       IV. 

SCENE  L  The  Coa/i  of  Kent.  Alarm.  Fight  at 
Sea.  Ordnance  goes  off.  Enter  Captain  Whitmore, 
and  other  Pirates^  with  Suffolk,  and  other  Prifon" 
ers. 

Captain,  * 

The  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day 

Is  crept  into  the  bofom  of  the  fea ; 

And  now  loud- howling  wolves  aroufe  the  jades 

That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night ; 

Who  with  their  drowfy,  flow,  and  flagging  wings 

Clip  dead  men's  gtaves,  and  from  their  mifty  jaws 

Breathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  air. 

Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  prize ; 

For,  whilft  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

Here  (hall  they  make  their  ranfom  on  the  fand, 

Or  with  their  blood  flain  this  difcolour'd  fhore.— 

Mafter,  this  prifoner  freely  give  I  thee ; — 

And  thou  that  art  his  mate,   make  boot  of  this  ;— 

The 
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The  other,  Waher  Whitmore,  is  thy  {hare, 

[  Pointing  /<?  S  u  f  f  o  l  K . 

1  Gent.  What  IS  my  ran  Com,  mafter  ?  let  me  know. 

Maji,  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  head. 

Mate,  And  fo  much  (hall  you  give,  or  off  goes  your's. 

IVhit.  What,  think  you  much  to   pay  two   thoufand 
crowns. 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen  ? — 
Cut  both  the  villain's  throats ; — for  die  you  fhall ; 
Nor  can  thofe  lives  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 
Be  counter-pois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 

1  Gent.  I'll  give  it,  fir  ;  and  therefore  fpare  my  life. 

2  Gent.   And  fo  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ftraigh, 
TVhit.  I  lofl:  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard. 

And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  /halt  thou  die  ; 

To  Suffolk. 
And  fo  (hould  thefe,  If  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap.  Be  not  fo  rafli ;  take  ranfom,  let  him  live. 

Sitf*  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman  ; 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  (halt  be  paid. —  Ji 

Whit.  And  fo  am  I  ;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmore.  « 

How  now  ?  why  flart'ft  thou  ?  what,  doth  death  affright? 

Suf,  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 
AnA  told  me — that  by  IVater  1  (hould  die : 
Vet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded  ; 
Thv  name  is — GudJtier,  being  rightly  foanded. 

IVhit.  Gualtiery  or  JValteVy  which  it  is,   I  care  not : 
Ne'er  yet  did  bafe  difhonour  blur  our  name, 
fiat  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot ; 
'i'hcrefore,  when  merchant-like  1  fell  revenge. 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defacM, 
And  I  proclaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world  ! 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore;  for  thy  prifoner is  a  prince. 
The  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Poole. 

JVhit    The  duke  of  Suffolk,  muffled  up  in  rags  I 

Si(f.  Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  duke  ; 
Jove  fometime  went  difguis'd,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Cap,  But  Jove  was  never  flain,  as  thou  flialt  be. 

Suf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  fwain,  king  Henry's  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaflcr, 

Muft 
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Muft  not  be  (bed  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom. 

Hafl:  thou  not  kifs'd  my  hand,  and  held  my  ftlrrup? 

And  bare-head  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 

And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  (hook  my  head  ? 

How  often  hall  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 

Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneePd  down  at  the  board. 

When  I  have  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret  ? 

Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creltfairn  ; 

Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  : 

How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  flood, 

And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 

This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 

And  therefore  (hall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue, 

Whit,  Speak,  captain,   (liall  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain  ? 

Cap.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Suf.  Bafe  Have  I  thy  words  are  blunt,  and  fo  art  thou. 

Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's  fide 
Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'fl  not  for  thine  own. 

Cap.  Poole  ?  Sir  Poole  ?  lord  ? 
Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  fink  ;   whofe  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles  the  filver  fpring  where  England  drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth. 
For  fwallowing  the  treafure  of  the  realm  : 
Thy  lips,  that  kifs'd  the  queen,  (hall  fweep  the  ground  ; 
And  thou,  that  fmiid'fl  at  good  duke  Humphrey's  death, 
Againft  the  fenfelefs  winds  (hall  grin  in  vain. 
Who,  in  contempt,  (hall  hifs  at  thee  again  : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell. 
For  daring  to  affy  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthlefs  king. 
Having  neither  fubje(5l,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
By  devilifh  policy  art  thou  grown  great. 
And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  over-gorg'd 
With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
By  thee,   Anjou  and  Maine  were  fold  to  France  : 
The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 
Difdain  to  call  us  lord ;  and  Piccardy 
Hath  (lain  their  governors,  furprisM  our  forts. 
And  fent  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all — 

Whof 
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Whofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain—* 

As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  arms : 

And  now  the  houfe  of  York — thruft  from  the  crowDj, 

By  (hameful  murder  of  a  guiltlefs  king, 

And  lofty  proud  encroaching  tyranny — 

Burns  with  revenging  fire;  whofe  hopeful  colours 

Advance  our  half-fac'd  fun,  ftriving  to  (hine, 

Under  the  which  is  writ — Invitis  mibibus. 

The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  np  in  arms  : 

And,  to  conclude,  reproach,  and  beggary, 

Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king, 

And  all  by  thee: — Away  !  convey  him  hence. 

Suf,  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  (hoot  forth  thunder 
Upon  thefe  paltry,  fervile,  abje£l  drudges! 
Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud  :  this  villaia  here, 
Eeing  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more 
Than  Bargulus  the  ftrong  Illyrian  pirate. 
Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,  but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impolTible,  that  I  (hould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  vaflal  as  thyfelf. 
Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorfe,  in  me : 
I  go  of  melTage  from  the  queen  to  France  ; 
I  charge  thee,  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 
Cap.  Walter — 

Whit.  Come,  SufFolk,  I  mull  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 
Suf.   Gelidus  timor  occupat  artiis  : — 'tis  thee  I  fear. 
fVhit.  Thou  (halt  have  caufe  to  fear,  before  1  leave  thee. 
Whaf,  are  ye  dauuted  now  ?  now  will  ye  floop  ? 

I  Gent,  My  gracious  lord,  entreat  him,  fpeak  him  fair. 
Suf.  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  flern  and  rough, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it,  we  (hould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
Wiih  humble  fuit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  heaven,  and  to  my  king  j 
And  fooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 
Than  ftand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear  : — 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 

Cap.  Hale  him  away,  and  let  him  talk  no  more  : 
Come,  foldicfs,  Ciew  what  cruelty  yc  can.— 
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Suf,  That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot ! — 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians : 
A  Roman  fworder  and  banditto  ftave. 
Murder'd  fweet  Tully  ;  Brutus'  baflard  hand 
Stabb'd  Jnlius  Caefar  ;  favage  iflanders, 
Pompey  the  great  ;  and  Suftblk  dies  by  pirates. 

[^ArzV  Walter  Whitmore,  ivith  Suffolk, 

Cap.  And  as  for  thefe  vvhofe  ranfom  we  have  fct, 
It  is  our  pleafure,  one  of  them  depart : — 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 

[Exit  CaptaijT,  with  all  but  the  fir  ft  Gentleman, 

Re-enter  Whit  more,  with  Suffolk'j  Body, 

Whit,  There  let  his  head  and  lifelefs  body  lie. 
Until  the  queen  his  miftrefs  bury  it. 

\EyAt,  WiTHMORE. 

1  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  Ipeclacle  \ 
His  body  will  I  be.ir  unto  the  king  : 
If  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  triends  ; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.  [Exit, 

SCENE     II. 

Another   Part  of  Kent.      Enter   George    Be  vis,    and 
John  Holland. 

Bevis.  Come,  and  get  the  a  fword,  though  made  of  a 
lath  ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  days. 

HgL  They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  now  then. 

Bevis.  I  tell  thee,  Jack  Cade  the  Clothier  means  to  drefs 
the  common  wealth,  and  turn  it,  and  fet  a  new  nap 
ypon  it. 

Hoi.  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  thread  bare.  Well,  I 
fay,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  England,  fince  gentle- 
men came  up. 

Bevis,  O  miferabie  age  !  Virtue  is  not  regarded  in 
handicrafts- men. 

HoL  The  nobility  think  fcorn  to  go  in  leather  aprons. 

Bevis,  Nay  more,  the  king's  council  are  no  good 
V^'orkmen. 

HqL  True ;  an4  yet  Jt  is  faid'—Labour  ki  thy  vocation  : 

which 
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which  is  as  much  to  fay  as — let  the  magiftrates  be  la- 
bouring men  ;  and  therefore  fhould  we  be  magiftrates. 

Bevis,  Thou  haft  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better  fign  of  a 
brave  mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi  I  fee  them  !  I  fee  them  !  There's  Beft's  fon,  the 
tanner  of  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  fhall  have  the  ikins  of  our  eoemies,  to  make 
flog's  leather  of. 

HgL  And  Dick  the  butcher 

Bevis.  Then  is  fin  ftruck  down  like  an  ox,  and  ini- 
quity's throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

Hoi.  And  Snaith  the  weaver  : 

Bevts,  ArgOy  their  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 

Hoi.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Druvi.     Enter  Cat>e,  Dick   the  Butcher.  Smith   the 
Weaver^  and  a  Sawyer^  with  infinite  Numbers, 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  fo  term*d  of  our  fuppofed  fa- 
ther' 

Dick,  Or  rather,  of  Healing  a  cade  of  herring?. 

{Jfid}, 

Cade*  For  our  enemies  fiiall  fall  before  us,  infpired 
with  the  fpirit  of  putting  dovi^n  kings  and  princes. — Com- 
mand filence. 

Dick.  Silence ! 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer ■ 

Dick,  He  was  an  honelt  man,  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

ifide. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet 

Dick,  I  knew  her  well,  fhe  was  a  midwife.  ^^Afidc. 

Cade,     My  wife  defcended  of  the  Lacics — 

Dick.  She  was,  indeed,  a  pedlar's  daughter,  and  fold 
many  laces.  [Afide, 

Smith.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel  with  her 
furr'd  pack,  flie  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home.  [Afide. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick,  Ay,  by  my  faith  :  the  field  is  honourable; 
and  there  was  he  born,  under  a  hedge  ;  for  his  father  had 
never  a  houfe,  but  the  cage.  ^Afide. 

Cade,  Valiant  1  am. 

Smith,  'A  muft  needs  ;  for  beggary  is  valiant.      \Jjide, 

Cade. 
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Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much- 

Dick.  No  quelVion  of  that ;  for  I  have  feen  him  whipp'd 
three  market  days  together.  \^Jfide. 

Cade,  i  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire. 

Smith,  He  need  not  fear  the  fword,  for  his  coat  is  of 
proof.  [Afide. 

Dick.  But,  methinks,  he  (hould  fland  in  fear  ot  fire, 
being  fo  often  burnt  i'the  hand  for  -ftealing  of  flieep. 

[^fide. 

Cade  Be  brave  then ;  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  reformation.  There  (hall  be,  in  England,  fevea 
half-penny  loaves  fold  for  a  penny  :  the  three-hoo"p'd  pot 
ih.il  have  ten  hoops ;  aud  [  will  make  it  felony,  to  drink 
fmall  beer:  all  the  realm  flia  11  be  in  common,  and  in 
Cheapfide  fhall  my  palify  go  to  grafs.  And,  when  I  am 
king  (as  king  I  will  be) 

JiL  God  fave  your  majefty ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people : — there  fhall  be  no  mo- 
ney :  all  fhall  eat  and  drink  on  my  fcore;  and  I  will  ap- 
parel them  all  in  one  livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  bro- 
thers, and  worfhip  me  their  lord. 

Dick.  The  firfl  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 

Cade,  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a  lamentable 
thing,  that  of  the  ficin  of  an  innocent  lamb  fliould  be 
made  parchment  ?  that  parchment,  being  fcribbled  o'er, 
fhould  undo  a  man  ?  Some  fay,  the  bee  Itings  :  but  I  fay, 
'tis  the  bee's  wax  ;  for  I  did  butfeal  once  to  a  thing,  and  I 
was  never  my  own  man  fince.     How  now  ?  who's  there? 

Enter  feme,  bringing  in  the  Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Smith,  The  clerk  of  Chatham  :  he  can  write  and  read, 
and  caft  accompts. 

Cade,  O  monftrons ! 

Smit . .  We  took  him  fettlng  of  boys  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain  ! 

Smith,  Here's  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write  court- 
hand. 

Cade.  I  am  forry  for't :  the  man  is  a  proper  man,  on 
mine  honour  ;  unlefs  1  find  him  guilty,  he  fliall  not  die. — 

E  Come 
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Come  hither,  firrah,  I  mufl  examine  thee :    What  is  thy 
name  ? 

Clerk.  Em;7nuel. 

Dick.  They  ufe  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters ; — 
'Twill  go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  mc  alone  : — Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy 
name  f  or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thyfelf,  like  an  honell 
plain-dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

JiL  He  hath  confefs'd  :  away  with  him  ;  he's  a  villain, 
and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay  :  hang  him  with  his  pen 
and  inkhorn  about  his  neck. 

[Exit  one  with  the  Clerk. 

Enter  Michael. 

Adich,  Where's  our  general  ? 

Cads.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Mich.  Fly,  fly,  fly !  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his 
brother  are  hard  by,  with  the  king's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down  :  He 
{hall  be  encountered  with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf :  He  is 
but  a  knight,  is  a'  ? 

Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myfelf  a  knight  pre- 
fently;  Rife  up  Sir  John  Mortimer.  .Now  have  at  him. 
Is  there  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights  ? 

Adich.  Ay,  his  brother. 

Cade.  Then  kneel  down,  Dick  Butcher  ; 
,  Rife  up  Sir  Dick  Butcher.     Now  found  up  the  drum. 

Enter  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brother,  with 
Drum  and  Soldiers. 

Stnf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kent, 
Mark'd  for  the  gallows— lay  your  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  foriake  this  groom  ;— 
The  king  is  merciful,  if  you  revolt. 

T.  Staff.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclin'd  to  blood. 
If  you  Ro  forward :  therefore  yield,  or  die. 

•'      ^  Cade. 
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Cade,   As  for  thefe  filken-coafed  fiaves,  I  pafs  not ; 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  I  :pcak, 
O'er  whom,  in  time  10  come,  I  hope  to  reign  ; 
For  1  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf,  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  Plallerer; 
^nd  thou  thyfelf,  a  Shearman,  Art  thou  not  ? 

Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  Gardener. 

r.  Staf.   And  what  of  that  ? 

Ctde.  Marry,  this:— Edmund  Mortimer,  earl  of  March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence'  daughter ;  Did  he  not  ? 

Staf.   Ay,  fir. 

Cade.  By  lier  he  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

r.  Staf.    That's  falfe. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ;  but,  I  fay,  'tis  true  : 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurfe, 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  liol'n  away; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Eecame  a  Bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age  : 
His  fon  am  I ;   deny  it,  if  you  can  ? 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true  ;  therefore  he  (hall  be  king. 

S??iith.  Sir,  he  made  a  chimney  in  my  father's  houfe,  and 
the  bricks  are  alive  at  this  day  to  tefiify  it ;  therefore,  deny 
it  not. 

ctaf.  And  will  you  credit  this  bafe  drudge's  words. 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what  ? 

JIL  Ay,  marry,  will  we  ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 

r  Staf.  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  of  York  hath  taught  you 
this. 

Cade,  I-Je  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myfelf.  [y^/ide.l — Go  to, 
firrah,  Tell  the  king  from  me,  that — for  his  father's  fake, 
Henry  the  fifth,  in  whofe  time  boys  went  to  fpan-counter 
for  French  crowns — I  am  content  he  ihali  reign  5  but  Pll 
be  proteffor  over  him. 

DicL  And,  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord  Say's  head, 
for  felling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon  ;  for  thereby  is  England  maim'd, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  ftaff,  but  that  my  puilTance  holds  it 
up.  Fellow  kings,  I  tell  you,  that  that  lord  Say  hath 
gelded  the  common-wealth,  and  made  it  an  eunuch  :  and 
more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he  is 
a  traitor. 

E  2  Staf. 
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S  af.  O  grofs  and  m'lferable  ignorance  ! 

Cade.  Nay,  anfwer,  if  you  can :  The  Frenchmen  are 
our  enemies  :  go  to  then,  I  a(k  but  this ;  Can  he  that 
fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  an  enemy,  be  a  good  counfellor, 
or  no  ? 

Jill.  No,  no ;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 

T.  Strif.  Well;  feeing  gentU  words  will  not  prevail, 
AfTiii  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

Staf.  Herald,  away:  and,  throughout  every  town, 
proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade; 
That  thufe,  which  fiy  before  the  bnnle  ends, 
May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  childrens'  fight. 
Be  hanp/d  up  for  example  at  their  doors : — 
Acd  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 

\_Exezmt  the  two  St  affords,  with  their  train. 

Cade.  And  you,  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. — 
Now  (hew  yourfelvcs  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
VV^e  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman: 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  ihoon  ; 
For  they  are  thrifty  honelf  m.en,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  ihey  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  towards  us. 

Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order,  when  we  are  moll:  out 
of  order.     Come^  march  forward.  \Exmnt. 


SCENE    HI. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field.     The  Parties  fight,  and  both  the 
St  AFFORDS  are  fialn.     Re-enter  Cade,  and  the  Reft. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  Butcher  of  AHiford  ? 

Dick.  Here,  fir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  fiiccp  and  oxen,  and 
thou  behav'dd  thyfclf  as  if  thou  hadd  been  in  thine  own 
Uriughter  houfe :  therefore  thus  I  will  reward  thee — The 
Lent  fhall  be  as  long  again  as  it  is;  and  thou  fhalc  have 
a  licence  to  kill  for  a  hundred  lacking,  one. 

Lick.    I  delire  no  more. 

Cade.  And,  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'fl  no  Icfs;  Thl? 
monument  of  the  viflory  will  I  be..r  ;  and  tlie  bodies  fhall 

be 
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be  dragg'd  at  my  horfe'  heels,  'till  I  do  come  to  London, 
where  we  will  have  the  irjayor's  fword  borne  before  us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good,  break  open 
the  gaols,  and  let  out  the  prifoners. 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come,  let's  march 
towards  London.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    IV. 

Black-Heath,  Enter  King  Henry  wit  7  a  Supplication, 
and ^leen  Margaret  with  Suffolk's  Head-,  the 
Duke  af  Buckingham,  and  the  Lord  Say. 

^.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard— that  grief  foftens  the  mind. 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate; 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  ceafe  to  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breafl : 
But  Where's  the  body  that  I  (hould  embrace  ? 

Buck.  What  aniwer  makes  your  grace  to  the  rebels' 
fupplication  ? 

K.  Hetiry.  I'll  fend  Tome  holy  bifhop  to  entreat : 
For  God  forbid,  fo  many  fimple  fouls 
Should  pcrifii  by  the  fwcrd  !   And  I  myfclfV 
Rather  than  bloody  war  fliould  cut  them  fliort, 
Will  parley  wiih  Jack  Cade  their  general. — > 
But  flay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

j^.  Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains]  hath  this  lovely  face 
Rul'd,  like  a  wandering  planet,  over  me; 
And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame  ? 

A'.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  fworn  to  have 
thy  head. 

Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your  highnefs  (hall  have  his. 

K.  Henry.   How  now,  madam  ? 
Lamenting  flill,  and  mourning  Suffolk's  death? 
I  fear,  my  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldtft  not  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 

^  Mar.  No,  my  love,  I  fhould  not  mourn,  but  die  for 
thee. 

E  3  EntiT 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

iT.  Henry,  How  now  !    what  news  ?    why  coiii'fl  thoa 
ia  fuch  hafte  ? 

Mef.  The  rebels  sre  in  South wark  ;  Fly,  my  lord  .' 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himi'elf  lord  Mortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  duke  of  Clarence'  houfe; 
And  calls  your  grace  ufurper,  opcn]y> 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Weftminfier. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peafants,  rude  and  mercilcfs  ; 
Sir  Humphrey  jtafFord  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart  and  courage  to  proceed : 
All  fchohirs,  lawyers,  courtie»-s»  gentlemen. 
They  call — falfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death, 

K.  Henry,  O   gracelefs   men !    they   know    not   what 
they  do. 

Buch  My  gracious  lord,  retire  to  Kenelwcrth, 
Until  a  power  be  rais'd  lo  put  them  down. 

^  Adar.  Ah  !  were  the  duke  of  Sufiblk  now  alive, 
Thele  Kentifh  rebels  fhould  be  ibon  nppeas'd. 

K.  Henry,   Lord  Say,  the  traitor  haieth  thee, 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Kenelworth. 

Say,  So  might  your  grace's  pcrfon  be  in  danger  % 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes  : 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  i  {lay. 
And  live  alone  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  AdeJJenger. 

1  Mef.  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London-Bridge  ; 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  forfake  their  houfes  ; 
The  rafcal  people,  thirfling  after  prey, 
Join  with  the  traitor  ;  and  they  joiivly  f\vear, 
To  fpoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck,  Then  linger  not,  my  lord  ;  away,  take  horfe. 
K,  Henry,  Come,  Margaret;    God,  our  hope,  will  fuc- 

cour  us. 
^  Mar,  My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  dcceas'd. 
K,  Henry,  Farewel,  my  loid  j  truft  not   to  Kentifli  re- 
bels. 
Busk,  Truft  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray 'd. 

Say, 


KING    HENRY    VI. 


Say.  The  trufl:  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  {^Exeunt, 


SCENE      V. 

JLor.don.     Enter  Lord  Scales,  mid  cthrs^   on  the  JValh 
of  the  Toive?'.     Then  enter  tvjo  or  three  Citizens  heloiv. 

Scales,   How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  Slain  ? 

I  Cit.  No,  nny  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  flain  ;  for  they  have 
won  the  bridge,  killing  all  thofe  that  withfland  them  ; 
The  lord  mayor  craves  aid  of  your  honour  from  the  Tower, 
to  defend  the  city  from  the  rebels. 

Scales*  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare,  you  fhall  command  5 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myfelf. 
The  rebels  have  adliy'd  to  win  the  Tower. 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fend  you  Matthew  Gough  ; 
Fight  for  your  king,  your  country,  and  your  lives; 
And  fo  farewel,  for  I  mull:  hence  again.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    VI. 

Cannon-Street,     Enter  Jack  Cade,  cmd  the  Rejl,     He 
Jlrikes  hisjlaffon  London-Stone* 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city.  And  here^ 
fitting  upon  London-Stone,  I  charge  and  command,  that, 
of  the  city's  coil,  the  pifling  conduit  run  nothing  but  cla- 
ret wine  the  firfl:  year  of  our  reign.  And  now,  hence- 
forward, it  (hall  be  treafon  for  any  that  calls  me  other 
than — lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running, 

Sol  Jack  Cade  I  Jack  Cade! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [77;^j/  kill  htm. 

Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wife,  he'll  never  call  you  Jack 
Cade  more;  I  think,  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning. 

Diet  My  lord,  there's  an  army  gather'd  together  ia 
Smithfield. 

E  A  Cade, 
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Cade,  Come  then,   let's  go  Fght  with  them:  But,  firfl:, 

go  and  fet  London  Bridge  on  fire;  and,  if  you  can,   bura 

down  the  7'ower  too.     Conie,  let's  away.  \  Exeunt, 


SCENE    VII. 

Smlthjield.  Alarum.  Enter  Jacic  Cade  \\jith  his  Com- 
pany. They  fight  zvith  the  Fang's  Forces,  and  Mat- 
thew GouGH  isjlatn. 

Cade.  So,  firs  : — Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Sa- 
voy; others  to  the  inns  of  court;  down  with  them  all. 

Dick.  I  have  a  fuit  unto  yctur  lordQiip. 

Cade,  Be  it  a  iordfhip,  thou  ^lalt  have  it  for  that  word. 

Dick  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come  out  of 
your  mouth. 

John,  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then  ;  for  he  was-  thruft 
in  the  mouth  with  a  fptar,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

\Afide. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  Ainking  law  j  for  his  breut'h 
ftinks  with  earing  toafted  cheefe.  [Jfide, 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  (hall  be  fo.  Away, 
burn  all  the  rfxords  of  the  realm  ;  my  mouth  diall  be  the 
parliament  of  England. 

yohn.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  ftatutes,  unle's 
his  teeth  be  puH'd  out.  [Jfide, 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  ihali  be  in  common. 

Enter  a  Mejjenger, 

Mef,  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize  !  here's  the  lord  Say 
which  fold  the  town  in  France  ;  he  that  made  ns  pay  one 
and  twenty  fifteens,  and  one  fiiilling  to  the  pound,  the  lalt 
fubfjdy. 

Enter  George  Be  vis,  vjiih  the  Lord  Say. 

Cade.  Well,  he  fhall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times. —  Ah, 
tho-i  fay,  thou  fsrge,  nay,  thou  buckram  lord  !  now  art 
thou  within  point-blank  of  our  jurifdi(5fion  regal.  What 
canft  thou  anfwer  to  my  majeQy,  for  giving  up  of  Nor- 
mandy unto  monfieur  Ealimecu,  the  dauphin   of  France  ? 
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Be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefe  prefence,  even  the  prefcncc 
ot  lord  Mort'-mer.  rhat  I  am  tr.e  befom  that  mufl:  uveep 
the  courr  citan  of  fuch  fil;.h  as  thou  art.  Thou  haft  moft 
traireroully  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm,  in  erecting 
a  grammar  fchooi  :  and  whereas,  before,  our  fore-fathers 
had  no  other  books  but  the  fcore  and  the  tally,  thou  haft 
cauled  priniin-;^  to  be  us'd  ;  and,  contrary  to  the  king,  hii 
CIO  vn,  and  dignity,  thou  bafl  built  a  paper-mill.  It  will 
be  proved  to  thy  race,  that  thou  haft  men  about  thee,  that 
ufuaiiy  talk  of  a  noun,  and  a  verb  ;  and  fuch  abominabls 
words,  as  no  chriftian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  1  hou 
hart  appointed  juftices  of  peace  to  call  poor  men  before 
the'T!  about  matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer. 
Moreover,  thon  haft  put  them  in  prlfon  ;  and,  becaufe 
they  could  not  read,  thou  hair  hang'd  them;  when,  in- 
deed, only  for  that  caufe  they  have  been  moft  worthy  to 
live.     Thou  doft  ride  on  a  foot-cloth,  doft  thou  not  ? 

6V7.  What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  ought'ft  not  to  let  thy  horfc  weir  a 
clcke,  'vvhcn  honeftLr  men  thaa  thou  go  in  their  hofe  and 
doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  fliirt  too ;  as  myfelf,  for  ex- 
ample, that  am  a  Butcher. 

Say.  Yon  men  of  Keni 

Dick.  What  fay  you  of  Kent  ? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this:  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gens. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him !  he  fpeaks 
Latin. 

Say    Hear  me  but  fpeak,  and  bear  me  where  you  will. 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  Ca^far  writ, 
Is  term'd  the  civirft  place  of  all  this  ille  : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  becaufe  full  of  riches  ; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  aciive,  wealthy; 
Which  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  void  of  pity. 
I  fold  not  Maine,  I  loft  not  Normandy  ; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life. 
Juftice  with  favour  have  1  always  done  : 
Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,  gifts  could  never. 
When  have  I  aught  exadled  at  your  hands  ? 
Ivent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  and  you, 
Large  gifts  hayc  1  beftow'd  on  learned  clerk?, 

Eccaufc 
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Becaufe  my  book  preferr'd  ms  to  the  king : 
And — feeing  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherev/ith  we  fly  to  heaven—?* 
Unlefs  you  be  pofrefs'd  with  deviljlh  fpirits, 
Yoii  cannot  but  forbear  to  rnurder  me. 
This  tongue  hath  parly'd  unto  foreign  kings 
For  your  behoof 

Cade.  Tut  !  when  firuck'fl  thou  one  blow  in  the  field  ? 

Say,  Great  men  have  reaching  hands  ;  oft  have  I  ftruck 
Thole  that  1  never  faw,  and  llruck  them  dead. 

Geoj-ge.  O  monflrous  coward  !  what,   to  come  beliind 
folks ! 

Say*  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale   with   watching  for  your 
good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'the  ear,  and  that  will  make  'em 
red  again. 

Say,  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  men's  caufes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafcs. 

Cade,  Ye  ihali  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the  help 
of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  dofl:  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Say.  The  palfy,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade,  Niiy,  he  nods  at  us ;  as  who  fhould  fay,  I'll  be 
even  wnth  you.  Til  fee  if  his  head  will  fland  Readier  on  a 
pole,  or  no  :  Take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 

Say,  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  moft  ? 
Have  I  afFefted  wealth,  or  honour;  fpeak  ? 
Are  my  chefls  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  iumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injured,  that  ye  feek  my  death  ? 
Thefe  hands  are  free  from  guilclefs  blood-Qiedding, 
This  bread  from  harbouring  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live  ! 

Cade.  I  feel  rcmorfc  in  myfelf  with  his  words  :  but  I'll 
bridle  it ;  he  (iiall  die,  an  it  be  but  for  pleading  fo  well 
for  his  life.  Away  with  him  !  he  has  a  familiar  under  his 
tongue;  he  fpeaks  not  o'God's  name.  Go,  take  him 
away,  and  ftrike  off  his  head  prefently  ;  and  then  break 
into  his  fon-in-  law's  houfe,  Sir  James  Cromer,  and  flrike 
off  his  head,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two  poles  hither, 

Jil,  It  Ihnll  be  done. 

Say, 
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Say.  Ah,  countrymen  !  if,  when  you  make  your  prayers, 
God  fhould  be  fo  obdurate  as  yourfelves, 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  ^^nd  fave  my  life. 

Cade,  A^way  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye. 

\^Excunt  fome,  -with  Lord  Say, 
The  proudefl  peer  of  the  realm  fliall  not  wear  a  head  oa 
his  fhoulders,  unlefs  he  piy  me  tribute;  there  (liall  not  a 
maid  be  m/arried,  but  fiiti  (liali  pay  to  me  her  maiden- head 
ere  they  have  it :  Men  lliail  hold  of  me  In  capite  ;  and  wc 
charge  and  command,  that  their  wives  b;.*  as  free  as  heart 
can  wifli,  or  tongue  can  tell. 

Dick,  My  lord,  when  fiiall  we  go  to  Cheapfide,  and  take 
up  commodities  upon  our  bills  ?    » 

Cade,  ivlarry,  prefently. 

All  O  brave  ! 

P^e-enter  one  ix'ith  the  Heads, 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver? — Let  them  kifs  one 
another;  for  they  lov'd  well,  when  they  wtre  alive.  Now 
part  them  again,  left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up  of 
fome  more  towns  in  France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  {poii  of 
the  city  until  night :  for  with  thefe  borne  before  us,  inftead 
of  maces,  we  will  ride  through  the  ftreets;  and,  at  every 
corner,  have  them  kifs.— Away  1  ^Exeunt, 


Southwark.     Alarum^  and  Retreat,     Enter  again  Oa.'D'e, 
and  all  his  Rabole?nent, 

Cade.  Up  Fifh-Street !   down  St.  Magnus'  corner  !  kill 
and  knock  dov/n  1  throw  them  into  1  names  ! 

[yf  Parley  founded^ 
What  ncife  is  this  I  hear  ?  Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found 
retieator  parley,  when  J  command  them  kill? 

Eiiier  Buckingham,  ^/vv/^.V/ Clifford,  attended* 

^  Buck.  Ay,  here  ihey  be  that  dare,  and  will  diilurb  thee  : 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  amba/Tcidors  from  the  king 
Unto  the  commons,  whom  thou  hill  mifled ; 

And 
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And  bere  pronounce?  free  pardon  to  them  alf, 
Th-t  will  for  fake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif,  What  fay  ye,  countrymen  ?   will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whilft  'tis  ofter'd  you  ; 
Or  let  a  rabble  l^d  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  king,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay — God  Cave  his  majefly  ! 
Who  haieth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake. 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pafs  by. 

M.  God  fave  the  king!  God  fave  the  king  ! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Cliilbrd,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 

^^nd  vou,  bafe  peafanrs,  do  ye  believe  him  ?  will  you 

needs  be  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about  .your  necks  ? 
Hath  my  fwoid  therefore  broke  through  London  gates, 
that  you  fliould  leave  me  at  the  White-Hart,  in  South- 
wark  ?  I  thought  yc  would  never  have  given  out  thefe 
arms,  'till  you  had  recover'd  your  ancient  freedom :  but 
yon  are  all  recreants,  and  dallards;  and  delight  to  live 
in  flavery  to  the  nobility.  Let  them  break  your  backs 
with  burdens,  take  your  houfes  over  your  heads,  raviih 
your  wives  and  daughters  before  your  faces  :  For  me — 
I  will  make  (liifc  for  one;  and  fo— God's  curfe  'light  oa 

3'ou  all ! 

ML  We'll  follow  Cade,  vve'il  follow  Cade.. 

Clif.  Is  Cc:de  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim — you'll  go  with  him  ? 
W^ill  he  condu6l  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  themtaneft  of  you  earls  and  dukes  i 
Alas  !  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  ; 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  fpoil, 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends,  and  us. 
Wer't  net  a  (name,  that,  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquiflied, 
Should  make  a  flart  o'er  fea?,  and  vanquilh  you  I 
Methinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil, 
I  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Cry\v\g—-PWcigeois!  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better,  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  mifcarry, 
Than  you  fnould  (loop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have  loft  ; 
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Spare Englaod,  for  it  is  your  native  court : 
Henry  hath  money,  you  are  ilrong  and  manly  ; 
God  on  cur  fide,  doubt  not  of  vidory. 

JiL  A  Clifford  !  a  Clifford  !  well  follow  the  king,  and 
Clifford. 

Cade,  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro,  as 
this  multitude  ?  the  name  of  Henry  the  fifth  hales  them 
to  an  hundred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  de- 
folate.  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together,  to  furprife 
me  :  my  fword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  flaying. 
— In  defpight  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the 
very  midft  of  you  !  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs, 
that  no  want  of  refolution  in  me,  but  only  my  followers* 
bafe  and  ignominious  treafons  makes  me  betake  me  to  my 
heels.  \_Exlt. 

Buck,  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  fome,  and  follow  him  ; 
And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king. 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. — 

lExetmtf.me  of  them. 
Follow  me,  foldiers  ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE     IX. 

Kenehvorth-Cajlle.  Sound  Triwipets,  Enter  Ki^^g  Hen- 
ry, ^{een  Margaret^  and  Somerset,  cfi  ths 
^Terras, 

K.  Henry,  Was  ever  king,  that  joy'd  an  earthly  throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  1 1 
No  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  ray  cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old  : 
Was  never  fubjeft  longM  to  be  a  king. 
As  I  do  long  and  wiQi  to  be  a  fubje<St. 

Ejiter  Buckingham  <7;z^  Clifford. 

Buck,  Health,  and  glad  tidings,  to  your  majefty  ! 
K,  Henry.  Why,    Buckingham,    is  the   traitor    Cade 
furpris'd  ? 
Of  is  he  but  retired  to  mukc  him  (Irong? 

Enter 
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Enter  heloiVy  Multitudes  with  Halters  about  their  Necks, 

CHf.  He's  fled,   my  lord,  and  all  his  powers  do  yield  ; 
And  bufnbh'  thus  with  baiters  on  their  necks 
Expe6V  your  highnefs'  doom,  of  life,  or  death. 

K»  Henry.   Then,  heaven,  fetcpethy  everlafting  gates, 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife  ! 
Soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeeai'd  your  lives, 
And  fhew'd  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and  country  : 
Continue  fiill  in  this  fo  good  a  mind, 
j^nd  Henry,  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
AiRire  yourielvesj  Vv^ill  never  be  unkind: 
And  fo,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
I  do  difmifs  you  to  your  feveral  countries. 

JIL  God  fave  the  king  !  God  fave  the  king  ! 

Enter  a  MeJJenger, 

Mef.  Pleafe  it  your  grace  to  be  advertlfed. 
The  duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland  : 
And  with  a  puiffant  and  a  mighty  power. 
Of  Gallow-glailes,  and  ll:out  Kernes, 
Is  marching  hltherward  in  proud  array  ; 
And  full  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along, 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  duke  of  Somerfet,  whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K,  Henry.  Thusftands  my  ftate,  'twixtCade  and  York 
diftrefs'd  ; 
Like  to  a  fliip,  that,  having  'fcap'd  a  tempcfl-, 
Is  Oraltway  calm'd,  and  boarded  with  a  piraie  : 
But  now  is  Cade  driven  back,  his  men  dispersed  ; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms,  to  fccond  him.— 
I  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  him  ; 
And  afk  him,  what's  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms. 
Ttll  him,  ril  {end  duke  Edmund  to  the  Tovv'cr  ;— 
And,  Somerfet,  we  will  commit  thee  thither, 
Until  his  army  be  difmifs'd  from  him. 

So?n.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myfelf  to  prifjn  willingly. 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K,  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms ; 
For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck, 
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Buck.  I  will,  my  lord  :  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  fhall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K.  Henry.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  aud  learn  to  govern 
better  ; 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE     X. 
A  Garden  in  Kent,     Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.  Fie  on  aftibition  !  fie  on  myfelf ;  that  have  a 
fword,  and  ^et  am  ready  to  fumifh  i  Thefe  five  days  h.we 
I  hid  me  in  thefe  woods ;  and  duifl:  not  peep  out,  for  all 
the  country  is  lay'd  for  me  ;  but  now  am  I  fo  hungry, 
that  if  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life  for  aihoufand  years, 
I  could  flay  no  longer.  Wherefore,  on  a  brick  wall  have 
I  climb'd  into  this  garden  ;  to  fee  if  I  can  eat  grafs,  or 
pick  a  fallet  another  while,  which  is  not  amlfs  to  cool  a 
man's  ftomach  this  hot  weather.  And,  I  think,  this  word 
fallet  was  born  to  do  me  good;  for,  many  a  time,  bat  for 
a  fallet,  my  brain-pan  had  been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill  ; 
and,  many  a  time,  when  I  have  been  dry,  and  bravely 
marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  me  inftead  of  a  quart- pot  to 
drink  in  ;  and  now  the  woid  fallet  mufl  ferve  me  to  feed 
on. 

Enter  I  den,  with  Servants, 

Iden.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  court. 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe  ? 
This  fraall  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
I  feek  not  to  wax  great  by  others'  waining ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy  ; 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  flate. 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleafed  from  my  gate. 

Cade*  Here's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  fieze  me  for  a 
flray,  for  entering  his  fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah, 
villain,  thou  wilt  betray  me,  and  get  a  thoufand  crowns 
of  the  king  for  carrying  my  head  to  him  ;  but  I'll  make 
thee  eat  iron  like  an  oflrldge,  and  fv/ailcw  my  fword  like 
a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Idfn. 
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Iden.  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  b>, 
1  know  thee  not  ;  Why  then  (hould  f  betray  thee  ? 
Is't  not  enough,  ro  break  into  my  garden, 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds. 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpire  of  me  the  owner. 
But  thou  v^ilt  brave  me  with  thcfe  fancy  terms  ? 

Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  ay,  by  the  be/1:  blood  that  ever  was 
broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too*  Look  on  me  well :  I  have 
eat  no  meat  thefe  five  days  ;  yet,  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men,  and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a  door  nail, 
I  pray  God  I  may  never  cat  grafs  more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  ihall  ne'er  be  faid,  while  England  ftandsj 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  efquireof  Fcnt, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famiOi'd  man, 
Oppofe  thy  fledfafl  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
ISeeif  thou  canft  out-face  me  with  thy  looks. 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  leller  : 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fifl ; 
Thy  leg  a  ftick,  compared  with  this  truncheon  : 
My  foot  (liall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  hatl ; 
And  if  mine  arm  he  heaved  in  the  air. 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 
As  for  more  words,  whofe  greatncfs  anfwers  words, 
Let  this  my  fvvord  report  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cade.  By  my  valour,  the  mofi:  coiTiplete  champion  that 
ever  J  heard. — Steel,  if  thou  turn  the  edge,  or  cut  not  out 
the  burly-bon'd  clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  ihou  fleep  ia 
thy  (lieath,  I  befeech  Jove  on  my  knees,  thou  may'fl  bs 
turn'd  to  hobnails. 

\_He?-e  they  fight, 
O,  I  ^m  ilain  !  famine,  and  no  other,  hath  Ilain  me  :  let 
Xt:u  thoufand  devils  come  againfl:  me,  and  give  me  but  the 
ten  meals  i  have  loff,  and  Ld  defy  them  all,  Wither, 
garden  ;  and  be  henceforth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do 
dwell  in  this  houfe,  becaufc  the  unconquer'd  foul  of  Cade 
is  {^,ed, 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  fiain,that  mondrous  traitor  ;' 
Swcri,  1  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed. 
And  h.mg  thee  o'er  my  tomb,  when  I  am  dead  : 
Ne'er  fnall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point; 
Lu,  t'-.ou  (halt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 

To 

4. 
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Toemblaze  the  honour  that  thy  mafter  got. 

Cade,  Iden,  farewdl  ;  and  be  proud  of  thy  vi(5lory ; 
Tell  Kent  from  me,  Qie  hath  loiT:  her  beft  man,  and  ex- 
hort all  the  world  to  be  cowards ;  for  I,  that  never  fear'd 
any,  am  vanquifh'd  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  \^Dies, 

Iden.  How   much   thou   wrong'ft  me,  heaven  be   my 
judge. 
Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curfe  of  her  that  bare  thee  ! 
And  as  1  thrufl  thy  body  in  with  my  fword. 
So  vvifh  I,  I  might  thrufl:  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  (hall  be  thy  grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  moft  ungracious  head  ; 
Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon.  \_Exit, 


ACTV.      SCENE     1. 

Fields   near  St,   Jlhan's,     Enter  York,    attended  with 
Drum  and  Colours, 

York,  at  a  Dljlance  from  his  FoUoivers, 

From  Ireland  thus  comes  York,  to  claim  his  right. 

And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head  : 

Ring,  bell«,  aloud;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright. 

To  enter  (a"  n  great  England's  lawful  king. 

Ah,  fandla  inajejlas!  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 

Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule; 

This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold  : 

I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words, 

Except  a  fword,  or  fceptre,   balance  it, 

A  fceptre  fliall  it  have,  have  I  a  foul ; 

Oa  which  i'ii  tofs  the  fleur-de-luce  of  France. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham,  to  difturb  me  ? 
The  king  hath  Tent  him,  {\x\q  :  I  mud:  dirfcmble. 

Buck,  York,  if  thou  meancft  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 

Tbrk.  Humphrey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept  thy  greeting. 
An  thou  a  raelfenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ? 
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Buck.  A  mefTenger  from  Henry,  our  dread  liege. 
To  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms  in  peace  ; 
Or  why,  thou — being  a  fubjecl  as  I  am — 
i^gainft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn, 
Should'il  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave. 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  To  near  the  court  ? 

York.  Scarce  can  J  fpeak,  mycholer  is  To  great. 
Oil,  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  fo  angrv  at  thefe  abjecl  terms ; 
And  now,  like  Ajax  Ttlamonius, 
On  fheep  and  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury  ! 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  king ; 
More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts ; 
But  I  muft  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 
'Till  Henry  be  more  we,.k,  and  I  more  llrong.— 
O  Buckingham  !   I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me. 
That  I  have  given  no  anfwer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
Thecaufe  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither. 
Is — to  remove  proud  Somerfet  from  the  king, 
Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  ftate. 

Buck.  That  is  too  much  prefumption  on  thy  part ; 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 
The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand. 
The  duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 

Tork.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prifbner  ? 

Buck,   Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prifoncr. 

Tork,  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  difrnifs  my  powers. — > 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all;   difpcrfe  yourselves  ; 
Meet  me  to-morrow  in  St.  George's  field, 
You  (hall  have  pay,  and  every  thing  you  vvifh.— 
Andlet  my  fovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldelt  fon — nay,  all  my  fons — 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  1  live  ; 
Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck,  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiffion  : 
We  tv/ain  will  go  into  his  highnefs'  tent.  [^Exeunt, 


Enter 
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Enter  King  Henry,  and  Attendants* 

K.  Henry,  Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm  to 
us, 
That  thus  hemarcheth  with  thee  arm  In  arm  ?      ^ 

York.  In  all  fubmifiion  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  highnefs. 

K.  Henry.  Then  what  intend  thefe   forces    thou  dofl 
bring  ? 

Tork.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence ; 
And  fight  againft  that  monflrous  rebel,  Cade, 
Whom  fince  I  hear  to  be  difcomfited. 

Enter  Iden  with  Cade'j  Head. 

Iden,  If  one  ^o  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition. 
May  pafs  into  theprefence  of  a  king, 
Lo,  I  prefent  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  flew. 

K,  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade? — Great  God,    howjuH 
art  thou  ! — 
O,  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead, 
That  living  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  flew  him. 

Idcn.  I  was,  an't  like  your  majefly. 

K.  Henry,  flow  art  thou  call'd  I  and  what  is  thy  de- 
gree ? 

Iden.   Alexander  Iden,  that's  my  name  ; 
A  poor  efquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  the  king. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not  amifs 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

K,  Henry,  Iden,  kneel  down  ;  [he  kneels.  ]  Rife  up  a 
knighr. 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thoufand  marks ; 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden,  May  Iden  live  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty. 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege  ! 

K,  Henry    See,  Buckingham!    Somerfet  comes  with 
the  queen  ; 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  fi'om  the  duke. 

F  z  Enter 


«?4 
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Enter  ^een  Margaret  ^«^  Somerset. 


^.  Mar.  For   ihoufand  Yorks  he  fnall   not  hide  his 
hear^, 
But  bol^.ly  ftand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York.   How  now  !  is  Somerfet  at  liberty  ? 
Then,  York,  unloofe  thy  long  imprifon'd  thoughts, 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  fight  of  Somerfet?  — 
Falfe  king  !  why  haft  thou  broken  faith  with  me. 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufe  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  not  king  ; 
Not  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 
Which  dar'ftnot,  no,  nor  canft  not  rule  a  traitor* 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown ;: 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  flaff. 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fceptre. 
Thar  gold  muft  round  engirt  thefe  brows  of  mine  % 
Whofe  fmi'e  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles' fpear, 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  fcepire  up, 
And  with  the  fame  to  act  controlling  laws. 
Give  place ;  by  heaven,  thou  flmlt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Sojn.  O  monitrous  traitor  ! — I  arreft  thee,  York, 
Of  capit.l  tieafon  'gainft  the  king  and  crown  : 
Obey,  audacious  traitor  ;  kneel  for  grace. 

Tork.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail.— 

[^Exit  an  Attendantl 
Wouldft  have  me  kneel  ?  firfl  let  me  aik  of  thefe, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  kr  ?e  to  man. — 
1  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  ray  enfranchifement. 

^  Mar.  Call  hither  Clilfs>rd  ;   bid  him  come  amain, 
To  fay,  if  that  the  baftard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  furety  for  their  traitor  father. 

Tork.  O  blood  befpotted  Neapolitan, 
Out  call  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  fconrge  ! 
The  fons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father*sbail  j  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  fureiy  will  refule  the  boys. 

Enter 


KING    HENRY   VI.  S5 

Enter  Edward  mzi  Richard. 

See,  where  they  come  ;  TU  warrant,  they'll  make  it  good. 

Enter  Clifford. 

^.  Mar.  And  here  comes  ClifFord,    to  deny  their  bail. 

Clif.  Health   and  all  happinefs  to  my  lord  the  king  ! 

[Kneels, 

Torh  We  thank  thee,  ClifFord :  Say,  what  news  with 
thee  ? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look  : 
We  are  thy  fovereign,  ClifFord,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  miftaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif.  This  is  my  king.  York,  I  do  not  millake  ; 
But  thou  miftak'ft  me  much,  to  think  I  do  :— 
To  Bedlam  with  him  !  is  the  man  grown  mad  ? 

A'.  Henry.  Ay,  Chfford  ;   a  bedlam  and  ambitious  hu- 
mour 
Makes  him  oppofe  him.felf  againfl:  his  king. 

Clif,  He  is  a  traitor  ;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  fa£lious  pate  of  his. 

^  Mar.  He  is  arrefted,  but  will  not  obey; 
His  fons,  he  fays,  (liall  give  their  words  for  him. 

Tork.  Will  you  not,  fons  ? 

E.  Plan,  Ay,  noble  father.  If  our  words  will  f-^rve. 

R.  Plan.  And  if  words  will   not,  then  our   weapons 
(liall. 

Clif,  Why,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here ! 

Tork,  Look  in  a  glafs,  and  call  thy  image  fo ; 
I  am  thy  king,  and  thou  a  falfe-heart  traitor. — 
Call  hither  to  the  flake  m.y  two  brave  bears. 
That,  with  the  very  {baking  of  their  chains. 
They  may  aflonifh  thefe  fell  lurking  curs : 
Bid  Salifbury,  and  Warwick,  come  to  me. 

Drums,     Enter  the  Ea?ls  of  Warwick  ^,'7^/ Salis- 
bury. 
Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death, 
And  manacle  the  bear-waid  in  their  chains, 
If  thou  dar'fl  bring  them  to  the  baiting- place. 
R.  Plan,  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'er-wsaning  our 

Rua 
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Run  back  and  bite,  becaufe  he  was  with-held  ; 
Who,  bting  fufFer'd  with  the  beai*s  fell  paw. 
Hath  clapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and  cry'd  : 
And  fiich  a  piece  of  fervice  will  you  do, 
If  you  oppofe  yourfelves  to  match  lord  Warwick. 

Ciif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigefted  lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  fhape  I 

Tork,  Nay,  we  fliall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

C/if.  Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  yourfelves. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot  to 

bow  ? 

Old  Salifbury — Shame  to  thy  filver  hair, 
Thou  mad  mis-leader  of  thy  brain-fick  fon  ! — 
What,  wilt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruftian, 
And  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpe(ri:acles  ?  — 
Oh,  where  is  faith  ?  oh,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
if  it  be  banifh'd  from  the  frofty  head, 
Where  (hall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ?— 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
And  fname  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 
Why  art  fhou  old,  and  want'll  experience  ? 
Cr  wherefore  doft  abufe  it,  if  thou  hall  it  I 
For  fliame!  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with.mickle  age. 

Sal.  ]My  lord,  I  liave  confider'd  with  myfelf 
The  title  of  this  moft  renowned  duke  ; 
And  in  my  confcience  do  repute  his  grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  feat. 

K,  Henry.  Haft  thou  not  fvvorn  allegiance  unto  me  ^ 

Sal   Ihave. 

K,  Henry.  Canfl  thou  difpenfe  with  heaven  for  fuch  aa 

oath  ? 
Sal.  It  is  great  fin,  to  fweai  unto  a  fin  ; 
But  greater  fin,  to  keep  a  finful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow    - 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity, 
^1  o  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  Yv-ring  the  widow  from  her  cuftom'u  right  j 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  thp  wrong. 

But  that  he  was  hound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

^  Mau 
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^  Mar,  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fophifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham,  and  bid  him  arm  hlmfelf, 

Tork.  C:i\\  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends  thou  hail-, 
I  am  refolv'd  for  death,  or  dignity. 

GId  Cliff.    The  firfl  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  prove 
true. 

War.  You  were  beft  go  to  bed,  and  dream  again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempeffc  of  the  tleld. 

/d  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  florm. 
Than  any  thou  canfi:  conjure  up  to-day  ; 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet, 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  houfe's  badge. 

TVar,  Now  by  my  father*s  badge,  old  Nevil's  crefl. 
The  rampant  beir  chain'd  to  the  ragged  Raff, 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet 
(As  on  a  mountain  top  the  cedar  Hiews, 
7'hat  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpightof  any  ftorm), 
Even  to  affright  thee  wirh  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif,  And  fi-om  my  burgonet  I'ii  rend  thy  bear. 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bear- ward  that  protedfs  the  bear. 

T  Clif.  And  fo  to  arms,  victorious  noble  father. 
To  quell  thefe  traitors,  and  thtir  'complices. 

R.  Plan.   Fie  !  Charity,  for  (liame  !  fpeak  not  in  fpitc. 
For  you  fhall  fup  with  Jefu  Chrift  to-night. 

T,  Clif,  Foul  ftigmatick,  that's  more  than  thou   can'il 
tell. 

R.  Flan,  If  not  in  heaven,  you'll  furely  fup  in  hell. 

{Exeunt  feveralfy. 


SCENE     II. 

Tie  Field  cf  Battle  at  Saint  Alhans,     Enter  Warwick, 

War,  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls  1 
A^d  if  thou  dofl  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear. 
Now — when  the  angry  trumpet  founds  alarm, 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  empty  air — 
Cliiibrd,  1  fay,  come  forth,  and  fight  with  me  I 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarfe  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

EnUr 
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Enter  York. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-foot  ? 

York.  The  deadly  handed  Clifford  (lew  my  fleed  ; 
But  match  to  match  I  have  encounter'd  him, 
And  made  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  the  bonny  beaft  he  lov'd  fo  well. 

Enter  Clifford. 

JVar.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 
^    York.  Hold,  Warwick,  feek  thee  out  fome  other  chace. 
For  I  myfelf  muft  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 

War,  Then,     nobly,    York ;    'tis  for  a  crown  thou 
fight'ih— 
As  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-day. 
It  grieves  my  foul  to  leave  thee  unaiTail'd. 

^^/V  Warwick. 
Cliff,  What  feefl  thou  in  me,  York  ?    why  doft   thoa 

paufe? 
York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  fliould  I  be  in  love. 
But  that  thou  art  fo  fcift  mine  enemy. 

dlif.  Nor  fliould  thy  prowefs  want  praife  and  efteem^ 
But  that  'tis  fliewn  ignobly,  and  in  treafon. 

York.  So  let  it  help  me  nowagainil  thy  fword. 
As  I  in  juflice  and  true  light  exprefs  it ! 

Clif.  My  foul  and  body  on  ihea<!:lion  both  !  — 
York,  A  dreadful  lay  !— addrefs  thee  inftantly. 

[Fight ^  and  Clif fgkj} falls, 

Clif.   Ln  fji  coiironne  les  ceuvres-^  [Dies, 

York.    Thus   war  hath   given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art 

flill. 

Peace  with  his  fcui,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will !  [Exit, 

Enter  Young  Clifford. 

Y.  Clif.  S'inme  and  confufion  !  all  is  on  the  ro\U ; 
Fear  frames  diforder,  and  difurder  woundr, 
Whue  it  Qiould  guard.     C  war,  thou  fon  of  hell, 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  miniver, 
Throv/  in  the  frozen  bofoms  of  our  par*. 
Hot  coals  of  venneance  ! — Let  no  foidicr  fly* 
He,  that  h  tiuiy  dedicate  lo  v/ar^ 

rhn 
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Kath  no  felf-love  ;  nor  he,  that  loves  hlmfelf. 

Hath  not  elTentiaJly,  but  by  circumftance. 

The  name  of  valour. — O,  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[Seeing  his  dead  Father* 
And  the  premifed  flames  of  the  lall  day 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together  ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blafl. 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe  i — Wart  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father. 
To  lofe  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieve 
The  filver  livery  of  advifed  age  ; 
And,  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair- days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffian  battle  ?-— Even  at  this  fight, 
My  heart  is  turn'd  to  flone :  and,  while  'tis  mine, 
it  fliall  be  flony.     York  not  our  old  men  fpares ; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes :  tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims. 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity  : 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  houfe  of  York, 
Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Abfyrtus  did  : 
la  cruelty  will  I  feek  out  my  fame. 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  houie ; 

[Taking  up  the  JBody. 
As  did  -apneas  old  Anchifes  bear, 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  (boulders  : 
But  then  -^neas  bare  a  living  load. 
Nothing  fo  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine.  [Exit. 

£«fa  Richard  Plantacenet,    ^«(i  Somerset,  to 
figkt. . 

R.  Plan.  So,  lie  thou  there  ;  — 

[Somerset  if  killed* 
For,  underneath  an  ale-houfe  paltry  fign, 
The  Caflle  in  faint  Alban's,  Somerfct 
Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death. — ~ 
Sword,  hold  thy  temper  ;  heart,  be  wrathful  flill : 
Pf  lefts  prav  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill.  l^xtU 

G  ^fg^t. 
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Fight.  Excurfiom,     Enter  King  Henry,  ^icen  Mar- 
garet, and  others. 

^  Mar,  Away,  my  lord,  you  are  flow ;  for  fhame,  away  ! 
K,  Henry.  Can  we  out-run  the   heavens  ?  good  Mar- 
garet, ftay. 
^  Mar.  What  are  you  njade  of  ?  yoii'll  aot  fight,  nor 
fly: 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom,  and  defence. 
To  give  the  enemy  way ;  and  to  fecure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

\_  Alarum  afar  Qff-i 
If  you  beta'en,  we  then  fliould  fee  the  bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes ;  but  if  we  haply  fcape 
(rts  vvell  we  may,  if  not  through  your  negle^) 
We  fliall  to  London  get ;  where  you  are  iov'd^ ; 
Andwhtrc  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes  made, 
May  readily  be  flopp'd. 

Enter  Toung  Clifford. 

Clif.  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mifchief  fet, 
I  would  fpeak  blafphemy  ere  bid  you  fly  ; 
But  fly  you  mufl- ;  uncurable  difcomfit 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  prefent  parts. 
Away,  for  your  relief  !  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  aud  them  pur  fortune  give  : 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  \Exeunt. 


SCENE     III. 

Alarujn.  Retreat,  Enter  York,  Richard  Plan- 
TAGF.NET,  WARWICK,  andSoldiers,  with  Druin 
and  Colovrs, 

fork  Of  Salifbury,  who  can  report  of  him  ; 
That  wia<-er  lion,  who,  in  rage,  forgets 
Aged  ccntufions  and  all  brufh  of  time  ; 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  w4th  occafion  ?  this  happy  day 
Is  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salifbury  be  loft. 
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R.  Plan,  My  noble  father, 
Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horfe, 
Three  times  bedrid  him  ;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Perfaaded  hira  from  any  further  q61  : 
But  (till,  where  danger  was,  ilill  there  I  met  him  ; 
And,  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  houfe, 
So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

Etiter  Salisbury. 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  fword,  well  haft  thou  fought  to-day  • 
By  the  mafs,  fo  did  we  all.— I  thank  you,  Richard : 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live  ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death.-— 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have ; 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time   fled. 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

Tork.  I  know,  our  fafety  i=5  to  foll^sw  them  ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  purfue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth  : — 
What  fays  lord  Warwick,  fnal]  we  after  them  ? 

TVar.   After  them  !   nay,  before  them,   if  we  can. 
ISTow  by  my  hand,   lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day  ;  v 

Saint  Albao's  battle,   won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. — 
Sound,   drums  and  trumpets  ; — and  to  London  all ; 
And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befall !  •   [Exetwh 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

King  Henry  tlis  Sixth, 

EDWARDf  Pn'fice  of  fValeSf  bis  Son, 

JDuke  of  Somerset, 

Earl  of  Northumberland, 

Ear/  of  Oxford,  ^  r     /       rr.      tt 

Earl  of  Exeter,  {  ^''^'  ^«  ^^'^  ^^«0'''  ^'Vr. 

Earl  cf  Westmoreland, 

Lord  Clifford, 

Richard,  Duke  of  Tork, 

Edward,  Earl  of  March,  afterwards  King^ 

ijEORGE,  Dtikc  of  Clarence^  ^his  Som, 

Richard,  Duke  ofGloceflety 

Edmund,   Earl  of  Rutland y 

Duke  of  Norfolk, 
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ACT    I.      SCENE    I. 

London,  The  Parliament- Houfe,  Alarum,  Enter  Duh 
of  York,  Edward,  Richard,  Norfolk,  Mon- 
tague, Warwick>  and  others^  vjtth  white  Rafes  in 
their  Hats, 

IVarwich. 

I  Wonder,  how  the  king  efcap'd  our  hands. 
York,  VVhile  we  purfu'd  the  horfemen  of  the  north. 
He  flily  flole  away,  and  left  his  men  : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whofe  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Cheer'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfelf. 
Lord  Clifford,  and  lord  Stafford,  all  a-breaft, 
Charg'd  our  main  battle's  front,  and,  breaking  in, 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  comnnon  foldiers  flain. 

Edw,  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  of  Buckingham^ 
Is  either  flain,  or  wounded  dangeroufly  : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow  ; 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

\_S helping  his  hlcody  Sword. 
Adont.  And,    brother,    here's   the  earl   of  Wihri:iirc*s 
blood,  [To  W ARv/icK,  Jheivifip  hise 

Whom  I  encountered  as  the  battlesjoin'd. 

Rich,  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what  I  did. 

[^Throwing down  the  Duh  of  Somekset' s  Head* 
York,  Richard  hath  beff  deferv'd  of  all  my  fons. — 
Is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somerfet  ? 

^orf    Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt ! 
Rich.Thus  do  I  hope  to  (hake  king  Henry's  head. 
IFar,  And  fo  do  I — Vldforious  prince  of  York, 
Before  I  fee  thee  feated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  liqe  of  Lancafler  ufurps, 
J  vow  by  heaven,  thtfe  eyes  (hall  never  clofc 
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This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king, 
/\nd  this  the  regal  feat  :  polTefs  it,  York  ; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry's  heirs* 

TbrL  AfTifl:  me  then,  fvveet  Warwick,  and  I  will  ; 
For  hither  are  we  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf,  We'll  all  affift  you  ;  he,  that  flies,  fliall  die. 

To?-k.    Thanks,    gentle  Norfolk. — Stay   by    me    my 

lords; 

And,   foldiers,  flay,  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

If^^ar.  And,  when  the  king  comes,  offer  him  no  vio- 
lence, 
Unlefs  he  feek  to  put  us  out  by  force. 

TorL  The  queen,  this  day,  here  holds  her  parliament  ; 
But  little  thinks,   we  fhall  be  of  her  council  : 
By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right. 
.  Rich,  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  flay  within  this  houfe. 

IFcir.  The  bloody  parliament  fhall  this  be  call'd, 
Unlefs  Plantagenet,   duke  of  York,  be  king  ; 
And  bafhful  Henry  depos'd,  whofe  cowardice 
Hath  made  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

To7^k.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lords;  be  refolute; 
.1  mean  to  take  pofTeiTion  of  my  right. 

fFar.  Neither  the  king,  nor  he  that  loves  him  bed, 
The  proudefl  he  that  holds  up  Lancafler, 
Dares  ftir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  fliake  his  bells, 
I'll  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares  : — 
Refolve  thee,  Richard  ;  claim  the  Englifli  crown, 

[Warwick  leads  York  /<?  the  Throne,  who 
feats  hhnjelf. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Clifford,  Northumberland, 
Westmoreland,  Exeter,  andothers,  at  the  further 
End  of  the  Stage, 

K.  Henry.    My  lords,  look  where  the  flurdy  rebel  fits, 
Even  in  the  chair  of  flare  !   belike,  he  means 
(Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  falfe  peer). 

To  afpire  unto  the  crown,    and  reign  as  king. 

Earl  of  Northumberland,   he  flew  t  hy  father  ;- — 

And  thine,  lord  Clifford ;  and  you  both  vow'd  revenge 

On  him,  his  fons,  his  favourites,    and  his  friends. 

Ngrth.  If  I  be  not,   hearens,  be  reveng'd  on  me  ! 

Clif. 
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Cl'if.   The  hope  thereof  makes  CliflFord  mourn  in  fteel. 
JVeJf*  What,  Tnall  we  fufFer  this!  let's  pluck  him  down  : 
M)'  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  earl  of  Weftmoreland* 
Clif,  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  fuch  as  he  : 
He  durfl  not  fit  there,  had  your  father  liv'd* 
My  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  tis  unfail  the  family  of  York. 

North,  Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  confm  ;  be  it  (o, 
K.  Henry.  Ah,  know  you  not,  the  city  favours  them^ 
And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe»  But,  when  the  duke  is  flaiu,  they'll  quickly  fly. 
K,  Henry.  Far  be  it  from  the  thoughts  of  Henry's  heartj 
To  make  a  (liambles  of  the  parliament-houfe  i 
Cbufin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats. 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. — 

They  advance  to  the  duke* 
Thou  faflious  duke  of  York,  defcend  my  throne. 
And.  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet  5 
I  am  thy  fovereign. 

Tork.  Thou  art  deceiv'd,  I  am  thine, 

Exe.  For  (hame,  come  down ;  he  made  thee  duke  of 

York. 
Tork.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  kingdom  is. 
Exe.  Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
in  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Clif,  Whom  (hould  he  follow,  but  his  natural  king  ? 
War,    True,  Clifford  ;  and   that's   Richard,  duke  of 

York. 
K.  Henry.  And   (hall  I   (land,  and   thou  fit  ia   my 

throne  ? 
Tork.  It  muftand  {hall  be  fo.— Content  thyfelf* 
War.  Be  duke  of  Lancafter,  let  him  be  king. 
We/i.  Fie  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancafter. 
And  that  the  lord  of  Weftmoreland  ihall  maintain. 

War.  And  Warwick  fliail  dilprove  it.     You  forgefij 
That  wearethofe,  which  chas'd  you  from  the  field. 
And  flew  your  fathers,  and  with  colours  fpread 
IVJarch'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace-gates, 
North.  No,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 

B  -     And^ 


€  Third  part  of 

And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  thy  houfe  (hall  rue  it. 

Weji.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,  and  thefe  thy  fons. 
Thy  kinfmen,  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives. 
Thdn  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Clif,  Urge  it  no  more  ;  left  that,  inftead  of  words, 
1  fend  thee,  Warwick,  fuch  a  mefTenger, 
As  fhall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  ftir. 

War,  Poor  Clifford  !  how  I  fcorn  his  v/orthlefs  threats  ! 

York.  Will  you,  we  (hew  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 
If  not,  our  fwords  fhall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.  Henry.  What  title  haft  thou,  traitor,  to  the  crown! 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York  ; 
Thy  grandfather,  Roger  Mortimer,  earl  of  March  : 
I  am  the  fon  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 
And  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

War.  Talk  not  of  France,  fi th  thou  haft  loft  it  all. 

K.  Henry    The  lord  protedlor  loft  it,  and  not  1 ! 
When  I  was  crown'd,  1  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,   and  yet,   methinks, 
you  lofe  :—• ^ — ^ 
Father,  tear  the  crown  from  the  ufurper's  head. 

Edw.  Sweet  father,  dofo;  fet  it  on  your  head. 

Mont.  Good  brother^  as  thou  lov'ft  and  honour'ft  arms, 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 

Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,   and  the  king  will 
fly. 

York.  Sons,   peace ! 

K.  Henry.  Peace  thou  !  and  give  king  Henry  leave  ta 
fpeak. 

War.  Plantagenet  fhali  fpeak  firft  : — hear  him,  lords ; 
And  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too, 
For  he^  that  interrupts  him,   ftiall  not  live. 

K,  Henry  Think'ft  thou,  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly 
throne. 
Wherein  my  grandfire,  and  my  father,  fat  ? 
No:  firft  (hall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm  ; 
Ay,  and  their  colours — often  borne  in  France  : 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  great  forrow — 
Shall  be  my  winding-Qieer. — Why  faint  you,  lords? 
My  Vvtle's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

War, 
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tVar.  But  prove  ir,  Henry,   and  ihou  (halt  be  king. 

K,  Henry,  Henry  the  fourth  by  conqueft  got  the  crowa, 
^  York.  'I'was  by  rebellion  againfl:  his  king. 

K.  Henry.  I  know  not  what  to  fay  ;  my  title's  weak. 
Tell  me,   may  not  a  king  adopt  and  heir  ? 

York.  What  then  ? 

K.  Henry.  An  if  he  may,    then  I  am  lawful  king  : 
For  Richard,   in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Refign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  fourth  ; 
Whofe  heir  my  father  was,   and  lam  his. 

York,  He  rofe  againft  him,  being  his  fovereign. 
And  made  him  to  refign  the  crown  perforce. 

IVar.  Suppofe,  my  lords,  he  did  it  unconflrain'd, 
Think  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  the  crown  ? 

Exe.  No  ;  for  he  conld  not  fo  refign  his  crown. 
But  that  the  next  heir  (hould  fucceed  and  reign. 

K,  Henry*  Art  thou  againft  us,  duke  of  Exeter  ? 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York,   Why  whifperyou,  my  lords,  and  anfwer  not  ? 

Exe.   My  confcience  tells  me,  he  is  lawful  king. 

K,  Henry   All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn  to  him. 

North.    Plantagenet,   for  all  the  claim  thou  lay'fl. 
Think  not,  that  Henry  fliall  be  fo  depos'd. 

War.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be,  in  defpight  of  all. 

North,  Thou  art  deceiv'd  ;  'tis  not  thy  fouthern  power. 
Of  EfTex,  Norfolk,  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent— 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuaus  andproud— 
Can  fet  the  duke  up,   in  defpight  of  me. 

Clif^  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence  : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive. 
Where  I  fhall  kneel  to  him  that  flew  my  father  ! 

K,  Henry,  O  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive  my  heart  \^ 

York.  Henry  of  Laocafter,  refign  thy  crown  : 
What  mutter  you,  or  whatconfpire  you,  lords? 

War.   Do  right  unto  this  princely  duke  of  York  ; 
Or  1  will  fill  the  houfewith  armed  men, 
And,  o'er  the  chair  of  ftate,   where  now  he  fits, 
Writeup  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 

\_HeJiamps^  and  the  Soldiers  Jhew  themfelves. 

K.  Henry  ^yi^  lord  of  Warwick,  hear  me  but  one  Word ;  — 
B  2  Let 
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Let  me,  for  this  my  life-time,  reign  as  king/ 

Tork.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me,  and  to  mine  heirs. 
And  thou  (halt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'fl, 

K.  Henry.  lam  content :  Richard  Plantagenet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 

Clif*  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  prince  your  fon  ? 

War»  What  wrong  is  this  to  England,  and  himfelf? 

IVeft,  Bafe,  fearful,  and  defpairing  Henry  ! 

Clif,  How  hafl:  thou  injured  both  thyfelf  and  us  ? 

Weft.  I  cannot  ftay  to  hear  thefe  articles. 

North.  Nor  I. 

CUf,  Come,  coufm,  Iet*s  go  tell  the  queen  thefe  new». 

JVeJi.  Farewel,   faint-hearted  and  degenerate  king, 
In  whofe  cold  blood  no  fpark  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  ! 

Clif.  In  dreadful  war  may'ft  thou  be  overcome  ! 
Or  live  in  peace,  abandon'd,  and  defpis'd  ! 

\_Exeunt  North.  Clif,  and  West, 

JVar.  Turn  this  way,  He^y,  and  regard  them  not. 

Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  Exeter! 

War.  Why  fhould  you  figb,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Not  for  myfelf,  lord  Warwick,  but  my  fon. 
Whom  I  (hall  unnaturally  difinherit. 
But,  be  it  as  it  may  : — I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee,   and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever  5 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ccafe  this  civil  war,  and  v^rhilft  I  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  fovereign  ;  and 
Neither  by  treafon,   nor  hoftility. 
To  feek  to  put   me  down,  and  reign  thyfelf. 

Tork.  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

War.  Long  live  king  Henry! — Plantagener,  embrace  him* 

K,  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thefe  thy  forward 
fons  ! 

York.  Now  York  and  Lancaflcr  are  reconcil'd. 

Exe.  Accurs'd  be  lie,  that  feeks  to  make  them  foes ! 

[^Here  the  Lords  come  farvjard. 

York.  Parewel,  my  gracious  lord  ;  I'll  to  my  caftle. 

War.  And  I'U  keep  London  with  my  foMieis. 

Norf, 


K.ING    HENRY   VI.  ^ 

h^orf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 
Mgnt.  And  I  unto  the  fea,  from  whence  I  came. 

{^Exewit    York,  and  his  Sons,    Warwick, 
Norfolk,  and  Montague. 
K.  Henry,  And  I,  with  grief  and  forrow,  to  the  court. 

Enter  the  ^eerty  and  Prince, 

Exe,  Here  comes  the  queen,  whofe  looks  bewray  her 
anger : 
I'll  flea!  away. 

K.  Henry.  Exeter,  fo  will  I.  [Goini. 

^ueen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me;   I  will  follow  thee. 

K.  Henry.  Be  patient,   gaitle  queen,  and  1  will  day, 

^leen.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extremes  ? 
Ah,  wretched  man  !   'would  I  had  died  a  maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  borne  thee  fon, 
Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  father ! 
Hath  he  deferv'd  to  lofe  his  birth-right  thus  ? 
Hadil  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  well  as  I ; 
Or  felt  that  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once  ; 
Or  nourifii'd  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  : 
Thou  wouldft  have  left  thy  deareft  heart-blood  there. 
Rather  than  made  that  favageduke  thine  heir, 
And  difinherited  thine  only  fon. 

Prince.  Father,   you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  be  king,  why  fliould  oot  I  fucceed  ? 

K.  He7iry,  Pardon  me,  Margaret  \ — pardon  me,  fweet 
fon;*— 
The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforced  me. 

^een.  Enforc'd  thee  !    art  thou  king,  and  wilt  be 
forc'd  ? 
i  (hame  to  hear  thee  fpeak.     Ah,  timorous  wretch  i 
Thou  haft  undone  thyfelf,  thy  fon,  and  me ; 
And  given  unto  the  houfe  of  York  fuch  head. 
As  thou  (halt  reign  but  by  their  fufFerance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown. 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  fepulchre. 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  i 
Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais  ; 
Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  feas ;  . 
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The  duke  is  made  prote(?lor  of  the  realm  ;      ' 

And  yet  (halt  thou  be  fafe  ?  fuch  fafety  finds 

The  trembling  Iamb,   environed  with  wolves. 

Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman 

The  foldiers  (hould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes, 

Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  ad. 

^ut  thou  preferr'A  thy  life  before  thine  honour  : 

And,  feeing  thou  dofl,  I  here  divorce  myfelf, 

Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed. 

Until  that  a£l  of  parliament  be  repealM, 

Whereby  my  fon  is  difinherited. 

The  northern  lords,  that  have  forfvvorn  thy  colours. 

Will  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  : 

And  fpread  they  fhall  be  ;  to  thy  foul  difgrace, 

And  utter  ruin  of  the  houfe  of  Yoi  k. 

Thus  do  I  leave  thee  : — Come,  fon,  let's  away  ; 

Our  army's  ready  ;  come,    we'll  after  them. 

K.  Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,   and  hear  me  fpeak. 

^een.  Thou  haft  fpoke  too  much  already  \   get   thee 
gone. 

K,  Henry,  Gentle  fon  Edward,  thou  wilt  flay  with  me  I 

^esn.  Ay,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies. 

Prince,  When  I  return  with  vi^lory  from  the  field, 
I'll  fee  your  grace  :  'till  then,  I'll  follow  her. 

^uen.  Come,  fon,   away ;  we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exeunt  ^/ee72y  and  Prince, 

K.  Henry.  Poor  queen !    how  |ove  to  me,   and  to   her 
fon, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terps  of  rage  ! 
Reveng'd  niay-fhe  be  on  that  hateful  duke; 
Whofe  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
Will  coafl  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle. 
Tire  on  the  flefti  of  me,  and  of  my  fon  1 
The  lofs  of  ihofe  three  lords  torments  my  heart  ; 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair ; — 
Come,  coufin,  you  (hall  he  the  meflengcr. 

£xe.  And  I,  1  hope,  (hall  reconcile  them  all. 

lExeunt. 
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Sandal-Caftle,  near  Wakefield,   in  Torhjhire,     Enter  Ed- 
war  D,  Richard,  and  Montague. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  Ict^ve. 
Edw,  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mo}it,  But  I  have  reafons  itrong  and  forcible. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York, 

Tork.  Why,  how  now,  fons,  and  brother,  at  a  flrife  > 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?    how  began  it  firfl  ? 

Edw.  No  quarrel,   but  a  fwest  contentioij. 

Tork.  About  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  vvhi(;h  concerns  your  grace,  and  us  j 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  your's. 

Tork.  Mine,  boy  ?  not  'till  king  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or  death. 

Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now : 
By  giving  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  leave  tp  breathe. 
It  will  out-run  you,   father,   in  the  end. 

Torli,  I  took  an  oath,   that  he  /houid  quietly  reign. 

Edw.  But,   for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be  broken  : 
Td  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No  ;  God   forbid,    your  grace   fhould  be  for- 
fworn, 

Tork.  I  (hall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  you'll  hear  me  fpeak. 

Tork.  Thou  canft  not,  fon ;   it  is  impoflible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,    being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magiftrate. 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  fwears: 
Henry  had  none,   but  did  ufurp  the  place; 
Then,  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe. 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Therefore,  to  arms  :  And,  father,  do  but  think. 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown  ; 
Within  whofe  circuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Wby  do  we  linger  thus  ?  I  cannot  reff, 

B  4  Until 
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Until  the  white  rofe,  that  I  wear,  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart, 

Tbrk.  Richard,  Enough  ;  I  will  be  king,  or  die.— 
Brother,  thou  flialt  to  London  prefenily, 

And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprize 

Thou,  Richard,  fhah  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 

And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. — . 

You,  Edward,   (hall  unto  my  lord  Cobham, 

With  whom  the  Kentifhmen  will  willingly  rife  : 

In  them  I  trufl: ;   for  they  are  foldiers. 

Witty,  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  fpirit. — 

While,  you  arc  thus  employ'd,  what  refteth  more. 

But  that  \  feek  occafion  how  to  rife  ; 

And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift. 

Nor  any  of  the  huufe  of  Lancaiter  ? 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

But,  ftay  ;  What  news  ?  Why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  pod  ? 

Gab.  The  queen  with  all  the  northern  earls  and  lords. 
Intend  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  caftle  : 
She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thoufand  men; 
And  therefore  fortify  your  hold,  my  lord. 

r^ji.  Ay,  with  my"^fword.     What !  think'fl  thou,  that 
we  fear  them  \ — 
Edward  and  Richard,   you  fnall  {lay  with  mc;  — 
My  brother  Montague  (hall  pofl:  to  London  : 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  thereff, 
Whom  we  have  left  proteflors  of  the  king, 
With  powerful  policy  ftrengthen  themfelves. 
And  not  tiuft  fimple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths, 

Mont.  Brother,   I  go;  I'll  win  them,  fear  It  not : 
And  thus  moll  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[£a7V  Montague. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Morthjer, 

Tork,  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uncles ! 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour  ; 
IChe  army  of  the  queen  means  to  befiege  us. 

Sir  John.  She  (hall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the 
field, 
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Tork,  What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ? 

Ric'j.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  general ;  What  fliould  we  fear  !  - 

rj  March  afar  off, 

Edw.  I  hear  their  drums  ;  Let's  fet  our  men  in  order  ; 
And  iflTue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  ftraight. 

Tork,  Five  men  to  tweuty  ! — though  the  odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  vidlory. 
Many  a  battle  have  i  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one ; 
Why  fhould  I  not  now  have  the  lad  fuccefs  ? 

[A'aruftJ.     Exeunt. 


SCENE     III. 

J  Field  of  Battle,   betvjixt  SandaUCaJlle  and  Wakefield. 
Enter  Rut LAi-w,  and  his  Tutor, 

Rut.  Ah,  whither  Hiall  I  fly,  toTcape  their  hands  ! 
Ah,  tutor  !  look,  where  bloody  Clifford  comes  I 

E?2icr  Clifford,  and  Soldiers, 

Clif,  Chaplain,  away  1   thy  priedhood  faves  thy  life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accurfed  duke- — 
W^hofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor,  And  I,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  perforce. 

Tutor,  Ah,  Clifford  !  murc-r  not   this   innocent  child, 
Left  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  m;;n. 

\_Exity    dragged  off, 

Clif,  How  now  !   is  he  dead  already  ?  Or,  i:;  it  tciir, 
That  makes  hmi  clofe  his  eyes  ?— I'll  open  them. 

Rut.   So  looks  the  pent-up  lion  o'er  the  wreich 
That  tremj)les  under  his  devouring-  paws  : 
And  fo  he  walks,  iniulting  o'er  his  prey  ; 
And  fohe  comes,  to  rend  his  limbs  aiunder>— 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,   kiU  mc  »vUi,  rhy  iword, 
And  not  wirh  fuch  a  crud  threut'ning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  Ipeak  before  i  die;  — 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubject  for  thy  wraih, 
ge  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

CUf. 
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CUf,  In  vain  thou  fpeak'O,  poor  boy ;   my  father*s  blood 
Hath  flopped  the  pafTage  where  thy  words  (hould  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open  it  again ; 
He  is  a  man,  and,  ClifFord,  cope  with  him. 

CItf.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives,  and  thine. 
Were  not  revenge  fufficient  for  me  ; 
Ka,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefathers'  graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 
It  could  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  my  heart. 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  houfe  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  foal ; 
And  'till  I  root  out- their  accurfed  line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
Therefore {Liftmg  his  Hand, 

Rut.  O,  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death  :  — 
To  thee  I  pr^y  ;  Sweet  ClifFoid,  pity  me  ! 

CUf.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  ;  Why  wilt  thou  flay  me  ? 

CUf,  Thy  father  hath. 

Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  born. 
Thou  haft  one  fon,  for  his  fake  pity  me  ; 
Lrcfl,   in  revenge  thereof — fith  God  is  juft-— 
He  be  as  miferably  flain  as  I. 
Ah,   let  me  live  in  prifon  all  my  days  ; 
And  when  1  give  occafion  of  offence. 
Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  haft  no  caufe. 

Clif.  No  caufe  ? 
Thy  father  flew  my  father  ;  therefore,  die, 

CLUFORDjIabs  hm^ 

Rut.  Dlifaciant^  laudis  fwnmafit  ijla  tua  }         [Dies. 

Clif.  Phntagenet  !  I  come,  Plantngenet ! 
And  this  thy  fon's  blood,  cleaving  to  my  blade. 
Shall  ruft  upon  my  weapon,  'till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  mc  wipe  off  both.     \^Exlt^ 


SCENE    IV. 

Alarum*     Enter  Richard  Duke  of  York, 
York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the  field  : 


My 
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My  uncles  both  are  flain  in  refcuing  me ; 

And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 

Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  fhips  before'  the  wind. 

Or  lambs  purfu'd  by  hunger-flarved  wolves. 

My  fons — God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them: 

But  this  I  know — they  have  demean'd  ihemfelves 

Like  men  born  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 

Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me ; 

And  thrice  cry*d — Courage,  father  !  fight  it  out  I 

And  foil  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  fide. 

With  purple  faulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 

In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encountered  him  : 

And  when  the  hardieft  warriors  did  retire, 

Richard  cry'd — Charge  I  and  give  no  foot  of  ground  !\ 

And  cry'd — A  crown^  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb  I 

Afceptre,  or  an  earthly  fepulchre  I 

With  this  we  charg'd  again  :  but,  out,  alas  i 

We  bodg'd  again  ;  as  I  have  feen  a  fwau 

With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  tide, 

And  fpend  her  ftrength  with  over-  matching  waves. 

\_AJhort  Alarum  within^ 
Ah,  hark  I  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue  ; 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury  : 
And,  were  I  flrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury  : 
The  fands  are  number'd,  that  make  up  my  life  ; 
Here  mull  I  flay,  and  here  my  life  mufl:  end. 

Enter  the    ^een,    Clifford,  Northumberland, 
and  Soldiers. 

Come,  bloody  ClifFerd — rough  Northumberland — 
I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage ; 
I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  Oiot. 

J^orth.  Yield  toourm^rcy,  proud  Plantagenet. 

Clif  Ay,  to  fuch  mercy,  as  his  ruthlefs  arm, 
With  downright  payment,  fhew'dunto  my  father. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car. 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon- tide  prick. 

Tork.  My  aflies,  as  the  phoenix,  may  bring  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all : 

And,  in  that  hope,  1  throw  mine  eyes  to  heaven, 
Jjcorning  whate'er  you  can  afflidl  me  wich. 

Why 
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Why  come  you  not  ?  what !  muhhudes,  and  fe^r  f 

Clif,  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  further  % 
So  doves  do  peck  tlie  faulcon's  piercing  talons ; 
So  defperate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  iheir  lives. 
Breathe  out  inve6lives  'gainft  the  officers. 

York.  O,  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  : 
And,  if  thou  canft  for  blu(hing,  view  this  face ; 
And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  flanders  him  with  cowardice, 
Whofe  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 

Cl'if.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word  ; 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows,  twice  two  for  one,  {Draws ^ 

^leen.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford  !  for   a  thoufand  caufcs, 

I  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  : — 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf :  fpeak  thou,  Northumberland. 

North,  Hold,  Clifford  ;  do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart ; 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
For  one  to  thruft  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  might  fpurn  him  with  his  foot  away  i 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  vantages  ; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[TIjey  lay  Hands  on  York,  vjhojlruggks. 

Clif.  Ay,  ay,  lo  ftrives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

North.  So  doth  the  coney  ftruggle  in  the  net,  . 

[York  is  taken  Prifoner. 

York,  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquer'd  h»ooty ; 
So  true  men  yield,  with  robbers  fo  o'er  match'd. 

North*  What  would  your  grace  have  done  unto  hiiQ 


now 


^een.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford,  and  Northumberland, 
Come  make  him  ftand  upon  this  mole-hill  here  ; 
That  raught  at  mountains  with  oiit-ftretched  arms. 

Yet  parted  but  the  (hadow  with  his  hand.- 

What !  was  it -you,  that  would  be  England's  king  *? 
Was't  you,  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 
And  made  a  peachment  of  your  high  defcent  ? 
Where  are  your  mefs  of  fons,  to  back  you  nov/  ? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  ihelufly  George  ? 
And  whcre's  that  valiant  crook-back'd  prodigy, 
Picky  your  boy,  that,  with  his  grumbjing  voice, 

Was 
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Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 

Or,  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darling  Rutland  ? 

Look,  York  ;  I  ftzin'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood 

That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point, 

Made  ifTue  from  the  bofom  of  the  boy  : 

And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 

I  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 

Alas,   poor  York  !  but  that  I  hate  ihee  deadly, 

I  (hould  lament  thy  miferable  ftate, 

I  pr'ythee,  grieve  to  make  me  merry,  York. 

What,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  To  parch'd  thine  entrails, 

That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 

Why  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  {liouidfl:  be  mad  ; 

And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 

Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  1  may  fmg  and  dance. 

Thou  wouldfl  be  fee'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport; 

York  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wears  a  crown. 

A  crown  for  York  ; — and,  lords,  bow  low  to  him.— 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whiift  I  do  fet  it  on. — 

[Putting  a  Paper  Crown  on  his  Hiod^ 
Ay,  marry,  fir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  king  Henry's  chair  5 
And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. — 
But  how  is  it,  that  great  Plantagenet 
Is  crown'd  fo  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  oath  ? 
As  [bethink  me,  you  fhoukl  not  be  king, 
'Till  our  king  Henry  had  (hook  hands  with  death. 
And  will  you  pale  5-our  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem. 
Now  in  his  life,  againft  your  holy  oath  ? 
O,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable  ! — 
Off  with  the  crown  J  and,  with  the  crown,  his  head; 
And,  whilll:  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him  dead. 

Clif.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  death. 

^een.  Nay,  flay ;  let's  hear  the  crifons  he^makes. 

Tork,  She-wolf  of  France,  but   worfe  than  wolves  of 
France, 
Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth  1 
How  ill-befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex. 
To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
Upon  their  woes,  whom  fortune  captivates  ? 

Bot 
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But  that  thy  face  is,  vizor-like,  unchanging, 

Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 

I  would  aflay,  proud  queen,  to  make  thee  blufh  : 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  ©f  whom  deriv'd, 

Were  (hame  enough  to  (liame  thee,  wert  thou  not  (hame« 

lefs. 
Thy  father  bears  the  type  of  king  of  Naples, 
Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jerufalem  ; 
Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englifh  yeoman; 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 
Ic  needs  nor,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  queen  5 
Unlefs  the  adage  mufl  be  verify 'd-^ 
That  beggars,  mounted,  run  their  horfe  to  death*  ' 

'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud  ; 
But,  God  he  knows,  thy  fhare  thereof  is  fmall  : 
'Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  mofl:  admir'd  ; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'dat : 
'Tis  government,  that  makes  them  feem  divine  5 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable: 
Thou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us, 
Or  as  the  fouth  to  the  feptentrion* 
Oh,  tygrefs'  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  hide  I 
How  could'ft  thou  drain  the  life  blood  of  thcchild^ 
To  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal. 
And  yet  be  feen  to  bear  a  woman's  face  ? 
Women  arc  foft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible;. 
Thou  flern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfelefs. 
Bidfl:  thou  me  rsge  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  wirti : 
Wouldfl:  have  me  weep  ?    why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will ; 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  incefl^ant  fi:iowers, 
And,  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
Thefe  tears  are  my  fweet  Rutland's  obfequies  ; 
And  every  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death — » 
'Gainft  thee,  fell  Clifford— and  thee,  falfe  French-womaof. 

North.  Beduew  me,  but  his  paiTions  move  me  fo, 
That  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 

Tork.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  cannibals 
Would  not  have    touch'd,   would    not  have  ftain'd  with 

blood  : 
But  you  are  more  inhum^.n,  more  inexorable.-r- 
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O,  ten  times  more — than  tygers  of  Hyrcnnia. 
See,  ruihlefs  queen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears  : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'dfl  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy. 
And  lo  !  with  tears  I  wafli  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  goboaft  of  this  : 

[He gives  hack  the  Handkerchief. 
And,   if  thou  teirft  the  heavy  flory  right. 
Upon  my  foul,   the  hearers  will  fhed  tears  ; 
Yea,  even  my  foe  will  (bed  fafl:  falling  tears. 
And  fay — Alas,  \t  was  a  pireous  deed  !  — 
There,  take  the  crown,  and,  with  the  crown,  my  curfe  5 
And,  in  thy  need,  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  !-^ 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world  ; 
My  foul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads ! 

North.  Had  he  been  flaughter-mau  to  all  my  kitt 
I  fhould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
To  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

^leen.  What,  weeping  ripe,    my   lord   Northumber^- 
land  > 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  alJ, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 

Clif.  Here*s  for  my  oath,  here's  for  my  father's  death. 

\_S tabbing  him. 

^een.   And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  king. 

{Stabs  hi7nm 

York,  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God  ! 
My  foul  flies   through  thefe  wounds  to  feek  out   thee. 

[Dies. 

^ieen.  Off  with  his  head,  and  fet  it  on  York  gates! 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  Exeunt. 


A  C  T     II.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Near  Mortimer'^s   Crefs     in    Wales.     A   March.     Enter 
Edward,  Richard,  and  their  Power* 

Edwards 

I  WONDER,  how  our  princely  father  'fcap'd  j 
Or  whether  he  be  TcapM  away,  or  do, 


From 
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From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  purfuit  i 
~  Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  (hould  have  heard  the  news  ^ 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  fhould  have  heaid  the  news  ; 
Or,  had  he  Tcap'd,  methinks,  we  fhould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  cfcape. — 
How  fares  our  brother  ?  why  is  he  fo  fad  ? 

Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refolv'd 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him,  how  he  llngled  Clifford  forth. 
Methought,  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat : 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs  ; 
"Who  having  pinchM  a  few,  and  made  them  cry^ 
The  reft  (land  ail  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far*d  our  father  with  his  enemies ; 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father  ; 
Methinks,  'tis  prize  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See,  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gatesj 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  fun  ! 
How  well  refembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  yonker,  prancing  to  his  love  ? 

Edw,  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  fee  three  funs  ? 

Rich,  Three  glorious  funs,  each  one  a  perfect  fun  J 
Not  feparated  by  the  racking  clouds. 
Nor  fevcr'd  in  a  pale  clear-  (hining  fky.  ^ 

See,  fee  !  they  join,  embrace,  and  feem  to  klfs. 
As  if  they  vow'd  fome  league  inviolable  : 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  fome  event. 

Edw.  'Tis  wondrous  ftrange,  the  like  yet  never  heard  of» 
I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field  ; 
That  we,  the  fons  of  brave  Plantagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds, 
Should,  notwithftandmg,  join  our  lights  together. 
And  ovcr-(bine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whatever  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  fliining  funs. 

Rich.  Nay,    bear  three  daughters ; — by  your  leave   I 
fpeak  it. 
You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the.  male. 

Eftfcr 
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Enter  a  Meffengsr. 

But  what  art  thou,  whofe  heavy  looks  foretel 
Some  dreadful  itory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 
A^es,   Ah,  one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on. 
When  as  the  noble  duke  of  York  was  flain, 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 

Edw.  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard  too  much. 
Rich,  Say  how  he  dy'd,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Mes,  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes ; 
And  ftood  againfl:  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
Againft  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  enter'd  Troy. 
But  Hercules  himfelf  muO:  yield  to  odds  ; 
And  many  Hrokes,  though  with  a  little  axe, 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardefttimber'd  oak. 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd  ; 
But  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  'lUeen  : 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke,  in  high  defpight ; 
Laugh'd  in  his  face  ;  and,  when  with  grief  he  wept, 
The  ruthlefs  queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  cheeks, 
A  napkin  fleeped  in  the  harmlefs  blood 
Of  fweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  CliiFord  flaln  : 
And,  after  many  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts. 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  fet  the  fame ;  and  there  it  doth  remain. 
The  faddeif  fpeftacle  that  e'er  eye  view'd. 

Edw.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon  ; 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  flaft,  no  flay ! — 
Oh  Clifford,  boifterous  Clifford,  thou  haff  (lain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry  ; 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquifh'd  him. 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquilh'd  thee  I — 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon  : 

Ah,  would  (he  break  from  hence  !  that  this  my  bodj 

Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  refl : 

For  never  henceforth  fliali  I  joy  again. 

Never,  O,  never,  (hall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep  ;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 

Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 

C  Nor 


22  THIRD  PART   OF 

Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burden  j 

For  felf-fame  wind,  that  I  fhould  fpeak  withal. 

Is  kindling  coals,  that  fire  all  my  bread, 

And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  qucnchr 

To  weep  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief : 

Tears,  then,  for  babes  ;  blows^  and  revenge,  for  me  !— 

Richard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  'venge  thy  death, 

Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw,  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left  with  thee  j 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich*  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird. 
Shew  thy  defcent  by  gazing  'gainfl:  the  fun : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom  fay  ; 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

March.    Ejitcr  Warwick,    Marquis  of  Montague 
and  their  Army, 

War*  How  now,   fair  lords  ?  What  fare  ?  what  news 
abroad  ? 

Rich.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  (hould  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and,  at  each  word's  deliverance, 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flefh,  'till  all  were  told. 
The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  duke  of  York  is  flain  ! 

Edw.  O  Warwick  !  Warwick  !  that  Plantagenet 
Which  held  thee  dearly,  as  his  foul's  redemption. 
Is  by  the  flern  lard  Clifford  done  to  death. 

War,  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  n^ws  in  tears? 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  fince  then  befall'n. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breath'd  his  latefl  gafp. 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  pofts  could  run. 
Were  brought  me  of  your  lofs,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 
Mufler'd  my  foldiers,  gather'd  flocks  of  friends, 
And  vexy  well  appointed,  as  I  thought, 

March'd  towaids  Saint  Alban's  to  intercept  the  qilCCD, 
Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  along  : 
For  by  my  fcouts  I  was  advertifed, 
That  flie  was  coming  with 'a  full  intent 

To 
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To  daHi  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  king  Henry's  oath,  and  your  fucceilionc 
Short  tale  to  make — we  at  Saint  Alban's  met. 
Our  battles  join'd,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought ; 
Bur,  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  king, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  queen. 
That  robb'd  my  foldiers  of  their  heated  fpleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs ; 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives — blood  and  death, 
I  cannot  judge  :  but  to  conclude  with  truth. 
Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and  went  ; 
Our  foldiers' — like  the  night- owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  an  idle  thredier  with  a  flail — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ft  ruck  thslr  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  jullice  of  the  caufe, 
With  promife  of  high  pay,  and  great  rewards  : 
But  all  in  vain  ;  they  had  no  heart  to  fight, 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled  ;  the  king,  unto  the  queen  ; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myfelf, 
In  hafte,  pofl:  hafle,  are  come  to  join  with  you  ; 
For  in  the  marches  here,  we  heard,  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again* 

Edzv.  Where  is  the  duke  of  N^orfolk,  gentle  Warwick  ? 
And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  I 

War,  Some  fix  miles  oflT  the  duke  is  with  his  power  t 
And  for  your  brother — he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  dutchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  War. 

Rich.  'Twasodds,  belike,  when  valiant  Warwick  fled  : 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit, 
But  ne'er  till  now,  his  fcandal  of  retire. 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  dofl  thou  hear  5 
For  thou  (halt  know,  this  flrong  right  hand  of  mine  ^ 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  fceptre  from  his  fifl  ; 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildnefs,  peace,  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick  :  blame  me  not ; 
'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  fpeak. 

C  7.  But 


24.  THIRD    PART   OF 

But,  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  fleel. 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns, 
Numb'ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads  i 
Or  ihall  we  on  the  hehnets  of  cur  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms  ? 
If  for  the  lafl:,  fay — Ay,  and  to  it,  .lords. 

IVar.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  feek  you  out  j 
And  chercfore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.     The  proud  infulting  queen. 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And,  of  their  feather,  many  more  proud  birds, 
Have  wrought  the  eafy-melting  king  like  wax. 
He  fwore  confent  to  your  fucceffion. 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament ; 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone, 
To  fruQrate  both  his  oath,  and  whatbeHde 
May  make  again fl:  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 
Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thoufand  ftrong  : 
Now,  if  the  help  of-  Norfjik,  and  myfelf, 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  earl  of  March, 
Amongfl:  the  loving  Welflimen  canft  procure. 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand, 
Why,  Fia  f  to  London  will  we  march  an:iain  :, 
And  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  fteeds. 
And  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  the  foe  ! 
But  never  once  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 

jR.icb.  Ay,  now,  methirJvS,  1  hear  great  Warwick  fpeak  : 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun  fliine  day. 
1  hat  cries— Retire,  when  Warwick  bids  him  ftay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  fiioulder  will  I  lean ; 
And  when  thou  fairil:  (as  God  forbid  the  hour  ?) 
Muft  Edward  fall,  which  peril  heaven  forefend  ! 

JVar,  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  duke  of  York  ; 
The  n(x:  degree  is,  England's  royal  king  : 
For  ki  g  of  England  flialt  thou  be  proclaimed 
In  every  borough  as  we  pafs  along  ; 
And  he,  that  calls  not  np  his  cap  for  joy, 
Shall  for  the  offence  make  forfeit  of  his  head 
King  Ed  Vizard — valiant  Richard — Montague — 

Stay 
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Sfay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 

But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  tafk. 

Rich,  Then,  Cliftord,  were  thy  heart  as   hard  as  fteel 
(As  thou  haft  fhewn  it  fiinry  by  thy  deeds) 
I  come  to  pierce  it — or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edvu.  Then     ftrike   up,     drums; — God,     and    faint 
George,  for  us  ! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

War,  How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Mes,  The  duke  of  Norfolk  fends  you  word  by  me, 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puifTant  hoft  ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

War,  Why  then  it  forts,  brave  warriors  :  Let*s  away. 

{^Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

York,  Enter  King  Henry,  the  ^een,  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  Clifford,  and  Northumberland, 
ixjith  Forces, 

^een.  Welcome,    my  lord,    to  this   brave  town  of 
York. 
Yonder*s  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy, 
That  fought  to  be  encompafs'd  with  your  crown  : 
Doth  not  the  obje(fi:  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that  fear  their 
wreck  ; — 
To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God  !  'tis  not  my  fault. 
Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity,  mufi  be  laid  afide. 
To  whom  do  lions  caft  their  gentle  looks  .' 
Not  to  the  beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  den, 
Whofe  hand  is  that,  the  foreft  bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his,  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  *fcapes  the  lurking  ferpent's  mortal  fling  ? 
Not  he,  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmalleft  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  on  ; 
Aad  doves  will  peck,  in  fafeguard  of  their  brood. 

C  4  Ambitious 
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Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 

Thou  fmiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows  : 

He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  fon  a  king, 

And  raife  his  ifTue,  like  a  loving  fire  ; 

Thou,  being  a  king,  bleft  with  a  goodly  fon, 

Didft  yield  confent  to  difinherit  him, 

Which  argued  thee  a  raofl:  unloving  father. 

Unreafonable  creatures  feed  their  young  : 

And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes. 

Yet,  in  prote<n:ion  of  their  tender  ones, 

Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings 

Which  fometime  they  have  us'd  in  fearful  flight) 

Make  war  with  him  that  clim'd  unto  their  neft. 

Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 

For  (hame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  precedent ! 

Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 

Should  lofe  his  birth-right  by. his  father's  fault  ; 

And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child — 

JVhat  my  great-grandfather  and  grandfire  got, 

My  car  elefs  father  fondly  gave  away  ? 

Ah,  what  a  fhame  were  this  !  Look  on  the  boy ; 

And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 

Succefsful  fortune,  fleel  thy  melting  heart, 

To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with  him. 

K,  Henry.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  play'd  the  orator. 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear — ^ 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  I 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  fon, 
Whofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
I'll  leave  my  fon  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
And  'would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more  ! 
For  all  the  reft  is  held  at  fuch  a  rate, 
As  brings  a  thoufand  fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  pofTeffion  any  jot  of  pleafure.- — 
Ah,  coufiu  York  !  'would  thy  beft   friends  did  know, 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  ! 

^een.  My  lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits ;    our  foes  are 
nigh. 
And  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. 
You  promised  knighthood  to  our  forward  fon  ; 

Unflieath 
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Undieath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. — 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Henry,  Edward  Plantagenet.  arlfe  a  knight ; 
And  learn  this  lefTon — Draw  thy  fword  in  right. — 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
ril  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
And  in  that  quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  prince. 

Enter  a  MeJJenger* 

Mef,  Royal  commanders,  be  In  readinefs : 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York  ; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him  : 
Darraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would,  your  highnefs  would  depart  the  field  ; 
The  queen  hath  bed  fuccefs  when  you  are  abfent, 

^ieen»  Ay,  good  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too  ;  therefore  I'll 
ftay. 

North,  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight. 

Prince,  My  royal  father,  cheer  thefe  noble  lords. 
And  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
Unfheath  your  fv/ord,  good  father ;  cry,  Saint  George  / 

March,      Enter   Edward,     Clarence,    Richard, 
Warwick,  Norfolk,  Mo^nt  ague,  and  Soldiers, 

Edw.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry  !  wilt  thou  kneel  for  grace> 
And  fet  thy  diadem  upon  my  head  ; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

^een.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  infulting  boy  ? 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms, 
Before  thy  fovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 

Edw.  I  am  his  king,  and  hefhould  bow  his  knee; 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke  ;  for,  as  I  hear. 
You — that  are  king,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown — 
Have  caus'd  him,  by  new  a6t  of  parliament. 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in. 

Clif,  Andreafon  too  ; 

C  4  Who 
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Who  fhould  fucceed  the  father,  but  the  Ton  ? 

Rich,  Art  thou  there,  butcher  ? — O,  I  cannot  fpeak  I 
Clif.  Ay,  crook-back ;  here  I  ftand,  to  anfwer  thee. 
Or  any  he  the  proudcll:  of  thy  fort. 

Ruh,  'Twas  you  that  kili'd  young  Rutland,   was  it 

not  ? 
Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 
Rich.  For  God's  fake,  lords,  give  fignalto  the  fight. 
War.  What  fay'fl:  thou,   Henry,  wilt  thou  yield  the 

crown  ? 
^ue72.  Why,  how  now,  long  tongu'd  Warwick  ?  dare 
you  fpeak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  Saint  Alban's  1  fi:, 
Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

IVar.  Then  'twas  nay  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thine. 
Clif,  You  faid  fo  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 
TVar.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifford,  drove  me  thence. 
North,  No,  nor  your  manhood,  that  durfl  make  you 

ftay. 
Ric?.  Northumberlnnd,  I  hold  thee  reverently ; — 
Break  off  the  parley  ;  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford  there,  that  cruel  child-killer. 
Clif.  I  flew  thy  father  ;  Call'd  thou  him  a  child  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  like  a  daltard,  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didff  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland  ; 
But,  ere  fun-fet,  I'll  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords,   and  hear 

me  fpeak. 
^ueen.  Defy  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  lips. 
K.  Henry.  1  pr'ythee,  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue; 
I  am  a  king,  and  privileg'd  to  fpeak. 

Clif.  My  liege,  the  wound,  that  bred  this  meeting  here. 
Cannot  be  cur'd  by  words  j  therefore  be  iVill. 

Rich.  Then,  executioner,  unflieath  thy  fword  : 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd, 
That  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 
Edw.  Say,  Henry,  (hall  I  have  my  right,  or 
A  thoufind  men  have  broke  their  farts  to-day. 
That  ne'er  (hall  dine,  unlefs  thou  yield  thccrov/n, 
IVar.  If  thou  deny,  their  bloodupon  thy  head^ 

For 
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For  Yorkin  juAlce  puts  his  armour  on, 

Prince.  Itthat  be  right,  which  Warwick  fays  Is  right. 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 

Rich.    W  hoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  flands  ; 
For,  well  I  wot.  thou  hall  thy  mother's  tongue. 

^een.  But  thou  art  nciiher  like  thy  fire,  nor  dam; 
But  iike  a  foul  n>is-(hapen  ftigraatick, 
Mark'cJ  by  the  deftinies  to  be  avoided. 
As  venom'd  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  flings. 

Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  wiih  Engiifh  gilt, 
Whofe  father  bears  the  title  of  a  kinf^ 
(As  if  a  channel  (hould  be  call'd  tbefea). 
Sham'ft  thou  not,  kno-ving  whence  thou  art  extraught. 
To  let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  baie-born  heart  ? 

Eciw.  A  wi<p  oF  draw  were  worrh  a  thoufand  crowns. 
To  make  th-s  lhamele(s  callat  know  herfelf. — 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Although  thy  huiband  may  be  Menelaus  ; 
And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 
By  that  falfe  woman,  as  this  king  by  thee. 
His  father  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 
And  tam'd  the  king,  and  made  the  dauphin  floop; 
And,  had  he  matched  according  to  his  ftate. 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day  : 
But,  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
And  grfic'd  thy  poor  fire  with  his  bridal  day  ; 
Even  then  that  fun- (bine  brew'd  a  fhower  for  him. 
That  wadi'd  his  father's  fortunes  forth  of  France, 
And  heap'd  fedirion  on  his  crown  at  home. 
For  what  hath  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride  i 
Hadll:  thou  been  meek,  our  title  ffill  had  fiept ; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king. 
Had  flipp'd  our  claim  until  another  zgQ. 

Cla.  But,  when  we  faw  our  fun-fhine  made  thy  fpring. 
And  that  thy  fummcr  bred  us  no  increafe, 
We  fet  the  axe  to  thy  ufurping  root : 
And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  ourfelves, 
Yet,  know  thou,  fmce  we  have  begun  to  Arike, 
Well  never  leave,  'till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 
Or  bath'd  thy  growing  with  cur  heated  bloods. 

Mdw*  And,  in  this  refolutioD,  I  defy  thee ; 

Not 
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Not  Willing  any  further  conference, 
Since  thou  deny 'ft  the  gentle  king  to  fpeak. — 
Sound  trumpets  I — let  our  bloody  colours  wave  !— 
And  either  victory,  or  elfe  a  grave. 

^leen.  Stay,  Edward. 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman.  I'll  no  longer  flay  : 
Thy  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  to-day.      {^Exeunt, 


SCENE     III. 

A  Field  of  Battle,  at  Ferrybridge   in  Torkjhire.     Alarum., 
Excurftons*     Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Forefpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 
For  (Irokes  received,  and  many  blows  repaid. 
Have  robb'd  ray  ftrong-knit  finews  of  their  ftrength. 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 

Enter  Edward  running, 

Edw*  Smile,  gentle  heaven  !  or  ftrike,  ungentle  death  ! 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  fun  is  clouded. 
War.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  what  hap  ?  what  hope  of 
good  ? 

Enter,  Clarence. 

Cla,  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair ; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follow  us : 
What  counfel  give  you  ?   whither  ftiall  we  fly  ? 

Edw,  Bootlefs  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with  wings ; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  fnun  purfuit. 

Enter  Richard. 

Rich.  Ah,  Warwick,  why  haft   thou  withdrawn  thy^ 
felf? 
Thy  brother's  blood  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk, 
BroachM  with  the  fteely  point  of  Clifford's  lance  : 
And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cry'd — 
Like  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far — 
Warwick,  revenge  I  brother,  revenge  my  death  ! 

So, 
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So,  underneath  the  belly  of  their  fleeds, 

That  ftain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoking  blood, 

The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghofl. 

TVar.  Then  let  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood  : 
I'll  kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  not  fly. 
Why  ftand  we  like  foft- hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  lofl^cs,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage  ; 
And  look  upon,  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play'd  in  jefl:  by  counterfeiting  aflors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  ftill, 
'Till  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine. 
Or  fortune  given  mc  meafure  of  revenger 

Ediv.  O  Warwick  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine  j 
And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  my  foul  to  thine  — 
And,  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 
I  throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  Thee, 
Thou  fetter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kings ! 
Befeeching  thee — if  with  thy  will  it  ffands. 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  muil:  be  prey — 
Yet  that  the  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope. 

And  give  fweet  paflage  to  my  finful  foul ! 

Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again. 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 

Rich.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand; — and,  gentle  War- 
wick, 

Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms : • 

I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe. 
That  winter  fhould  cut  off  our  fpring-time  fo. 

War.  Away,  away  !  Once   more,   fweet  lords,   fare- 
wel. 

Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops  : 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  liay  ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  fiand  to  us  ; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  fuch  rewards 
As  vi(ri:ors  wear  at  the  Olyrripian  games  : 
This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  breads ; 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life,  and  vidlory. — 
Fore- How  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.        [^ExeunL 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    IV. 

Another  Fart  of  the  field,     Excurfions*     Enter  Ricii" 
ARD,  tf«^  Clifford 

Rich,  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone: 
Suppofe,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland  ;  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Clif,  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here  alone  : 
This  IS  the  hand,  that  ftabb'd  thy  father  York ; 
And  this  the  hand,  that  fiew  thy  brother  Rutland; 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their  death. 
And  cheers  thefe  hands,  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother. 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyfelf ; 
And  fo,  have  at  thee. 

[They  fight,    Warwick  enters,  Clifford^/^j. 

I^ich.  Nay,  Warwick,  fingle  out  fome  other  chace  ; 
For  I  myfelf  will  hunt  this  v/olf  to  death*  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE     V. 

Another  Pari  of  the  Field,   Alarum,    Enter  KingHEURY. 

K  Henry,  This  batdc  fares  like  to  the  morning's  war. 
When  dying  clouds  <  ontend  with  growing  light  j 
What  time  the  (hfrphcrd,  blowing  of  his  nails. 
Can  neither  call  \t  perfedl  day,  nor  night. 
Now  (ways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  fea, 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  : 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  feif  fame  fea 
Forc'd  to  retire  by  fury  oF  the  wind  : 
Sometim'. ,  the  fl-ood  prevails  ;  and  then,  the  wind  ; 
Now,  ore  the  better  ;  then,    another  bell; 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breaft  to  breafl, 
Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered. 
So  i:i  the  ecual  pcile  ot  this  fell  war. 
Piere  on  this  mole-hill  will  J  fit  me  down. 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  ? 

For 
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For  Margaret  my  queen,  and  Clifford  too, 

Plave  chid  me  from  the  battle  ;  fwearing  both. 

They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 

'Would  I  were  dead  ?  if  God's  good  will  were  fo  : 

For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe  ? 

O  God  !  mcthinks,  it  were  a  happy  life. 

To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  fwain ; 

To  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now. 

To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point. 

Thereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run : 

How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete. 

How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day. 

How  many  days  will  finifli  up  the  year. 

How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  time  : 

So  many  hours  muft  I  tend  my  flock ; 

So  many  hours  muft  I  take  my  reft  ; 

So  many  hours  muft  I  contemplate  ; 

So  many  hours  muft  I  fport  myfelf ; 

So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young  ; 

So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  v;ill  yean  ; 

So  many  months  ere  I  fnall  flieer  the  fleece  : 

So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years, 

Paft  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

Ah,  what  a  life  were  this !  how  fweet,    how  lovely  ! 

Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bufti  afweeter  fliade 

To  fhepherds,  looking  on  their  filly  fiieep, 

Than  doth  a  rich  embroider *d  canopy 

To  kings,  that  fear  their  fubjects'  treachery  ? 

O,  yes,  it  do:h  ;  a  thoufand  fold  it  doth. 

And  to  conclude — the  fliepherd's  homely  curds. 

His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 

His  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefli  tree's  fliade, 

All  which  fecure  and  fweetly  he  enjoys 

Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  dellcates. 

His  viands  fparkling  in  a  golden  cup, 

His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 

When  care,  miftruft,  and  treafon  waits  on  him. 


Alarum, 
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Alarum.     Enter  a  Son  that  had  killed  his  Father, 
Son.  Ill  blows  the  wiud,  that  profits  nobody. — 
This  miin,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 
May  be  pofTefTed  of  forne  fl;ore  of  crowns  > 
And  I,   that  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 
May  yet  ere  night  yield  both  my  life  and  them 
To  fome  man  elfe,  as  this   dead  man  doth  me.  ——» 
Who's  this  ?-~0h  God  !  it  is  my  father's  face. 
Whom  in  this  confiifl  I  unwarcs  have  kill'd. 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events  ! 
From  London  by  the  king  was  I  prefs'd  forth  ;' 
My  father,  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man. 
Came  on  the  part  of  York,    prefs'd  by  his  mailer  ; 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 

Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 

Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did  ! 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee  !  — 
My  tears  fhall  wipe  away  thcfe  bloody  marks ; 
And  no  more  words,  'till  they  have  flow'd  their  fill. 
K.  Henry,  O  piteous  fpe6lacle  1  O  bloody  times  ! 
Whilft  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear ; 
And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharg'd  with  grief. 

Enter  a  Father^  bearing  his  fan, 

Fath,  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  haft  refilled  me. 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold  ; 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows.-— 
But  let  me  fee  : — Is  this  our  foeman's  face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  fon  ! — 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee. 
Throw  up  thine  eye  ;  fee,  fee,  what  (bowers  arlfc, 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempeft  of  my  heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart  !— 
O,  pity,  God,  this  miferableage  I  — 
What  ftratagems,  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural. 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget  1^ 
O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  foon, 

And 
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And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late  ! 

K,  Henry.  Woe  above  woe  !  giief  more  than  common 
grief; 
O,  that  my  death  would  flay  thefe  ruthful  deeds  i  — • 

O  pit)',  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity! ■ 

The  red  rofe  and  the  white  are  on  his  face. 
The  fatal  colours  of  our  ftriving  houfes  : 
The  one,  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles ; 
The  other,  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  prefenteth  : 
Wither  one  rofe,  and  let  the  other  flourilh  ! 
If  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  mull:  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death. 
Take  on  with  me,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ? 

Fath.  How  will  my  wife",  for  (laughter  of  my  fon, 
Shed  feas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  flitisfy'd  ? 

K.  Henry.  How  will   the   country,     for   thefe  woful 
chances. 
Mis-think  the  king,  and  not  be  fatlsfy'd  ? 

Son.  Was  ever  fon,  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death  ? 

Fath.  Was  ever  father,  fo  bemoan'd  his  fon  ? 

K.  Henry,  Was   ever  king,    fo  griev'd  for   fubje£ls' 
woe  ? 
Much  is  your  forrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

\^Exk  with  the  Body* 

Fath.  Thefe  arms  of  mine  (hall  be  thy  winding-flieet  j 
My  heart,  fweet  boy,  (hall  be  thy  fepulchre ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  fhall  go. 
My  flghing  bread  fhall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  fo  obfequious  will  thy  father  be 
Sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more. 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  fons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence  ;  and  let  them  fight  that  will. 
For  I  have  murder'd  where  I  (houid  not  kill, 

l^Exit^  with  the  Body. 

K,  Henry.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  (its  a  king  more  woful  than  you  are. 

Alarums,      Excurfions.      Enter   the   ^een,     Prince  of 
Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prince,  Fly,  father,  fly  !    for  all  your  friends  are  fied 

And 
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/  Qu  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Avv<iy  !    for  death  doth  ho^i  us  in  purfuit. 

^:ccn.  Mount  you,    my  lord,    towards  Berwick  poft 
amain  : 
Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  fight, 
Wich  fiery  eyes,  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 
And  bloody  fleel  grafp'd  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Ave  at  our  backs  \  and  therefore  hence  amain, 

Exe.   Away!    for  vengeance  comes  along  with  ihem : 
Nay,  flay  not  to  expoflulate,  make  fpeed  ; 
Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Henry.  Na}?,     take    me   with     thee,     good   fweet 
Exeter ; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  flay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.     Forward  ;  away  I 

Exeunt. 

^ '  •  "I 

SCENE     VI. 

vf  Jjtid  Alarum,     Enter  Clifford^  zuounded. 

Ciif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out,  ay,  here  it  dies, 
W  hich,  while  it  lailed,  gave  king  Henry  light. 
Ah,  Laccafter  !  I  fear  thine  overthrow. 
Mere  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  foul. 
My  love,  and  fear,   glgw'd  many  friends  to  thee  j 
And,  no'.v  I  fail,    thy  tcufji  commixture  melts. 
Impairing  Henry,  flrtngth'ning  mis-proud  York, 
The  common  people  fwarm  like  fummer  flics  : 
Aiid  whither  fly  the  gnats,   but  to  the  fun  ? 
And  who  Ihines  now,  but  Henry's  enemy  ? 
O  Phccbus  1  hadft  thou  never  given  confent 
That  Phaeton  fhouldlt  check  thy  fiery  fleeds, 
Thy  burning  car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth  : 
And  Henry,   hadll  trhou  fway'd  as  kings  (liould  do, 
A  lid  as  thy  father,  'and  his  father,  did. 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
They  never  then  had  fprung  like  fummer  flics— 
I,  and  tea  thaufand  in  this  luckiefs  realm,    . 

Had 
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Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  deaths, 

And  thou  this  day  hadft  kept  thy  throne  in  peace. 

Fot  what  doth  cherifh  weeds,  but  gentle  air  f 

And  what  makes  robbers  bold,  but  too  much   lenity  ? 

Bootlefs  are  plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  wounds ; 

No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight  : 

The  foe  is  mercilefs,  and  will  not  pity  ; 

And,  at  their  hands,  I  have  dcferv'd  no  pity. 

The  air  haih  got  into  my  deadly  wounds,    . 

And  much  effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint: — 

Come,  York,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  reft ; 

I  ftabb'd  your  fathers'  bofoms,  fplit  my  breafl. 

[^He  faints, 
Alaru7n^    and  Retreat.     Enter  Edward,    Clarence, 
Richard,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

Edw.  Now  breathe  we,   lords  ;  good  fortune  bids  us 
paufe, 

And  fmooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks 

Some  troops  purfue  the  bloody-minded  queen  ; — 
That  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  king, 
As  doth  a  fail,  fili'd  with  a  fretting  gufl, 
Command  an  argofy  to  flem  the  waves. 
But  rhink  you,  lords,  that  Clifford  flew  with  them  ? 

War.  No,  'tis  impofTiIsle  he  fhould  efcape  : 
For  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave  ; 
And,  wherefoc'er  he  is,  he's  furely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans,  and  dies. 

Edw.  Whofe  foul  is  that  which  takes  her  heavy  leave  ? 

Rich.  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's  departing. 

Ediv.  See  who  it  is :  and,  now  the  battle's  ended. 
If  friend,  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  us'd. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  ClJfTord  ; 
Who  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
But  fet  his  murdering  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring, 
I  mean,  our  princely  father,  duke  of  York. 

^ar.  From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head, 
Your  father's  head,  which  Cliitord  placed  there  : 
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•Indeid  whereof,  let  his  fupply  the  room  ; 
Meafuie  tor  meafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Ediu.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  fcreech-owl  to  our  houfc. 
That  rsothing  fung  but  death  to  us  and  ours  : 
Now  death  fhall  ftop  his  difmal  threatening  found. 
And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  (liail  fpcak. 

[Jttendants  bring  the-  Body  forward* 
War.  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft:  — 
Say,  Clifford,  dofl  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  ? — 
Dark  cloudy  death  o'erfhades  his  beams  of  life, 
And  he  nor  fees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  fay. 

R'lch^  O,  'would  he  did  !   and  fo,  perhaps,  he  doth  ; 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit, 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts 
ki  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father.. 

Cla.   If  fo  thou  think'It,  vex  him  with  eager  word?. 
Rkh.  CiifFord,  afk  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 
Ed-vj.  CiifFord,  repent  in  bootlefs  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  dcvife  excufes  for  thy  faults. 
Cla.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 
Rxch,  Thou  didfl:  love  York,  and  I  am  fon  to  York. 
Edw,  Thou  pitiedH  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Cla,  Where's  captain  Margaret,  to  fence  you  now  ? 
IVar.  They  mock  thee,    Clifford  ;  fwear  as  thou  waft 

wont. 
Rich,  What,    not  an  oath  ?    nay,    then  the  world  g02S 
liard, 
When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath  : — 
I  know  by  that,  he's  dead  ;  and,  by  my  foul. 
Would  this  right  hand  buy  but  an  hour's  life, 
That  I  in  all  defpight  might  rail  at  him, 
I'd  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  iffuing  blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whole  iinftaunched  third 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfy. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead  :  Off  with  the  traitor's  kead> 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  (lands. — 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 
From  thence  ftiall  Warwick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 
4ind  aik  the  lady  Boua  for  thy  queen  : 

So 
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So  (halt  thou  finew  both  thefe  lands  together; 

And,  having  France  thy  Friend,  thou  fhalt  not  dread 

The  fcattcr'd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rife  again  ; 

For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt, 

Yet  look  to  have  them  buz,  to  offend  thine  ears.    • 

Fir  ft,  will  I  fee  the  coronation  ; 

And  then  to  Britanny  I'll  crofs  the  fea, 

To  eff£(5t  this  marriage,  fo  it  pleafe  my  lord. 

Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt,  fweet  Warwick,  let  it  be  : 
For  on  ihy  ihoulder  do  I  build  my  feat  j 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing, 
Wherein  thy  counfel  and  confent  is  wanting. — 
Richard,  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Glofter  ;— 
And  George,  of  Clarence  ; — Warwick,  as  ourfelf. 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  beft. 

Rich.  Let  me  be  duke  of  Clarence ;  George,  of  Glof- 
ter; 
For  Glofler's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

fFar.  Tut,  that's  a  fooli(h  obfervation; 
Richard,  be  duke  of  Glofler :  Now  to  London, 
To  fee  thefe  honours  in  poireflion.  [Exeunt, 

ACT    in.      SCENE     1. 

j4  TFoodin  Lancajhire,    Enter  Sinklo,  tind  Humphrey, 
vjith  Crofs'Boivs  in  their  hands » 

Sinklo, 


u, 


NDER  this  thick-grown  brake  we'll  (hroud  ourfelves; 
For  through  this  iaund  anon  the  deer  will  come  ; 
And  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  ffand, 
Cnlling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

Hum.  I'll  {lay  above  the  hill,  fo  both  may  fh'^or. 

Sink,  That  cannot  be  ;  the  noife  of  thy  crofs -h^w 
Will  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  flioot  is  loll. 
Here  fland  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beil : 
And,  for  the  time  (hall  not  feem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day, 
In  this  (elf  place  where  now  we  mean  to  fland. 

Da  Hum* 
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Hum-  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  flay  'till  he  be  pafl. 
Etiter  King  Henry,  with  a  Prayer-  Book, 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  I  ftol'n,    even  of  pure 
love, 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wifliful  fight* 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine  ; 
Thy  place  is  fili'd,  thy  fceptre  wrung  from  thee, 
I'hy  balm  wafh'd  off,  wherev/ith  thou  waft  anointed : 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Csefar  now, 
No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  right. 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee  ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 

Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whofe  fKin's  a  keeper's  fee: 
This  is  the  quondam   king  ;  let's  feize  upon  him. 

K,  Henry*  Let  me  embrace  thefe  four  adverfities ; 
For  wife  men  fay,  ir  is  the  wifeft  eourfe. 

Hutn,  Why  linger  we  ?  let  us  lay  hands  upon  him. 

Sink.  Forbear  a  while;  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K.  Henry,  My  queen,  and  fon,  are  gone  to  France  for 
aid  ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick 
Is  thither  gone,  to  crave  the  French  king's  filler 
To  wife  for  Edward :  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  queen,  and  fon,  your  labour  is  but  loft  % 
For  Warwick  is  a  fubtle  orator, 
And  Lewis  a  prince  foon  won  with  moving  words. 
By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him  ; 
For  (he's  a  woman  to  be  pity'd  much  : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  breaft ; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  maible  heart; 
The  tyger  will  be  mild,  while  (lie  doth  mourn; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorfe. 
To  hear,  and  fee,  her  plamts,  her  brinifti  tears. 
Ay,  but  (lie's  come  to  beg  ;  Warwick,  to  give : 
She,  on  his  left  fide,  craving  aid  for  Henry  ; 
He,  on  his  right,  alking  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weep.:,  an."!  fays— -her  Henry  is  depos'd  ;. 
He  fmiies,  and  fays— his  Edward  is  inftall'd  j 
Thai;  f].-.   roor  wretch,  for  grief  can  (peak  no  more  : 
vv  lii  ok  tells  his  title,  fmooths  the  wroog, 

Infcrreth 
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Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  frrength  ; 
And,  in  conclufion,  wins  the  king  from  her, 
With  promife  of  his  filler,  and  what  elfe, 
To  Orengthen  and  fupport  king  Edward's  place. 
O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be;  and  thou,  poor  foul, 
Art  then  iorfaken,  as  thou  went'If  forlorn. 

Hu?n.   Say,  what  art  thou,  that   talk'ft  of  kings  and 
queeps  ? 

K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,  and  lefs  than  I  was  born 
to: 
A  man  at  leaff,  for  lefs  I  (liould  not  be; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 

Bum,  Ay,  but  thou  talk'fl  as  if  thou  wert  a  king. 

K.  Henry,  Why,  fo  I  am,  ia  mind,  and  that's  enouoh. 

Hum.  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  wnere  is  thy  crown  ?   . 

K,  Henry,  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  ; 
Notdeck'd  with  diamonds,  and  Indian  liones. 
Nor  to  be  feen  ;  my  crown  is  call'd,  Content; 
A  crown  it  is,  that  feldom  kings  enjoy. 

Hum,  Well,  if  you  be  a  king  crowa'd  with  content, 
Your  crown  content,  and  you,   rnuft  be  Contented 
To  go  along  ulth  us  :  for,  as  we  think. 
You  are  the  king,  king  Edward  hath  depos'd  ; 
And  we  his  fubjcfls,  fworn  in  all  allegiance. 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K.  Henry,  But   did  you  never  fwear,  and   break   aa 
oath  > 

Hum.  K'o,  never  fuch  an  oath  ;   nor  will  we  row. 

K,  Henry.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was  king  of 
England  ? 

Hum.    Here  in  this  country,  where  we  now  remain. 

K  .  Henry.  I  was  anointed  king  at  nine  months  old ; 
My  father,  and  my  grandfather,  were  kings  ; 
And  you  were  fworn  true  fubjedts  unto  me  : 
And,  tell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths? 

Sik,  No  ;  tor  we   were  fubje<fi:s  but  while  you  were 
king. 

K,  Henry.  Why,  am  I  dead  ?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man  ? 
Ah,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear. 
Look  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the    air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
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Obeying  with  my  wrad  when  I  do  blow. 

And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows. 

Commanded  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 

Such  is  the  lightnefs  of  you  common  men. 

But  do  not  break  your  oaths  ;  for,  of  that  Cm 

My  mild  entreaty  Oiall  not  make  you  guilty. 

Go  where  you  will,  the  king  (hall  be  commanded  ; 

And  be  you  kings ;  command,  and  I'll  obey. 

Sink.  We  are  true  fubjeds  to  the  king,  king  Edward, 

K.  Henry.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  feated  as  king  Edward  is. 

Shik.  We  charge  you,  in  God's   name,  and  in   the 
king's, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K,  Henry,  In  God's  name,  lead  ;  your  king's  name  be 
obey'd  : 
And  what  God  will,  that  let  your  king  perform  ; 
And  what  he  will,    I  humbly  yield  unto.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE     II. 

London,  ^he  Palace.    Enter  King  Edwav^b,  Gloster, 
Clarence,  and  Lady  G key, 

K.  Edw,  Brother  of  Glofter,  at  St.  Alban's  field 
This  lady's  huiband,  Sir  John  Grey,  was  flain, 
His  land  then  feiz'd  on  by  the  conqueror  : 
Her  fuit  is  nov/,  to  repofTefs  thofe  lands ; 
Which  we  in  juflice  cannot  well  deny, 
Becaufe  in  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  York 
The  noble  gentleman  did  lofc  his  life. 

Glo.  Your  highnefs  fliall  do  well,  to  grant  her  fuit; 
It  were  dishonour,  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edtu.  It  were  no  lefs ;  but  yet  I'll  make  apaufe. 

Glo.  Yea!  isitfo^  [Afide, 

I  fee  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  king  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Cla,  Pie  knows  the  game  5  How  true  he  keeps  the  wind. 

iJfidc, 

Gh,  Silence ! 

A'.  £d%u. 
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A''.  Edw.  "^^idow,  we  will  con  fid  er  of  your  fuit ; 
And  come  fome other  time,  to  koow  our  minJ. 

Grey,  Right  gracious  lord,  I  cannot  brook  delay : 
May  it  pleafe  your  highnefs  to  refolve  me  now; 
And  what  your  pleafure  is,  Hiall  fatisfy  me. 

Glo,  [AjMe,~\   Ay,  widow?  then   I'll  warrant    you  all 

your  lands, 
An  if  what  pleafes  him,  Hiall  pleafure  you. 
•^'ight  clofer,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Clar.  ly^JIde.]  1  fear  her  not,  unlefs  fhe  chance  to  full, 
Gio,  [4/ide.]  God  forbid  that  !  for  he'll  take  vantage?. 
K.  Edzu,  How  many  children  haft  thou,  widow  ?  tell 

me. 
Cl^r*  [4/^de,]  I  think,  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 
Glo.  J/ide.]  Nay,  whip  me  then;  he'll  rather  give  her 

two. 
Grey,  Three,  my  mofl  gracious  lord. 
Glo,  i^fJe,']  You  fliall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by 

him. 
^.  Edw.  'Twere   pity,  they  (hould  lofe  their  father's 

land. 
Grey.  Be  piriful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it  then. 
K.  Edw.  Lords,  give  us  leave ;  Til   try  this   widow's 

wit. 
Glo.  Ay,  good   leave  have  you  ;  for  you   will    have 

leave, 
^Till  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  your  crutch. 

[Gloster  and  Clarence  retire  to  the  other  Side* 
K.  Edw,  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love  your  chil- 
dren ? 
Grey.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myfelf. 
K.  Ediv.  And  would  you   not   do  much  to  do   them 

good  ? 
Grey,  To  do  them  good,  I  would  fuftain  fome  harm. 
A'.  Edzu.  Then  get  your  hufband's  lands,    lo  do  them 

good. 
Grey.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  majefty. 
K.  Edtu,  rii  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Grey,  So  fnall  you  bind  me  to  your  highncfs's  fervice. 
K,  Edw,  What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I  give  rhem  ? 
Grey,  What  you  comma»d,  that  ref'ts  in  m?  to  oo. 
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K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon* 
Grey.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  carinot  do  it. 
K,  Edzv*  Ay,  but  thou  cauil  do  what  I  mean  to  afk. 
Grey,  Why,  then  I  will  do  what  your  grac^  commands* 
Glo.  He  plies  her  hard  j  and  much  rain  wears  the  mar- 
ble. IJftde. 
Gar,  As  red  as  fire !  nay,  then  her  wax  mufl:  melt. 

\_Jfide. 
Grey.  Why  ftops  my  lord  ?  fhall  I  not   hear  ray  talk  ? 
K»  Ediu.  An  eafy  tafk  ;  'tis  but  to  love  a  king. 
Grey.  That's  foon  pcrform'd,  bccaufel  am  a  fubje<n:. 
K,  Edw,  Why  then,  thy  hultand's  lands  1  freely  give 

thee. 
Grey    I  take  my  leave,  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
Glo.    The  match  Is  made  ;   Aie  feals  i\  with  a  curt'fyc 
K  Edvj,  But  ftay  thee,  'tis  the  fruits  of  love  I  mean. 
Grey.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  liege. 
K,  Edw,  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me,  in  another  fenfe. 
What  love,  think'ft  thou,  I  fue  fo  much  to  get  ? 

Grey,  My  love  'till  death,    my   humble  thanks,    my 
prayers  ; 
Th::t  love.,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 
K.  Edw,  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  love. 
Grey.  Why,  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  did, 
K.  Ed'iv.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  mind. 
Grey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 
Your  highnels-  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Edw.   To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 

Grey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  iie  in  prifon. 

K.  Edw.  Why,  ihen  thou  flialt  not  have  thy  hufband'g 

lands. 
Grey,  Why,  vhen  mine  honeAy  fliall  be  my  dower  : 
For  by  that  lofs  I  will  not  purchafe  them. 

K.  Edw.  Herein  thou  wrong'ft  thy  children  mightily. 
Grey.   Herein  your  highncfs  wrongs  both  them  and  mc* 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination 
Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit ; 
Pleafe  you  difmifs  me,  either  v/ith  ay,  or  no. 

K.  Edzv,  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  fay  ay,  to  ray  requefl: : 
No  •  if  thou  doft  fay  no,  to  my  demand. 

Grey.^  Then,  no,  my  lord.     My  fuit  is  at  an  end. 


ixb.  Tl:-:  "viJow  likes  him  not,  (hz   kn'ts   her  brows. 

Gar.  He  is  the  bUintefi:  woo^r  in  Chriftendom.    \_Jfide. 

K,  Edzv    \_/!fJe.']  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  witU 
mod'^'ily  ; 
Her  voids  dc*  Hic  /  iier  wit  incompa^a^>]e  ; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  foverei.^aty  : 
One  way.  or  other,  fli.",  is  for  a  king  ; 
Aid  fhe  ihall  ^    my  love,  or  eife  ajy  queen. — — 
Say,  that  king  Edward  tiikc  thee  for  his  queen  ? 

Grey    'T"s  be;rer  fai  i  iiizo.  done,  my  gracious  lords 
I  am  .1  tubje-il  fir  to  jefl:  wichal, 
But   'ir  unfir.  to  be  a  fovereionc 

K.  Edzu.  S'.veet  widow,  by  my  flate  I  fwear  to  thee, 
I  (peak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends  ; 
And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  lave. 

Gr  7.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto ; 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen  ; 
And  yer  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Eaw,  You  cavil,  widow  ;  I  did  mean,  my  queen. 

Grey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  fons  Ihould   call 
vou — father. 

K.  Edzv,  No  more,  thaa  when  my  daughters  call  thee 
mother. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  had:  fome  children  ; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  T,  being  but  a  bachelor. 
Have  other  fome  ;  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  ims, 
Anfwer  no  tiiore,  for  thou  (halt  be  my  queen. 

G/o.  1  he  ghoflly  father  now  hath  done  bis  fhrifr. 

I4fidg. 

Clar.  When  he  was  made  a  ilirlver,  'twas  for   fhift. 

[Afide. 
K.  Edw.  Brothers,   you  mufe  what  chat  we  two  have 

had. 
Glo.  The  widow  likes  It  not,  for  Hie  looks  fad. 
K.  Edw.  You'd  thinlc  it  flrange,  if  I  fhould  marry  her. 
Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Edzu.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myfelf. 
Gio.  That  would  be  ten  day's  wonder,  at  the  leafi. 
C/a?\  Thai's  a  day  Icoger  than  a  wonder  lafts. 

Gl,. 
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Clo.  By  {o  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
K.  Edw.   Well,  jeft  on,  brothers:  I  can  tell  you  both, 
Herfuit  is  granted  for  her  hufbaad*s  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman, 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 
And  brought  asprifoner  to  your  palace  gate. 

A.  Edw,  See,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower :-~ 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  queftion  of  his  appiehennon. — 
Vv^idow,  go  you  along  ;— Lords,  ufe  her  honourably. 

[Exeunt  King,  Lady,  Clarence,  and  Lords* 

do.  Ay,  Edward  will  ufe  women  honourably. 
'Would  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring. 
To  crcfs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for  ! 
And  yet,  between  my  fouTs  deGre,  and  me 
(The  iuitful  Edward's  title  buried), 
Is  Clarence,   Henry»  and -his  fon  young  Edward, 
And  all  the  unlook'd-for  iflTue  of  their  bodies, 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myfelf ; 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpole  ! 
Why,  then  1  do  but  dream  on  fovereignty ; 
Like  one  that  ftands  upon  a  promontory, 
And  fpies-  a  far-off  (liore  where  he  would  tread, 
WiHiing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye  ; 
And  chides  the  fea  that  funders  him  from  thence. 
Saying'— he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way:' 
So  do  I  wi(h  the  crown,  being  fo  far  off; 
And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it  j 
And  fo  1  fay—I'll  cut  the  caufes  o^. 
Flattering  me  with  impofnbllities. — 
My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erwecns  too  much, 
Unlefs  my  hand  and  flrength  could  equal  them. 
Well,  fay  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard ; 
What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  aflbrd  ? 
I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments. 
And  witch  fweet  ladies  with  ray  words  and  looks. 
Omifeiable  thought  i  and  more  unlikely, 

Than 
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Than  to  accomplifn  twenty  golden  crowns ! 

Why,  love  forlwore  me  in  my  mocher's  womb: 

And,  for  I  (liould  not  deal  ia  her  fofc  laws. 

She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  (brink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  Hirub  ; 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  ray  back. 

Where  fits  deformity  to  u.xk  my  body ; 

To  fhape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize  ; 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part, 

Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whclp. 

That  carries  no  impreflioQ  like  the  dam. 

And  am  [  then  a  man  to  be  beloved  ? 

O,  monftrous  fault;,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought! 

Then,  lince  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  perfon  than  myfelf, 

I'll  make  my  heaven  — to  dream  upon  the  crown  ; 

And,  while  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but  hell. 

Until  my  mif-fhap'd  trunk  that  bears  this  head. 

Be  round  impaled  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  gee  the  crown. 

For  many  lives  ftand  between  me  and  home : 

And  I — like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  wood. 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns  • 

Seeking  a  v/ay,  and  Graying  from  the  way  ; 

Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air. 

But  toiling  defperately  to  find  it  out — 

Torment  myfelf  to  catch  the  Englifh  crown  : 

And  from  that  torment  I  will  free  myfelf. 

Or  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  axe. 

Why,  I  can  fmiie,  and  murder  while  I  fmile  ; 

And  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart; 

And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears. 

And  frame  my  face  to  all  occafions, 

I'll  drown  more  failors  than  the  mermaid  fliall; 

ril  (lay  more  gazers  than  the  bafllifk  j 

ril  play  the  orator  as  v/ell  as  Nellor, 

Deceive  more  (lily  than  UlylTes  could. 

And,  like  a  Sinon,  take  another  Troy  : 

I  can  add  colours  to  the  cameleon  ; 

Change  fliapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 

Aoi 
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And  fet  the  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  fchool^ 

Can  I  do  this  ?  and  cannot  get  a  crown  ? 

Tut !  were  it  farther  off,  I'll  pluck  it  down.  [^Exit. 


SCENE    m. 

prance.  Fkiinjh,  Enter  Lewis  the  French  King,  Lady 
Bona,  Bourbon,  ^een  Margaret,  Prince 
Edward  her  Son,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford, 
L,E\visJits,  and  rifeth  up  again, 

K.  Lewis,  Fair  queen  of  Englindj  worchy  Margaret, 
Sit  down  with  us  ;  it  ill  befits  ihy  ftatej 
And  birth,  that   thou  fhouldft  rtand,  while  Lewis  doth 
fit. 

^icen.  No,  mighty  king  of  France  ;  now  Margaret 
Muft  flrike  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  to  ferve, 
Where  king's  command.     I  was,  I  miifl  confefs. 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days  : 
But  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  difhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground  ; 
Where  I  muft  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune,  ■ 

And  to  my  humble  feat  conform  myfelf. 

K,  Leivis,  Why,  fay,  fair  queen,  whence  fprings  this 
deep  def pair  ? 

^een.  From  fiich  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears, 
And  ftops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd  in  cares. 

K.  Lewis.  Whate'er  it  be,  be  thou  ftill  like  thyfelf. 
And  fit  thee  by  our  fide  :  yield  not  thy  neck 

\_Seats  her  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntlefsmind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 
Be  plain,  queen  Marga?€t,  and  tell  thy  grief; 
Jl  (hall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

^leen,     Thofe   gracious  words   revive  my   drooping 
thoughts, 
And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak. 
Kow,  therefore,  be  it  known  to  noble  Lewlii— 
That  Henry,  fole  poflefTor  of  my  love. 
Js,  of  a  king,  become  a  banifh'd  man, 

And 
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And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forlorn ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  duke  of  York, 
Ufurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  feat 
Of  England's  true  anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  caufe,  that  I,  poor  Margaret — 
With  this  my  fon,  prince  Edward,  Henry's  heir—- 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  and  lawful  aid  ; 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done : 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help  ; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  mif-led. 
Our  treafure  feiz'd,  our  foldiers  put  to  flight. 
And,  as  thou  feeft,  ourfelves  in  heavy  plight, 

K.  Le--iL\    Renowned  queen,  wiih   patience  calm  the 
florm, 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  ofF. 

^ucen.  The  more  we  flay,  the  flronger  grows  our  foe, 

K.  Leijo,  The  more  I  flay,  the  more  I'll  fuccourthee. 

^een.  O,  but  impatience  waiteth  on  true  forrow  : 
And  fee,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

Enter  Warwick. 

K,  Le-ix).  What's  he,  approacheth  boldly  to  cur  pre- 
fence  ? 

^een.  Our  earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  greateft  friend. 

K.  Le^ju^    Welcome,    brave   Warwick !    What  brings 
thee  to  France  ?     {^He  defcends.     She  arifeth* 

^leen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  fform  to  rife; 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 

War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  fovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come— in  kindnefs,  and  unfeigned  love — ^ 
Firft,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon ; 
And,   then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  ; 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  voucbfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fairfifter, 
To  England's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 

^ueen.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  done. 

JVar,  And,  gracious  madam,  in  our  king's  behalf, 

{Speaking  to  Bona. 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
fiumbly  to  kifs  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 

Ta 
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To  tell  the  paffion  of  my  fovereign's  heart ; 
Where  fame,    late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Bath  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image,    and  thy  virtue. 

^een.  King  Lewis— and  lady  Bona — hear  me  fpeak, 
Befoie  you  anfwer  Warwick.     His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edv/ard's  well-meant  honeft  love, 
Em  from  deceit  bred  by  necelTity: 
Tor  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
TJiikfs  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  tyrant,   this  reafon  may  fuffice— 
That  Henry  livech  fcill  :  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  prince  Edward  ftands,   king  Henry's  fon. 
Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  difiionour: 
For  though  ufurpers  fway  the  rule  a  while, 
Yet  heavens  are  juO;,  and  time  fuppreifeth  wrongs, 

J'Far.  Injurious  Margaret  I 

"Prince^  And  why  not  queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  father  Henry  did  ufurp  ; 
And  thou  no  more  art  prince,  than  (he  is  queen. 

Oxf.  Then  W^arwick  difanniils  great  John  of  Gaunr, 
Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain  ; 
hu6,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth, 
Whole  wifdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wifeft  ; 
And,  after  that  wife  prince,  Henry  the  fifth. 
Who  by  his  prowefs  conquered  all  France  : 
From  thefe  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

JVar.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  dif.ourfe. 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  fixth  hath  loft 
Ail  that  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks,  thefe  peers  of  France  fhould  fmilc  at  that. 
But  for  the  reft— You  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threefcore  and  two  years ;  a  filly  time 
'i'o  make  prefcription  for  a  kingdom'ti  worth. 

Oxf,  Why,    Warwick,    canlt  thou    fpeak  againft  thy 
liege, 
Whom  thou  obeyed'ft  thirty  aud  fix  year?, 
Aiid  not  bewray  thy  treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  faliehood  with  a  pedigree  ? 
For  (liame,  leav^  Htnry,  and  call  Edward  king, 

Oxf. 
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Oxf.  Call  him  my  king,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elder  brother,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  To,  my  falher. 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  mellow'd  yeais, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  ? 
No,  Warwick,  no;   while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  houfe  of  Lancaiter. 
War,   And  1  the  houfe  of  York. 
K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,    prince  Edward,    and  Ox- 
ford, 
Vouchfafe,   at  our  requefi:,  to  fl:and  afide, 
While  I  ufe  further  conference  with  Warwick. 

^leetu  Heavens  grant,  that  Warwick's  words  bewitch 
him  not !  [They  retire. 

K,  Lew*  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me,  even  upon  thy  confci- 
ence, 
Is  Edward  your  true  king  ?  for  I  were  loth, 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chofcTT. 

TVar,  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 
K.  Lew-  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eye  ? 
War.  The  more,  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
/C  Leiv.  Then  further — all  diiTembling  fet  afide. 
Tell  mc  for  truth  the  meafare  of  his  love 
Ufito  our  filler  Bona. 

IFar.  Such  it  feems, 
As  may  befeem  a  monarch  like  himfelf. 
Myfclf  have  often  heard  him  fay,  and  fwear-— 
That  this  his  love  v/as  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue's  pround, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's  fun; 
Exempt  from  envy,  but  not  from  difdain, 
Unlefs  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

A'  Leiv.   Now,  fjfter,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 
Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  (liall  be  mine  :  — 
Yet  I  confefs,  that  often  ere  this  day, 

[Speaking  to  Warvvicic, 
When  I  have  heard  your  king's  defert  recounted, 
-vline  ear  hath  tempted  judgtr.ent  to  defire, 

A\  Lew.   Then,    Warwick,    this— Our   fifter  fliall  be 
Edward's ; 
And  now  forthwith  (hall  articles  be  drJwa 

Touching 
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Touching  the  jointure  that  your  king  miifl:  make^ 
Which  with  her  dowry  ihall  be  counter pois'd  :— . 
Draw  near,  queen  Margaret ;  and  be  a  witnefs, 
That  Bona  fhall  be  wife  to  the  Englifh  kiog. 

Prince^  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englifh  king, 

^een.  Decciiful  Warwick  !   it  was  thy  device 
By  this  alliance  to  made  void  my  fuit ; 
Eefore  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 

K.  Lew,  And  ftill  is  friend  ro  him  and  Margaret  % 
Eut  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak — 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  fuccefs — 
'i  hen  'tis  but  reafon,  that  I  be  releaf'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifcd. 
Yet  (hall  yon  have  all  kindcefs  ar  my  hand, 
That  your  eftate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 

PFar,  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  his  eafe  j 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lofc. 
/\nd  as  for  you  yourfelf,  our  quondam  queen — 
You  have  a  father  able  to  naaintain  you  ; 
And  better  'twere,  you  troubled  him  than  France, 

^ueen.  Peace,  impudent  and  fnamelefs  Warwick,  peace | 
Proud  fetter- up  and  puller^down  of  kings  ! 
I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears. 
Both  full  of  truth,  I  make  king  Lewis  behold 
Thy  fly  conveyance,  and  thy  lord's  falfe  love ; 

[^Pofl,  bloiving  a  Horn  within^ 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf-fame  feather. 

K,  Lcvjls.  Warwick,  this  is  fome  pod  to  us,  or  thee. 
Enter  a  Pofi. 

Poft,  My  lord  ambafTador,   thefe  letters  are  fjr  you  ; 

\To  Warwkk. 
Sent  from  your  brother,  marquis  Montague. — 
7  hefc  11  om  our  king  unto  your  majefty. — 

\To  King  Lewis. 
And,  madam,  thefe  for  you  ;  from  whom,  I  know  not. 
[To  the  ^(cen.     They  all  read  .heir  letters* 
Oxf.,  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and  miftrefs 
Smiles  ar  her  news,  whi!e  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 

Prince,    Nay,    mark,    hov/  Lewis  flamps  as  he  were 
netiicd  : 

I  hope, 
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I  hope,  all's  for  the  beft. 

A'.  Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news  T    and   your's^ 
fair  queen  ? 

^tieen.  Mine,  fuch  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhopM  joys, 

J^ar.   Mine  full  of  fonow  and  heart's  difconfenr. 

K.  Lew.  What  i  has  your  king  marry'd  the  lady  Grey  :' 
And  now,  to  footh  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfunde  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France  > 
Dare  he  prefume  to  fcorn  us  in  this  manner  ? 

^een.  I  told  your  MajeHy  as  much  before  : 
This  proveth  Edward's  love,  and  Warwick's  honefly. 

War,  King  Lewis,  I  here  protefl: — in  fight  of  heaven. 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heavenly  blifs — 
That  1  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's  5 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  di (honours  me  ; 
But  mofl  himfelf,  if  he  could  fee  his  fhame. — 
Did  I  forger,  that  by  the  houfe  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pafs  the  abufe  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  f  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  I 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  laft  with  (hame  ? 
Shame  on  himfelf !  for  my  defert  is  honour. 
And,  to  repair  my  honour  loft  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry  :— 
My  noble  queen,  let  form.er  grudges  pafs, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  fcrvitor ; 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  flate. 

^leen,  Warvv'ick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd  my  hate  to 
love  ; 
And  I  forgive  and  quire  forget  old  faults, 
And  joy  that  thou  becom'ft  king  Henry's  friend. 

JVar,  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend. 
That,  if  king  Lewis  vouchfafe  to  furnifhus 
With  fomefew  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
'il  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coafl. 
And  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  (hail  fuccour  him  \ 
Apd  as  for  Clarence—as  my  letters  tell  me, 

K  ^  He's 
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He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him  ; 

For  matching  more  for  wanton  luft  than  honour, 

Or  than  for  (Irength  and  fafetyof  our  country. 

Bona,  Dear  brother,  how  Qiall  Bona  be  reveng'd. 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  dillrefTed  queen  ? 

^eeriy   Pveaowned  prince,  how  fhali  poor  Henry  live, 
Unlefs  thon  refcue  him  from  foul  defpair  > 

Bona.  My  quariel,  and  this  Engiiih  queen's  are  one. 
War,  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joms  with  your's. 
K*  Le-dj,  And  mine  with  her's,  and  thine  with  Mar- 
garet's. 
Therefore,  at  lafl,- 1  firmly  am  refolv'd. 
You  fhali  have  aid. 

^een.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 
K.  Leiv,  Then  England's  mefTenger,  return  in  pofc ; 
And  tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  king — 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers. 
To  revel  it  wiih  him  and  his  riew  biide  ; 
Thou  feeft  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  king  withal, 

Bona.  Tell  him,  In  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fliortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

^een.  Tell  him,  My  mourning  weeds  are  laid  afide, 
And  1  am  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

V/ar.  Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward  ;  be  gone.  [Exit  Pof.. 

K.  Le^.  But,  Warwick  ; 
Thyfelf,  and  Oxford,  with  five  thoufand  men, 
Snail  crofs  thefeas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battle  : 
And,  as  occafion  ferves,  this  noble  queen 
And  prince  fnall  follow  with  a  frcfh  fupply. 
Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  anfv/er  me  one  doubt; 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

TVar,  7  his  (hall  aiTure  my  conflant  loyalty  ;— 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  my  younger  daughter,   and  my  joy, 
To  him  forrhwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 

^een.  Yes,  I  agree,    and   thank  you  for  your  mo- 
tion : — 
Son  Edward,  {he  is  fair  and  virtuous, 
Therefore  ^clay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick ; 

And, 
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And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  fhall  be  rhine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  flie  well  deferves  It : 
And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

[^He  gives  his  Hand  to  Warwick. 

K.Lew.  Why  flay  we  now?  Thefe  foldiers   (hall  be 
levy'd, 
And  then,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  adn:iiral, 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. — 
I  long,  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mllchance. 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

{^Exeunt,     Mancnt  WARWICK, 

TVar.  Tcame  from  Edward  as  embafTador, 
But  I  return  his  fworn  and  mortal  foe  : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  war  (hall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  cife  to  make  a  ftale,  but  me  ? 
Then  ncne  but  I  fliall  turn  his  jeH:  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown, 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  mifery, 
But  feek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  [Exit. 

A  C  T     IV.       b  C  E  N  E     I. 

Tl>e  PaJace  in  England.     Enter  Gloster.    Clarence, 
Somerset  ^772^  Montague. 

Gkfter. 

J^  0  W  tell  me  brother  Clarence,  what  think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Grey  ? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 

Clar,  Alas,  you   know,  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France; 
How  could  he  ftay  'till  Warwick  made  return  ? 

Som.  My  lords,  forbear  this  talk  ;  here  comes  the  king 

Flourijh.  Enter  King  Edward,  lady  Grey,  as  ^een\ 
Pembroke,  Stafford,  and  Hastings.  Four 
Jiand  on  one  Side,  and  Jour  on  the  other,, 

Glo,  And  his  well-chofen  bride, 

E  2,  Clar. 
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Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
K.  Ednfj,  Now,  brother  of  Clarence,  how  likq  you  our 
choice, 
That  you  (land  penfive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 

plar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,  or  the  earl  of  War- 
wick ; 
Which  are  fo  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment. 
That  they'll  take  no  ofFenceat  ourabufe. 

K^  Edw,  Suppofe,   they  take  offence  without  a  caufe. 
They  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick  ;   I  am  Edward, 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  mud  have  my  will. 
-    Glo.  And  you  (hall  have  your  will,  becaufe  our  king: 
Yethafly  marriage  feldom  proveth  well 
K.  EdnK).  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too  ? 
Glo.  Not  I  : 
No ;  God  forbid,  that  I  fliould  wi(h  them  fever'd 
Whom  God  hath  join'd  together  :  ay,  and  'twere  pity. 
To  fander  them  that  yoke  fo  well  together. 

K,  Ediv,  Setting  your  fcorn?,  and  your  miflike,   afide. 
Tell  me  fomc  reafon,  why  the  lady  Grey 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  queen  ? 
And  you  too,  Somerfet,  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar*  Then  this  is  my  opinion —  that  king  Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Glo,  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge^ 
Is  now  di (honoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K,  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick   be   ap- 
peased. 
By  fuch  invention  as  I  can  devife  ! 

Mont,  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch  alliance. 
Would  more  have  ftrengthen'd  this  our  common  wealth 
^Gainft  foreign  florms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haft.  Why,  knows  not  Montague,  that  of  itfelf 
Hngland  is  fafe,  if  true  within  itfelf  ? 

Mont.  Yes ;    but  the  fafer,    when  'tis  back'd  with 

France. 
^aj},  'Tis  bejter  ufing  France,  than  trufling  France 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  feas, 
vVhich  he  hath  given  for  fenceimpregnablcj  .    . 

Antl 
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And  With  their  helps  alone  defend  ourfclves; 
In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lies. 

Cldr.  For  this  one  fpeech,  lord  Haftings  well  defcrves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 

K*  Ech.,    Ay,  what  of  that  ?    it  was  my  will,  and 
grant  ; 
And,  for  this  once,  my  will  fhall  ftand  for  law. 

Glo.  And  yec,   methinks,   your  grace  hath   not  done 
well. 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride  ; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Qarence  ; 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Clar,  Or  elfe  you  would  not  have  beftow^d  the  heir 
Of  the  lord  BonvilJe  on  your  new  wife's  fon, 
A^d  leave  your  brothers  to  go  fpeed  elfewhcre. 

K,  Edw,  Alas,  poor  Clarence  !  is  it  for  a  wife. 
That  thou  art  malecontent  I  I  will  provide  thee. 

Clar.  In  choofmgfor  yourfelf,  you  fhew'd  your  judge* 
ment : 
Which  being  fliallow,  you  fhall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf; 
And,  to  that  end,  I  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Ednv.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  king, 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will. 

^een.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  majefly 
To  raife  my  ftate  to  title  of  a  queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  mufl  all  confefs 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  defcenr. 
And  meaner  than  myfelf  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine, 
So  your  diQikes,  towhomi  would  be  pleafing, 
Do  cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  forrow. 

K,  Ediv,  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns; 
What  danger,  or  what  forrow  can  befall  thee. 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  conflant  friend. 
And  their  true  fovereign,  whom  they  muii  obey  ? 
Nay,  whom  they  fliall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
Unlcfs  they  feek  for  hatred  at  my  hands  : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe, 
And  they  fliall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wnih. 

E  3  Gk, 
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Glo,  [,^/ide,]  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  thiffk  the 
more. 

E^J^r  a  Pofl. 

K^Edw*  Now,  mefTengcr,  what  letters,  or  what  news. 
From  France  ? 

Pofi    My  fovereign  liege,  no  letters :  and  few  words. 
But  fuch  as  I,  without  your  fpecial  pardo^i, 
Dare  not  relate. 

K  Edix),  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee :    therefore,  in   brief. 
Tell  me  their  words  as -near  as  thou  canft  guefs  them. 
What  anfwer  makes  king  Lewis  unto  our  letters  ? 

Poji.   At  my  depart,  thefe  were  his  very  words ; 
Go  tellfalfe  Edivard,   thy  fuppofed  king — 
That  Len.vis  of  France  is  finding  over  majkers^ 
To  revel  it  'with  hitn  and  his  m'-w  bride.  ^ 

K,  Ed'uj.    Is  Lewis  fo  brave  ?    belike  he  thinks  me 
Henry. 
But  what  faid  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 

PoJ}.  Thefe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  difdaln  i 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  ^ido'werJhQrtly^ 
rilijoearthe  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

K.  Ediv,  I  blame  not  her,  (he  could  (ay  little  lefs; 
She  had  the  wrong.     But  what  faid  Henry's  queen  ? 
For  I  have  heard,  that  (he  was  there  in  place. 

Poft.  Tell  him.  quoth  (lie,  T7iy  mourning  ^eeds  are  done. 
And  Lam  ready  to  put  armour  on, 

K,  Ednv.  Belike,  (he  minds  to  play  the  Amazon. 
But  what  fiid  Warwick  to  thefe  injuries  ? 

Pcfi.  He,  more  incensM  againfl  yoar  majefly 
Than  all  the  reft,  difcharg'd  me  with  thefe  words ; 
Tell  him  from  me^  that  he  hath  done  me  wrongs 
And  therefore  Pit  uncrown  hi?n,  ere't  be  long. 

K,  Ednv.  Ha !  durft   the  traitor  breathe   out  fo  proud 
words  ? 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewarn'd  : 
They  (hall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefumption. 
But  fay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  ? 

PoJi.   Ay,  gracious   fovereign;    they  are  fo    link'd    in 
friendfhip, 
That  yonng  prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughter. 

Clar,- 
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Gar.  Belike,  the  younger  ;  Clarence  will  have  the  elder. 
Mow,  brother  king,  farewel,  and  fit  you  fafV, 
For  I  will  hence  to  Wiirwick's  other  daughter ; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdonn,  ytx.  in  marriage 
1  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. — 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and  SoMiLKSEr/oIIows^ 

Glo.  Not  I  : 
My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter  ;  I 
Kiay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [J/ide. 

K.  Edw.  Clarence  and   Somerfet  both  gone   to  War- 
wick ! 
Yet  am  I  arm'd  again  ft  the  worfe  can  happen ; 
And  hade  is  needful  in  rhis  defperate  cafe. — 
Pembroke,  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war  ; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed  ; 
Myfelf  in  perfon  will  ftraight  follow  you. 

[Exeirdt  Pembroke  ^w^/ Stafford, 
But,  ere  I  go,  Haftings — and  Montague — 
Refolve  my  doubt.     You  twain,  of  ail  the  reft. 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alliance  : 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  fo,  then  both  depart  to  him  ; 
I  rather  wifti  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends : 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  alTurance  with  fome  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpedt. 

Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true  ! 
'Haft.   And  Hafting's,  as  he  favours  Edward's  caufe  ! 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  ftand  by  us  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  {hall  withftand  you. 

K»  Edw    Why  fo  ;   then  am  I  fure  of  viftory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence  ;  and  lofe  no  hour, 
'Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power.   \_Exeunt, 

SCENE        II. 

Warwickfi)ire,     Enter  WarV'^ick,    and  Oxford,  ivith 
French  Soldiers. 

War.  Truft  me,  my  lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well ; 

E  4  The 
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The  common  people  by  numbers  fwarm  to  us. 

Enter  Ci^ARiLtic E  and  Somerset, 

But,  fee,  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  comes ; — 
Spe%k  fuddcnly,  my  lords,  are  we  ail  friends  ? 

Clar,  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 

IFar,  Then,    gentle  Clarence,    welcome   unto  War- 
wick,  

And  welcome,  Somerfet : — I  hold  it  cowardice. 

To  reft  miflruftful  where  a  noble  heart 

Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  fign  of  love ; 

Elfe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother. 

Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings : 

But  welcome,  Clarence;  my  daughter  fhall  be  thine. 

And  now  what  refts,  but,  in  night's  coverture, 

Thy  brother  being  carelefsly  encamp'd. 

His  foidiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about. 

And  but  attended  by  a  fimple  guard, 

We  may  furprife  and  take  him  at  our  plcafurc  ? 

Our  fcouts  have  found  the  adventure  very  eafy : 

That  as  Ulyffes,  and  flout  Diomede, 

With  flight  and  manhood  ftole  to  Rhefus'  tents. 

And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian  fatal  fteeds ; 

So  we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 

At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard. 

And  feize  himfelf ;  I  fay  not — flaughter  him. 

For  I  intend  but  only  to  furprife  him. — 

You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 

Applaud  the  name  of  Henry,  with  your  leader. 

[Thiy  cillery,  Henry! 
Why,  then,   let's  on  our  way  in  filent  fort : 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,   God  and  faint  George  I 

\_Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

Edward's   Camp.     Enter   the  Watclnnen  to  guard  hh 
Tent, 

I.  TFdtch    Come  on  my  mafters,  each  man  take  hTs 
ftandi 

The 
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The  king,  by  this,  is  fet  him  down  to  fleep. 
2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch.  Why  no  :  for  he  hath  made  a  folemn  vow. 
Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  refl, 

'Till  Warwick,  or  himfelf  be  quite  fupprefl. 

2  Watch,  To-morrow  then,  belike,  (hall  be  the  day 
If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  men  report. 

3  Watch,  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  that. 
That  with  the  king  here  refleth  in  his  tent  ? 

1  PFatch.  'Tis  the  lorfl  Haflings,   the  king's  chiefeft 

frieod. 
3  JVatch,  O,  is  it  fo  ?  But  why  commands  the  king. 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him. 
While  he  himfelf  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Watch,  'Tis  the  more  honour,   becaufe  more  dan- 

gerous. 

3  Watch.  Ay  ;  but  give  me  worfhip,  and  quietncfs, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 

If  Warwick  knew  io  what  eflate  he  flands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch,  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  fhut  up  his  paiTage. 

2  Watch.  Ay ;  wherefore  elfe  guard  we  his  royal  tent. 
But  to  defend  his  perlon  from  night  foes  ? 

Eiter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerset, 
ajid  French  Soldiers,  Jilent  all. 

War.  This  is  his  tent;  and  fee,  where  Hand  his  guard. 
Courage,  my  mailers :  honour  now,  or  never  ! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  fhall  be  ours. 
I  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 
2.  Watch,  Slay,  or  thou  diefi:. 

£  War  WICK,  and  the  Reft.,  cry  all — Warwick  I  War* 
wick  I  and  fet  upon  the  Guard  ;  who  fly^  crying—^ 
Arm!  Ann  I  Warwick,  and  the  Refi  follcvjing 
them. 

The  D',um  heating,  and  Trumpets  founding. 

Enter  Warwick,  Somerset,  and  the  Rtjl,  bringing 
the  King  out  in  a  Gown,  fitting  in  a  chair :  Gloster 
and  Hastings/;'  over  the  Stage. 

Som* 
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Som,  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

War.  Richard,  and  Hallings:  let  them  go,   here's  the 
duke. 

K.Ediv.  Thedake!  why,  Warwick,  when  we  parted 
laO,  ^ 

Thou  calld'ft  me  king  ! 

War,  Ay,  hut  the  cafe  is  alter'd  : 
When  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  embafiage. 
Then  I  degraded  you  froa:i  being  king, 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  of"  York. 
Alas !  how  ftiould  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
That  know  not  how  to  ufe  embaOadors  ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife  ; 
Nor  how  to  u{e  your  brothers  brotherly  ; 
Nor  how  to  fludy  for  the  people's  welfare  ; 
Nor  how  to  (lu'oud  yourfelf  from  enemies  I 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou  here  too  t 
Nay,   then  I  fee,  that  Edward  needs  mufl  down. — 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  all  mifchance. 
Of  thee  thyfelf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  king: 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  flate, 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 

War.  Then,  for  his  mind,  be  Edward  England's  king: 

[T^akes  off  his  Crown, 
But  Henry  now  (hall  wear  the  Englifh  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed  ;  thou  but  the  fhadow. — 
My  lord  of  Somcrfet,  at  ray  requeft, 
See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  beconvey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbifhop  of  York. 
When  I  have  fought  witn  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  anfwer 
Lewis^  and  the  lady  Bona,  fend  to  him  : —  ■ 
Now  for  a  while,  farewel,  good  duke  of  York. 

K.  Ed-uj.  What  fates  impofe,    that  men  mull:  needs  a- 
bide ; 
It  boots  not  to  refid  both  wind  and  tide. 

\^Exit  King  Edward,  led  out* 

Oxf,  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us  to  do. 
But  march  to  London  with  our  foldiers  ? 

War.   Ay,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  do; 

To 
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To  free  king  Henry  from  imprifonment. 

And  fee  him  feated  in  the  regal  throne.  [Exeu7it, 


SCENE    IV. 

London.     The  Palace.     Enter  the  ^leen,  and  Rivers, 

R'lv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  change  ? 
^/.een.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn, 
VVhat  late  misfortune  is  befali'n  king  Edward  ? 

Riv,  What,  lols  of  fome  piteh'd   battle  sgainft   War- 
wick ? 
^^^^«.  No,  but  the  lofs  of  his  own  royal  perfon. 
J\tv.   Then  is  my  fovereign  flain  r 
^leen.  Ay,  almofl  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifonerj 
Either  betray'd  by  falfchood  of  his  g^uard, 
Or  by  his  foe  furpris'd  at  unawares  : 
And,  as  I  further  hare  to  underfland, 
Is  new  committed  to  the  bi(hop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Rtv.  Thefe  news,  1  mufl  confefs  are  full  of  grief : 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  may  ; 
Warwickrnay  lofe,  that  nov/  hath  won  tlie  day. 

^een.  'Till  then,    fair  hope  muft  hinder  life's  decay^ 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  ofFspring  in  my  womb  : 
This  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  my  paflion. 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune's  crofs, 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  ftop  the  rifing  of  blood-fucking  fiphs, 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears  I  blaft  or  dro'vi^n 
King  Edward's  frtiit,  true  heir  to  the  Englifli  crown. 
Riv.  But,   madam,  where  is  Warwick  then   become  ? 
^een.  I  am  informed  that  he  comes  towards  London, 
To  let  the  crown  once  more  ct  Henry's  head  : 
Guefs  thou  the  reft  ;  king  Edward's  friends  mufi:  dowD, 
Bat,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence 
(For  truii:  not  him  that  once  hath  broken  faith), 
I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fanftuary, 
To  fave  at  leaft  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 
There  ftiall  I  reft  fccure  from  force^  and  (raud. 

Cooler 
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Comci  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly  ; 

If  Warwick  takes  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  \_Exeufit, 


SCENE     V. 

A  Park  near  Middkham-Cajile  in  Torkjhire,     Enter  GhQS^ 
TER,  Hastings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley. 

Glo".  Now,  my  lord  Haflings,  and  Sir  William  Stanley^ 
Leave  off  to  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefeft  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  ftands  the  cafe  :  You  know  our  king,  my  brother 
Is  prifoner  to  thebifliop  here,  at  whofe  hands 
He  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty  : 
And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Comes  hunting  this  way  to  difport  himfeif, 
1  have  advertis'd  him  by  fecret  means, 
That  if  about  this  hour,  he  make  this  way. 
Under  the  colour  of  his  ufual  game, 
He  fhall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horfe  and  men, 
To  fet  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward  and  a  Huntfman* 

Hunt,  This  way,  my  lord  ;  for  this  way  lies  the  game, 
K.  EdiL\  Nay,    this  way,  man  ;   fee,  where  the  huntf- 
men  ftand. — 
Now,  brother  of  Glofter,  lord  Haflings,  and  the  reft. 
Stand  you  thus  clofe  tofteel  the  bifhop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requireth  hade  ; 
"Your  horfe  ftands  ready  at  the  park  corner. 
K.  Edw.  But  whither  Ihall  we  then  ? 
Haji.  To   Lynn,  my  lord  ;   and  fhip  from   thence  to 

Flanders. 
Glo,  Well  guefs'd,  believe  me  ;  for  that  was  my  mean- 
ing. 
K,  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs, 
Glo.  But  wherefore  flay  we  ?  'tis  no  time  to  talk. 
K.  Edw.  Huntfman,  what   fay'fl  thou?  wilt  though 

along  ? 
Hunt,  Better  do  io^  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 
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Cslo.   Come  then,  away ;  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 
K,  Ed'n.  BiOiop,  farewel  :  fhield  thee  from  Warwick's 
frown  ; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repofles  the  crown.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    VI. 

^J?e  Tcwer  in  London-  Enter  King  Henry,  Cl-arence, 
Warwick,  Somerset,  li'w;/^  Richmond,  Ox- 
ford, Montague,  and  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower, 

K.  Henry.  Mafler  lieutenant,  now  that  God  and  friends 
Have  (ha ken  Edward  from  the  regal  feat ; 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftate  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joys ; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 

Lieu.  Subje(fls  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  fovereigns; 
But,  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail, 
1  then  crave  pardon  of  your  majeily. 

K-  Henry.    For  what,   lieutenant  ?  for  well  ufing  me  I 
Nay,  be  thou  fure,  I'll  well  requite  thy  kindnefs, 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonmcnt  a  pleafurg  : 
Ay,  fuch  a  picafure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  lafl,  by  notes  of  houftiold  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  lofs  of  liberty. — 
But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  fet'ft  me  free. 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God,  and  thee  ; 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  inllrument. 
Therefore,  that  I  may  conquer  fortune's  fpight. 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me ; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blefled  land 
May  not  be  punilh'd  with  thy  thwarting  (lars  ; 
Warwick,  although  my  head  flill  wear  the  crowa, 
I  here  refign  my  government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War,  Your  grace  hath  ftiU  been  fam'd  for  virtuous  : 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtoous, 
Py  fpying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  malice. 

For 


66  THIRD   PART    O? 

For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  flars : 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace 
For  chufing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fvay, 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity,    - 
Adjudged  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crown. 
As  likely  to  be  blefl  in  peace,  and  war  ; 
And  therefore  I  yield  thee  my  freeconfent. 

War,  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  prote^lor. 

K,  Henry.  Warwick,  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  your 
hands; 
Now  join  your  hsnds,  and,  with  your  hands,  your  hearts, 
That  no  diflention  hinder  government  : 
I  mwike  you  both  prote<5lors  of  this  land  ; 
While  I  myfelf  will  lead  a  private  life, 
And  in  devotion  fpend  my  latter  days, 
To  fm's  rebuke,  and  nay  Creator's  praife. 

War*  What  anCwers  Clarence  to  hiu  fovereign*s   will  ? 

Clar,  That  he  confenis,  if  Warwick  yield  confcnt ; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repofe  myfelf. 

War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  muft  I  be  content ; 
We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  fhadovv 
To  Henry's  body,  and  fupply  his  place  ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government. 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  eafe. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needful. 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor, 
And  ail  his  goods  and  lauds  confifcated.    ' 

Clar.  What  eUe  >  and  that  fucceffion  bederermin'd. 

War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  (hail  not  want  his  part. 

K,  Henry.  But,  with  the  iirrt  of  all  our  chief  aiiairs. 
Let  me  entreat  (for  I  command  no  more), 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  fon  Edward, 
Be  fent  for,  to  leturn  from  France  with  fpeed  ! 
For,  'till  I  fee  ihcm  here,  my  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  liberty  is  half  ecTips'd. 

Cla.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  fovercign,  with  all  fpced. 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Sonaerfet,  what  youth  is  that. 
Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  fo  tender  care  ? 

8om.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  earl  of  Richmond. 

K,  Henry\ 
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K.Henry,    Come  hither,   England's    hope:    If  fecret 
powers  \_Lays  his  Hand  on  his  Head, 

Siiggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 
This  pretty  lad  will  prove  our  country's  blifs. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majefly  : 
His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown. 
His  hand  to  wield  a  fceptre  ;  and  himfelf 
Likely,  in  time,  to  bleis  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords  ;  for  this  is  he, 
Mufl  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Pqfl. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend  ? 

PgJI.  That  Edward  is  efcaped  from  your  brother. 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  iince,  to  Burgundy. 

War.  Unfavoupy  news :  But  how  made  he  efcape  ? 

Pojl.  He  was  convey*d  by  Richard  duke  of  Gloller, 
And  the  lord  Haftings,  v/ho  attended  him 
In  fecret  ambufli  on  the  foreft  fide, 
And  from  the  bi (hop's  huntfmen  refcued  him  ; 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge.— 
But  let  us  hence,  my  fovereign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  aay  fore  that  may  betide.  [Exeunt, 

Manent  Somerset,  Richmond,  ^/z^Oxfcild. 

So?n.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's; 
For,  doubtlefs,  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help  ; 
And  we  fliall  have  more  wars,  before't  be  long, 
As  Henry's  late  prefaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with  hope  of  this  young  Richmond; 
So  doth  m.y  heart  misgive  me,  in  thefe  conflidls 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm,  and  ours  : 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  vvorfl. 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  ftorms  be  paft  of  civil  enmity. 

Oxf,  Ay;  for,  if  Edward  re- pofTefs  the  crown, 
•>Tis  like,  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  (hail  down. 

So?n.  It  IhaU  be  fo  ;  he  (hall  to  Britany. 
Gome,  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeedily,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VII. 

T^rk,     Enter  King  Edward,   Gloster,    Hastings, 

and  Soldle7^s. 

K,  Edw.  Now,   brother  Richard,  lord  Haftings,   and 
the  rcH:  ; 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends. 
And  fays — that  once  more  I  (hall  enterchange 
My  wained  flate  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafsM,  and  now  repafs'd  the  feas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy: 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravenfpurg  haven  before  the  gates  of  York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 

Glo.  The  gates  made  faA  ! — Brother,!  like  not  this; 
For  many  men,  that  ftumble  at  the  threQiold, 
Are  well  foretold — that  danger  lurks  within. 

K.  Edw.  Tufii,  man  iabodements  mufl  not  now  affright 
us. 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  mufl  enter  in. 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Haft.  My  liege,  I'll  knock  once  more,  to  fummon  them. 

Enter y  on  the  Walls,  the  Mayor  of  Tor k,   and  his  Brethren. 

Mayor.  My  lords,  we  were  fore- warned  of  your  coming. 
And  ftiut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  curfelves  ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 

K.  Edw.  But,  mafter  mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  king. 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  leaff,  is  duke  of  York. 

Mayor,  True,  my  good  lord  ;  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 

K,  Edw.  Why,  and  1  challenge  nothing  but  my  duke- 
dom ; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

Glo.  Bur,  when  the  fox  has  once  got  in  his  nofe. 
He'll  foon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow,      \_Afide, 

Baft.  V\  hy,  mailer  mayor,  why  (land  you  in  a  doubt  ^ 
Open  the  gat€S,  we  are  king  Henry's  triends, 

Mayor^ 
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Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  fo  ?  the  gates  Qiall  then  be  open'd. 

\He  defcends. 
Glo.   A  wife  flout  captain,  and  perfuaded  foon .' 
Hafl,  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well. 
So  'twere  not  'long  of  him  :  but,  being  enter'd, 
T  doubt  not,  I,  but  we  (hall  foon  perfuade 
Both  him,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reafon. 

Re-enter  the  Mayor ^  and  ivjo  Aldermen^  helow, 

K.  Edw,  So,  mafter  mayor :  thefe  gates  muil  not  be 
fhur, 
But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 
What !  fear  not,  man,  but  yield  me  up  the  keys  ; 

[Takes  his  Keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thee. 
And  all  thofe  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me, 

Alarch,     £«^^r  Montgomery,  with  a  Drum  and  SoU 

diers» 

Glo,  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 
Our  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceived. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John  !  But  why  come  you  in 
arms  ? 

Montg,  To  help  king  Edward  in  his  time  of  florm, 
As  every  loyal  fubjefl  ought  to  do. 

Edw,  Thanks,  good  Montgomery  :  But  we  now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown  ;  and  only  claim 
Our  dukedom,  'till  God  pleafe  to  fend  the  refl. 

Mmtg.  Then  fare  you  well,  for  I  will  hence  again ; 
I  came  to  ferve  a  king,  not  a  duke — 
Drummer,  Itrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[The  Drum  begins  a  March, 

K,  Edw.  Nay,  flay,   Sir  John,  a  while ;  and  we'll  de^ 
bate, 
By  what  fafe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover'd. 

Alontg.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  fewvvords. 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourfelf  our  king, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune;  and  be  gone, 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you  : 
Why  (hould  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  I 

F  Gh 
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Glo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  fland  you  on  nice  points  ? 

A^  Edw.  When  we  grow  ftronger,  then  we'll  make  our 
claim  : 
'Till  then,  'tiswifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

HajL  Away  with  fcrupulous  wit !  now  arms  muft  rule. 

Glo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  fooneft  unto  crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand  ; 
The  bruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

A'^.  Edw,  7  hen  be  it  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  my  right. 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Montg.  Ay,  now  my  fovereign  fpeaketh  like  hirafelf; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Hafl.    Sound,   trumpet;    Edward  (hall   be  here  pro- 
claim'd  : — 
Come,  fellow  foldier,   make  thou  proclamation. 

{Flourljh^ 

Sold.  {Reads, '\  Edward  the  fourth^  by  the  grace  of  God, 
king  of  England  and  France^  and  lord  of  Ireland,  &c. 

Montg.  And  whofoe'er  gainfays  king  Edward's  right, 
ly  this  I  challenge  him  to  Tingle  fight. 

[Throws  down  his  Gauntlet, 

JIL   Long  live  Edward  the  fourth  ! 

K,  Edtv.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery; and  thanks 

unto  you  all. 
If  fortune  ferve  me,  i'll  requite  this  kindnefs. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York : 
And,  when  the  morning  fun  (hall  raife  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon. 
We'll  forward  towards  Warwick,  and  his  mates  ; 
For,  well  I  wot,  that  Henry  is  no  foldier. — 
Ah,  froward  Clarence! — how  evil  it  befeems  thee. 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  for  fake  thy  brother  ! 
Yet,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick,^— 
Come  on,  brave  foldiers  ;  doubt  not  of  the  day  ; 
And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 

[^Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Londan,     Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence, 
Montague,  Exeter,  and  Oxford. 

War.  Whatcounfel,  lords?  Edward  from  Belgia, 
With  hafty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pafs'd  In  fafety  through  the  narrow  feas, 
And  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London  : 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

K.  Henry,  Let's  levy  men  and  beat  him  back  again. 

Clar,  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out ; 
Which,  being  fufFer'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 

JVar.  In  Warwickfliire  I  have  true-hearted  friends. 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war  ; 
Thofe  will  I  mufter  up: — and  thou,  fon  Clarence, 
Shall  flir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The  knights,  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee  :— 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicefterfhire,  fhalt  find 
Men  well  inclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'il  :— 
And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'd. 
In  Oxford  (hire  fhail  mufter  up  thy  friends. — . 
My  fovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens- 
Like  to  his  ifland,  girt  in  with  the  ocean. 
Or  modeft  Dian,  circled  with  her  nymphs- 
Shall  reft  in  London,  'till  we  come  to  him. — 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  iland  not  to  reply.— 
Farewel,  my  fovereign. 

K,  Henry,    Farewel,  my  Hedlor,  and  my  Troy's  true 
hope. 

Clar,  In  fign  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  highnefs'  hand. 

K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  fortunate  i 

Mont.  Comfort,  my  lord  ; — and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Oxf.    \KiJfing  Henry'j  Hand'\    And  thus  I  feal  my 
truth,  and  bid  adieu. 

K.  Henry    Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Montague, 
And  all  at  onc8,  OQce  more  a  happy  farewel . 

F  %  W^r, 
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IFar.  Farewel,  fweet  lords  ;  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

[Exeunt  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  an^ 
Montague. 

K  Henry,  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while, 
CouHn  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lorddiip  ? 
Methlnks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe,  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 

K.  Henry.  That's  not  rny-fear,  my  meed  hath  got  me 
fime  ! 
I  have  not  ftopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands. 
Nor  pofted  off  their  fuits  with  flow  delays; 
My  pity  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
I-.Iy  mlluncTs  hath  allay'd  their  fwelling  griefs. 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water  flowing  tears : 
I  have  not  been  defirous  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  opprefs'd  tbcm  with  great  fubfidie?, 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd  ; 
Then  why  (hould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me  ? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challenge  grace  : 
And,  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb. 
The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

iShotit  I'jithin.     A  Lancajlcr  !  A  Lancafter  ! 

Exc.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord  !  what  Ihouts  are  thefe  \ 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers . 

K,  Edw.    Seize  on  the  fhame-fac'd  Henry,  bear  hiai 
hence, 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England. — 
You  are  the  fount,  that  makes  fmall  brooks  to  flow : 
Now  ftops  thy  fpring  ;  my  I'ea  fhall  fuck  them  dry,^ 

And  fwell  fo  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. 

Hence  with  him  to  the  Tower ;  let  him  not  fpcak. 

[Exeunt  fome  with  King  HenrY, 
And,  lords,  towards  Coventry  bend  we  our  courfe,     , 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains  : 
The  fun  (hines  hot,  and,  if  we  ufe  delay. 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay. 
C/o.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join, 

And 
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And  take  the  great-grown  traitor,  unawares ; 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coventry. 

[Exeunt, 
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Before  the  Town  of  Coventry,  Enter  Warwick,  the 
Mayor  of  Coventry,  tiuo  MeJJengerSy  and  others,  upon 
the  Walls. 

Warwick,. 


w, 


HERE  is  the  poft,  that  came  from  valiant  Oxford  ? 
How  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honeft  fellow  ? 

1  Mef  By  this  at  Dunfmore,  marching  hitherward. 
War.-  How  far  off  is  our  brother  Montague  r— 

Where  is  the  poft  that  came  from  Montague  r 

2  Mef  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puiiiknt  troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Somerville, 

War,  Say,  Somerville,  what  fays  my  loving  fon  ? 
And,  by  thy  guefs,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  > 

Sojnerv.  At  Southam  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces. 
And  do  expe(ri:  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

W'ar.  Then  Clarence  is  at  h;;nd,  I  hear  his  drum. 

Somerv,  It  is  not  his,  my  lord  ;  here  Southam  lies  ; 
The  drum  your  honour  hears,  marcheth  from  Warwick. 

War-     Who    ihould   that  be?    belike,    uniook'd-for 
friends. 

Somerv.    They  arc   at   hand,   and   you   fliall  quickly 
know. 

March.     Flourijh.      Enter  King  Edward,   Gloster, 

and  Soldiers, 

K,  Edw,  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  found  a  parle. 

Glo.  See,  how  the  lurly  Warwick  mans  the  wall. 

War.  Oh,  unbid  fpight !  is  fportful  Edward  come  ? 
Where  flept  our  fcouts,  or  how  are  they  feduc'd, 
That  we  could  hear  no  Dews  of  his  repair  ? 

F  3  K,  Edw. 
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K,  Edw,  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the  city  gates, 
Speak  gentle  words,  and  humbly  bend  thy  knee  ?— 
Call  Edward — king,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mercy, 
And  he  {hall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War,  Nay,  rather  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down  \ — 
Call  Warwick — patron,  and  be  penitent, 
And  thou  (halt  ftill  remain  the  duke  of  York; 

Glo    I  thought,  at  lead  he  would  have  faid — the  king  ; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againd:  his  will  ? 

War,  Is  not  a  dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  ? 

Glo,  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give ; 
I'll  do  thee  fervice  for  fo  good  a  gift. 

War,  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy  brother. 

K,  Edzu,  Why,  then  'tis  mine,  if  but  by  Warwick*s 
gift. 

War,  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight : 
And,  weakling,  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  fubjeif^. 

K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  king  is  Edward's  prifoncr  : 
And,  gallant  Warwick.,  do  but  anfwer  this — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore-caft, 
But,  whiles  he  thought  to  Heal  the  fingle  ten, 

7'he  king  was  flily  finger'd  from  the  deck  ! 

You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bi (hop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K.  Edw,  'Tis  even  fo  ;  yet  you  are  Warwick  flilL 

Glo.    Come,    Warwick,    take  thee  time,  kneel  down, 
kneel  down. 
Nay,  when  ?  flrike  now,  or  el(f  the  iron  cools. 

War.  I  had  rather  chop  his  head  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face, 
7'han  bear  fo  low  a  fail,  to  (Irike  to  thee. 

A'.  Edw,  Sail  how  thou  canft,  have  wind  and  tide  thy 
friend  ; 
This  hand,  fail  wound  about  thy  coal-black  hair, 
Shall,  whiles  thy  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off. 
Write  in  the  dufl  this  fentence,with  thy  blood — 
f Find' changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no  more. 

Enter 
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Enter  Oxford,  'with  Drum  andColours 

War,  O  cheerful  colours !  fee,  where  Oxford  comes ! 

Oxf,  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancafler  ! 

Glo.   The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 

K.  Edw    So  other  foes  may  (et  upon  our  backs. 
Stand  we  in  good  array  ;  for  they,  no  doubt, 
Will  ifTue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle  : 
If  not,  the  city  being  of  fmall  defence, 
We'll  quickly  rouze  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford  !  for  we  want  thy  help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  Drum  andColours, 

Mont,  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancafter ! 

GIo.  Thou  and  thy  brother  both  fhall  buy  this  treafon 
Even  with  thedearelt  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,    the  greater  vi^lory; 
My  mind  prefagcth  happy  gain,  and  conqueft. 

Enter  Somerset,  w:t^  Drum  and  Colours* 

Som,  Somerfet,  Somerfet,  for  Lancafter  ! 

Glo,  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  Somerfet, 
Have  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfe  of  York  ; 
And  thou  (halt  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 

Enter  Cl  a  rence,  with  Drum  and  Colou?'S, 

War,  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps  along, 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle  ; 
V/ith  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails. 

More  than  the  nature  ofa  brother's  love  : 

Come,  Clarence,  come ;  thou  v^ilt,  if  Warwick  calls. 

[J  Parley   is  founded;  Richard    and  Clarence 
Whifper  together-,  and  then  Clarence  takes  his 
red  Rofe  out  of  his  Hat^  and  throws  it  at  War- 
wick. 
Clar*  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means  ? 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee  : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  honfe, 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  (tones  together. 
And  fet  up  Lancafter.     Why,  trow'ft  thou,  Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  fo  harfh,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 

F  4  T« 
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To  bend  the  fatal  inflruments  of  war 
Againfl  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  objefl  my  holy  oath  : 
To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impiety 
Than  Jepthah's  when  he  facrific'd  his  daughter, 
I  am  fo  forry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
That,  to  deferve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  myfelf  thy  mortal  foe  ; 
With  refolution,  wherefoe'er  I  meet  thee 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  thou  flir  abroad), 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  mis-leading  me. 
And  fo,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  1  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blufhing  cheeks. — 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends  ; 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults, 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconrtant. 

K,  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  be- 
lov'd, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadfl  deferv'd  our  hate. 

Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence;  this  is  brother- like. 

TVar,  O  palTing  traitor,  perjur'd,  and  unjuft  ! 

K.  Edw,  What,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  leave  the  town, 
and  fight  ? 
Or  ihall  we  beat  the  flones  about  thine  ears  ? 

War,  Aias,   I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence  : 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently. 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'fl. 

K,  Edw.  Yes,   Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  lends  the 
way: — — 
Lords,  to  the  field  ;  faint  George,  and  vidory  ! 

[Exeunt. 

March,     Warwick  and  his  Company  follows. 


S  C  E  N  E    II. 

A  Field  of  Brittle  near  Barnet.     Jlarum  and  Excurftons, 
Enter  Edw  ART)  ^  bringing  forth  Warwick  wounded, 

K,  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there  :  die  thou,  and  die  our  fear ; 

'     For 
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For  Warwick  was  a  bug,  that  fear'd  us  all.— 
Now,  Montague,  fit  faft  ;  I  feek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may  keep  thine  company. 

[Exermf. 
War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend  or  foe. 
And  tell  me,  who  is  viftor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  all:  I  that  I  my  mangled  body  (hows, 
My  blood,  my  want  of  ftrength,  my  fick  heart  fhows. 
That  I  mull  yield  my  body  to  the  earth. 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  conqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  tdgQy         ^ 
Who(e  arms  gave  fhelter  to  the  princely  eagle. 
Under  whofe  (hade  the  ramping  lion  flept ; 
Whofe  top  branch  over- peer 'd  Jove's  fpreading  tree, 
And  kept  low  ihrubs  from  winter's  powerful  wind. 
Thefe  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's  black  veil. 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  fun. 
To  fearch  the  fecret  ireafons  of  the  world  : 
The  wrinkles  in  my  brows,  now  fill'd  with  blood. 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  fepulchres ; 
For  who  liv'd  king,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave  ? 
And  who  durfl:  fmile,  when  Warwick  bent  his  brow? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  fmear'd  in  duft  and  blood  ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  m.anors  that  I  had. 
Even  now  forfakes  mc  ;  and,  of  all  my  lands. 
Is  nothing  left  me,  but  my  body's  length  ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and  dufl  ? 
And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  muft. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset* 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick  I  wert  thou  as  we  arc. 
We  might  recover  ail  our  lofs  again  I 
The  queen  from  France  hath  brought  a  puifTant  power ; 
Even  now  we  heard  the  news  :   Ah,  couldfl  thou  fly  1 

IVar.  Why,  then  I  would  not  fly. — Ah,  Montague, 
If  thou  be  there,  fweet  brother,  take  my  hand, 
And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  foul  a  while  1 
Thou  lov'ft  me  not;  for,  brother,  if  thou  did'fl-. 
Thy  tears  would  walh  this  cold  congealed  blood, 
That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  fpeak. 

Come 
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Come  quickly,  Monstague,   or  I  am  dead. 

Som.  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd  his  lad ; 
And  to  the  lateft  gafp,  cry'd  out  for  Warwick, 
And  faid  — Commend  me  to  my  valiant  brother. 
And  more  he  would  have  faid  ;  and  more  he  fpoke, 
Which  founded  like  a  clamour  in  a  vault^ 
That  could  not  bediflinguifli'd  ;  but,  at  lafl, 

I  well  might  hear  deliver'd  with  a  groan 

O5  farewel,  Warwick  ! 

War.  Sweet  reft  his  foul . — 
Fly,  lords,  and  fave  yourfelves  ;  for  Warwick  bids 
You  all  farewel,  to  meet  in  heaven.  {Dies, 

Oxf,  Away,  away,    to  meet  the  queen's  great  power  ! 
[They  bear  away  the  Body,  and  Exeunt, 


SCENE     III. 

Another  Fart  of  the  Field.  Fkurljh.  Enter  King  Ed- 
ward In  Triumph  \  with  Gloster,  Clarence,  and 
the  Refl4 

K»  Ednjo.    Thus   far  our  fortune  keeps  an  upward 
courfe. 
And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  \\Ctory, 
But,  in  the  midO:  of  this  bright  (hining  day, 
1  fpy  a  black,  fufpicious,  threatening  cloud, 
That  will  encour;ter  wi.th  our  glorious  fun. 
Ere  he  attain  his  cafeful  weftern  bed  : 
I  mtan,  my  lords— ihofe  powers,  that  the  queen 
Bath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  coaft. 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 

Clar,  A  little  gale  will  foon  difperfe  that  cloud, 
And  blov/  it  to  the  fource  from  whence  it  came : 
The  very  beams  will  dry  thofe  vapours  up; 
For  every  tloud  enfrcnders  not  u  florm. 

Gk.  The  queen  is  vaiu'd  thirty  ihoufand  ftrong, 
And  Somcrfet,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her; 
If  (l-ie  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  affui'd, 
jbler  faftlcn  will  be  full  as  ftrong  as  ours. 

K*  Ed.  We  are  advertised  by  our  loving  friends, 

That 
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That  they  do  hold  their  courfe  towards  Tewkfbury: 

We,  having  now  the  beft  at  Barnet  field, 

Will  thither  ftraight,  for  vviliingnefs  rids  way; 

And  as  we  march  our  ftrength  will  be  augmented 

In  every  county  as  we  go  along. — 

Strike  up  the  drum;  cry — Courage!  and  awa}^  [^ExeunL 


SCENE    IV. 

Tnvkfhury,  Manch,  Enier  thg  ^jieen,  Prince  of  \Y ^.-l^s 
Somerset,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

^een.  Great  lords,  wife  men  ne'er  fit  and  wail  their 
lofs, 
But  cheerly  feek  how  to  redrefs  their  harms. 
What  though  the  maft  be  now  blown  over-board. 
The  cable  broke,  our  holding  anchor  loft. 
And  half  our  failors  fwallowM  in  the  flood  ? 
Yet  lives  our  pilot  (lill :   Is't  meet,  that  he 
Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad. 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  lea, 
And  give  more  flrength  to  that  which  hath  too  much; 
Whiles,  in  his  moan,  the  (hip  fplits  on  therock. 
Which  induftry  and  courage  might  have  fav'd  ? 
Ah,  whataOiame!  ah,  what  a  fault  were  this  I 
Say,  Warwick  was  our  anchor;  What  of  that? 
And  Montague  our  tep-maft  ;  What^of^him  ? 
Our  flaughter'd  friends  the  tackles  ;  What  of  thefe  ? 
Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 
And  Somerfet  another  goodly  mafl:  ? 
The  friends  of  France  our  fhrouds  and  tacklings  ? 
And,  though  unfl^ilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 
Tor  once  allow'd  the  fkilful  pilot's  charge  ? 
We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  fit  and  weep  ; 
Eut  keep  our  coui(e,  though  the  rough  wind  fay — no. 
From  {helves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with  wreck. 
As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 
And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlefs  fea  ? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  quick- fand  of  deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock? 

Al! 
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All  thefe  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark , 

Say,  you  can  fwim  ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while  : 

Tread  on  the  fand  ;  why,  there  you  quickly  fink  : 

Beflride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  wafh  you  off. 

Or  elfe  you  famifh,  that's  a  threefold  death. 

This  fpeak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  underfland,  ^ 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us. 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 

More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  with  fands,  and  rocks. 

Why,  courage,  then!  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

'Twere  childlfh  weaknefs  to  lament,  or  fear. 

Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant  fpirit. 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  thefe  words, 
Infufe  his  bread  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  of  arms. 
1  fpeak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here : 
For,  did  I  but  fufpect  a  fearful  m^n. 
He  (hould  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes  ; 
Left,  in  ou<r  need,  he  might  infect  another. 
And  make  him  of  like  fpirit  to  himfelf. 
If  any  fuch  be  here,  as  God  forbid  ! 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 

Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  fo  high  a  courage  ! 
And  warriors  lain t !  why,  'twere  perpetual  (hame.— 
Oh,  brave  young  prince  !  thy  famous  grandfather 
Doth  live  again  in  thee  ;  long  may'ft  thou  live. 
To  bear  his  image,  and, renew  his  glories] 

Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope. 
Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day. 
If  he  arife,  be  mock*d  and  wonder'd  at. 

^leen.     Thanks,    gentle  Somerfet  ;— fweet   Oxford, 
thanks. 

Prince.  And  take  this  thanks,  that  yet  hath  nothing  elfe. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

'    B'lejf.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at  hand. 
Ready  to  light ;  therefore  be  refolute. 

Oxf.  1  thought  no  Icfs  :  it  is  his  policy, 
Tohalle  thusfaft,  to  find  us  unprovided. 

Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readinefs. 

^een.  This  cheers  my  heart  to  fee  your  forwardnefs. 

Oxf, 
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Oxf.  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge. 

March,    Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  Clarence, 

and  Soldiers,  on  the  other  Side  of  the  Stage, 

K.  Edw.    Brave  followers,  yonder  ftands  the  thorny 
wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavn's  affiftance,  and  your  ftrength, 
MuA  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire. 
For,  well  I  wot,  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out : 
Give  fignal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

^een.  Lords,  knights,  and  gentlemen,  what  I  fhould 
fay. 
My  tears  gain  fay  ;  for  every  word  I  fpeak. 
Ye  fee,  I  drink  the  water  of  mine  eyes. 

Therefore,  no' more  but  this  : Henry,  your  fovereign. 

Is  prifoner  to  the  foe  ;  his  ftate  ufurp'd, 
His  realm  a  flaughter-houfe,  his  fubjevn:s  flain. 
His  flatutes  cancell'd,  and  his  treafure  fpent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  fpoil. 
You  fight  in  juflice  :  then,  in  God's  name,  lords, 
Be  valiant,  and  give  fignal  to  the  fight. 

IBoth  Parties  go  out.    Alarum.    Retreat,     Excurjlons* 

SCENE      V. 

Enter    King   Edward,    Gloster,    Clarence,    ^c^ 
The  ^teen^  Oxford,  and  Somerset,   Prifoners, 

K.  Edw.  Lo,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous  broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  Caftle  ftraight : 
For  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,  bear  them  hence  ;  I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Oxf,  For  my  part,  Til  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 
Som.  Nor  1,  but  ftoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[^Exeunt  Oxford  d«i  Somerset,  guarded, 
^.een.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  fweet  Jerufalem. 

K,  Edw.  Is  prvjclamation  made — that,  who  finds  Ed- 
ward, 

Shall 
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Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life  ? 

Gk,  It  is ;  and,  lo,  where  youthful  Edward  comes* 

Enter  Soldiers  with  the  Prince* 

K,  Edw,  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  \q.\.  us  hear  him  fpcak  : 

What !  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 

Edward,  what  fatisfa^tion  canfl  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  ftirring  up  m.y  fubje<5i:s, 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  halt  turned  me  to  ? 

Prince,  Speak  like  a  fubjecft,  proud  ambitious  York  ! 
Suppqfe,  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth  : 
Refign  thy  chair,  and,  where  I  (land,  kneel  thou, 
"Whilft  I  propofe  the  (elf- fame  words  to  thee, 
Which,  traitor,  thou  wouldfl  have  me  anfwer  to. 

^een.  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  fo  refolv'd  \ 

Glo.  That  you  might  flill  have  worn  the  petticoat. 
And  ne'er  have  fl:ol*Q  the  breech  from  Lancafter. 

Prince,  Let  iEfop  fable  in  a  winter's  night; 
His  currifh  riddles  fort  not  with  this  place. 

Glo.  By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  you  for  that  word. 

§j.ieen.  Ay,  thou  waft  born  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 

Qlo.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 

Prince.  Nay,  take  away  this  fcolding  crook-back  ra- 
ther. 

JT.  Ed%v.    Peace  wilful  boy,   or  I  will  charm   yoiar 
tongue. 

Ctar.  UntutorM  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

Prince.  I  know  my  ^uty,  you  are  all  undutlful  r 

Lafcivious  Edv*rard — and  thou  perjur'd  George 

And  thou  miffhapen-Dick — I  tell  ye  all, 

I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are; • 

And  thou  ufurp'ft  my  father's  right  and  mine. 

K,  Edw,  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here.  ^ 

{Stabs  him, 

Glo,  Sprawl'ft  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

\_GLO,J}abs  him, 

Clarj  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  peijury. 

[Q-LA-Si.Jiabs  him. 

^ijeen.  Oh,  kill  me  too ! 

Cio,  Marry,  and  fhall.  [Offers  to  kill  her. 

K.  Edw. 
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K,  Ediv.  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have  done  too 
much. 

GIo.  Why  fhould  (he  live  to  fill  the  world  with  words  ? 

K,  Edw.  What !  doth  fhe  fwoon  ?  ufc  means  for  her 
recovery. 

Glo,  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  king  my  brother ; 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  ferious  matter : 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  more  news. 

Clar.  What?  what? 

Glo,  The  Tower,  man,  the  Tower  !  lExlt, 

^een.  Oh,  Ned,   fweet  Ned!   fpeak  to  thy  mother, 
boy! 
Canft  thou  not  fpeak  ? — O  traitors !  murderers  !•— 
They,  that  flabb'J  Csefar,  (hed  no  blood  at  all, 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man  ;  this,  in  refpe^,  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child. 
What's  worfe  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name  it  ? 

No,  no;  my  heart  will  burft,  an  if  I  fpeak: 

And  I  will  fpeak,  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 

Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals! 

How  fweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp'd  1 

You  have  no  children,  butchers  I  if  you  had, 

The  thought  of  them  would  have  ftirr'd  up  rcmorfe : 

But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 

Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  fo  cut  off, 

As,  deathfmen  !  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  prince. 

K.  Edw,  Away  wlch  her  ;  go,  bear  her  hence  by  force. 

^icen.  Nay,  never  bear  m.e  hence,  difpatch  me  here  j 
Here  (heath  thy  fword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my  death  : 
What!  wilt  thou  not  ? — then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  fo  much  eafe. 

^ieen.  Good  Clarence,  do ;  fweet  Clarence,  do  thou 
do  it. 

Clar,  Didft  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  v/ould  not  do  it  ? 

^lee?!.  Ay,  but  thou  ulell:  toforfvvear  thyfelf ; 
'Iwas  fin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
What !  wilt  thou  not  ?  where  is  that  devil's  butcher, 
Hard-favour'd  Richard  ?  Richard,  v.'here  art  thou  ? 
Thou  art  not  here  :  Murder  is  thy  alms  deed 
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Petitioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'fl  back; 

K.  Ediu.  Away,  I  fay  ;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hencd 

^leen.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to  this  prince  I 

\_Exit  ^een, 

K.  Ediv.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 

Clar.  To  London,  all  in  port  ;  and,  as  I  guefs. 
To  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the  Tower. 

K*  Edw.   He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
Now  march  we  hence;  difcharge  the  common  fort 
With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  London, 
And  fee  our  gende  queen  how  well  fhe  fares; 
By  this,  I  hope  fhe  hath  a  fon  for  us.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE     VL 

The  Tower  of  London,  Enter  King  Henry  with  a  Booky 
and  Gloster  with  the  Lieutenant ,  on  the  Tcwer 
Walls. 

Gh,    Good  day,    my  lord  !    What,    at  your  book  fo 

hard  ? 
K,  Henry.  Ay  my  good  lord  :  My  lord,  I  (hould  fay 
rather  ; 
'Tis  fm  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Glofter,  and  good  devil,  were  alike. 
And  both  prepofterous ;  therefore,  not  good  lord. 
do.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourfclves  :  wc  muft  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
K.  Henry.    So  flies  the  recklefs  fliephercd  from   the 
wolf  : 
So  firrt  the  harmlefs  flieep  doth  yield  his  fleece, 

And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 

What  fcene  of  death  hath  Rofciiis  now  to  a6i:  ? 

G.o,   Sufpicion  alv/ays  haunts  the  guilty  mind  ; 
The  tbief  doth  fear  each  bu(h  an  officer. 

/C  Henry.   The  bird,  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bufli. 
With  trembling  wings  mifdoubtcth  every  bufh  : 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  fatal  objefl  in  my  eye, 

Where 
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Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and  kiU'd. 

GIq,  Why,  what  a  peevifh  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
That  taught  his  Ton  the  office  of  a  fowl  ? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 

K,  Henry.  I,  Daedalus;  my  poor  fon,  Icarus; 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  deny'd  our  courfe  ; 
The  fun,  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  boy, 
Thy  brother  Edward  ;  and  thyfelf,  the  fea, 
Whofe  envious  gulph  did  fwallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  wiih  thy  weapon,  not  with  words  1 
My  breafl  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 

Than  can  my  ears  that  tragic  hiftory.- 

But  wherefore  doll:  thou  come  ?  is't  for  my  life  ? 

Glo,  Think'fl  thou,  I  am  an  executioner  ? 

K,  Henry,  A  perfecutor,  I  am  fure,  thou  art  j 
If  murdering  innocents  be  executing. 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Glo,  Thy  fon  I  kill'd  for  his  prefumption. 

K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd,  when  firft  thou  didil 
prefume, 
Thou  hadft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fon  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophefy- — that  many  a  thoufand, 
Which  now  miftruft  no  parcel  of  my  fear ; 
And  many  an  old  man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's. 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-flanding  eye. 
Men  for  their  fons,  wives  for  their  hufbands'  fate. 

And  orphans  for  their  parents*  timelefs  death 

Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 
The  owl  (hriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign  ; 
The  night-crow  cry'd,  aboding  lucklefs  time  ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempefts  (hook  down  trees ; 
The  raven  rook'd  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcords  fung. 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain. 
And  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope; 
To  wit — an  undigeft  deformed  lump. 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 
Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  waft  born. 
To  fignify — thou  cam'ift  to  bite  the  world  : 
And,  if  the  reft  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 
Thou  cam'il  into  the  world  with  thy  legs  forwasd— - 

G 
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Glo.  I'll  hear  no  more — Die,  prophet,  in  thy  fpeech ; 

[Stabs  hirm 
For  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Henry,  Ay,  and  for  much  more  flaughter  after  this. 

0  God  !  forgive  my  fms,  and  pardon  thee  !  [D/Vx. 
Glo.  What,  will  the  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 

•Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
See,  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's  death  ? 
^  O,  may  fuch  purple  tears  be  alway  (lied 

From  thofe  that  wi(h  the  downfal  of  our  houfe ! 

If  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 

Down,  down  to  hell  j  and  fay — I  lent  thee  thither, 

\_Stabs  him  agaht* 

I,  that  have  neither  pity,  lote,  nor  fear 

Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward : 
Had  I  not  reafon,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte. 
And  feek, their  ruin  that  ufurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd  ;  and  the  women  cry'd, 
O,  Jefus  hlefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  ! 

And  fo  I  was;  which  plainly  fignify'd 

That  I  fhould  fnarl,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 

Then,  fince  the  heavens  have  fhap'd  my  body  fo^ 

Let  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 

I  had  no  father,  I  am  like  no  father : 

I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother  : 

And  this  word— Love,  which  grey- beards  call  divine, 

Be  refident  in  men  like  one  another. 

And  not  in  me ;  I  am  myfelf  alone. • 

Clarence,  beware  ;  thou  keep'fl  me  from  the  light ; 
But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee : 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  fuch  prophecies. 
That  Edward  fhall  be  fearful  of  his  life; 
And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  and  the  prince  his  fon,  are  gone  : 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next ;  and  then  the  reft  ; 

Counting  myfelf  but  bad,  'till  I  be  beft. 

I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 

And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom.  [^Exit, 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VII. 

77fC  Palace  in  London,  Enter  King  Edward,  /£»^  ^een^ 
with  the  Toufig  Prince,  Clarence,  Gloster,  Hast- 
ings, and  Attendants. 

K,  Edw.  Once  more  we  fit  on  England's  royal  throne, 
Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn. 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  dukes  of  Somerfet,  ihreefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fon. 
And  two  Northumberlands  ;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  fpurr'd  their  ccurfers  ?.i  the  trumpet's  found : 
With  them  the  two  brave  bears,  \\arwick  and  Montagce, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion. 
And  made  the  foreft  trem-ble  when  they  reared. 
Thus  have  we  fwept  fufpicion  from  our  feat. 
And  made  our  footftool  of  fecurity. 
Come  hither,  Befs,  and  let  me  kifs  nvy  boy  r 

[Taking  the  Child. 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  myfelf. 
Have  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter's  night; 
Went  all  afoot  in  fummer's  fcalding  heat, 
That  thou  might'ft  repolTefs  the  crown  in  peace ; 
And  of  cur  labours  thou  fhalt  reap  the  gain. 

Glo.  I'll  blafl:  his  harveP;,  if  your  head  were  lay'd  ; 
For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  (houlder  was  ordaic'd  fo  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  heave  it  fhall  fome  weight,  or  break  my  back : — 
Work  thou  the  way — and  thcu  malt  execute.  [Afule. 

K.  Edw,  Clarence  and  Glofler,  love  my  lovely  queen; 
And  kifs  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 

Clar.  The  duty,  that  I  owe  unto  your  majefty, 
I  feal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  babe. 

^leen.  Thanks,  noble  Clarence ;  worthy  brother,  thanks, 

Gio.    And,   that   f   love   the  tree   from  whence  thou 
fprang'fV, 

Witnefs 
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WitDefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  fruit  :— 
To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  mafler  ; 
And  cry*d — all  hail !  when  as  he  meant — all  harm. 

K»  Edw,  Now  am  I  feated  as  my  foul  delights, 
Having  my  country's  peace,  and  brothers*  loves. 

Clar.  What  will  your  grace  have  done  with  Margaret  ? 
Reignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom. 

K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence  to  France. 
And  now  what  refts,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time 
With  flately  triumphs,  mirthful  comic  (hows. 

Such  as  befit  the  pleafures  of  the  court  ? 

Sound,  drums  and  trumpets ! — farewel,  four  annoy ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lading  joy. 

\_Exeunt  omnes. 


THE    END, 
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SCENE    I.     England.     London-.     A  Street 

Enter  Richard,  Duke  of  GioJIer. 

Glojler. 

NOW  is  the  winter  of  our  dlfcontent 
Made  glorious  lummer  by  this  fun  of  York; 
And  all  the  clouds  that  low'r'd  upon  our  houfe 
In  the  deep  bofom  of  the  ocean  bury'd. 
Now  are  our  brows  bound  with  vi6torious  wreaths  ; 
Our  bruifed  arms  hung  up  for  monuments  \ 
Our  ftern  alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings. 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd  v/ar  hath  fmoothM  his  wrinkled  front  j 
And  now — inftead  of  mounting  barbed  fteeds, 
To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries — 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber 
To  the  lafcivious  pleafmg  of  a  lute. 
But  I — that  am  not  fhap'd  for  fportive  tricks. 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glafs  ; 
I,  that  am  rudely  ftamp'd,  and  want  love's  majefty. 
To  ftrut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph  ; 
I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion^ 
Cheated  of  feature  by  diiTembling  Nature, 
Deform'd,  unfinifh'd,  fent  before  my  time 
Into  this  breathing  world,  fcarce  half  made  up. 
And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionably, 
That  dogs  barks  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them  ;— 
Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace, 
Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time; 
Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fliadow  in  the  fun, 
And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity  : 
And  therefore — fmce  I  cannot  prove  a  lover. 
To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain. 
And  hate  the  idle  pleafures  of  thefe  days. 
Plots  have  I  laid,  indu6lions  dangerous, 
Bv  drunken  prophecies,  libels,  and  dreams^ 
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To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  king 

]n  deadly  hate  the  one  againll:  the  other  j 

And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  jull 

As  I  am  fubtle,  falfe,  and  treacherous, 

This  day  fhould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up, 

About  a  prophecy,  which  fays — that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  (hall  be. 

Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  foul ! — Here  Clarence  comes  ! 

Enter  ClarE-nce  guarded^  aJid  Brakenbury. 

Brother,  good  day  :  What  means  this  armed  guard- 
That  waits  upon  your  grace  ? 

Clar,  His  majefty. 
Tendering  my  perfon's  fafety,  hath  appointed 
This  condudl  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 

Glo,  Upon  what  caufe  ? 

Clar,  Becaufe  my  name  is — George. 

Glo.  Alack,  my  lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  your*s  % 

He  fhould,  for  that,  commit  your  godfathers. 

O!  belike  his  majefty  hath  fome  intent 

That  you  fhould  be  new  chriften'd  in  the  tower  !— • 

But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence  ?  may  1  know  ? 

Clar*  Yea,  Richard,  when  1  know  ;  for  I  proteft 
As  yet  I  do  not :  but,  as  I  can  learn. 
He  hearkens  after  prophecies  and  dreams  ; 
And  from  the  crofs-row  pluck  the  letter  G, 
And  fays  a  wizard  told  him  that  by  G 
His  iflue  difmherited  fhould  be  ; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he  : 
Thefe,  as  I  learn,  and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe. 
Have  mov'd  his  highnefs  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo.  Why  this  it  is  when  men  are  rul'd  by  women. 
'Tis  not  the  king  that  fends  you  to  the  Tower  j 
My  lady  Grey  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  flie 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  extremity. 
Was  it  not  fhe,  and  that  good  man  of  worfhip 
Anthony  Woodeville,  her  brother  there, 
That  made  him  fend  lord  Haflings  to  the  Tower, 
From  whence  this  prefent  day  he  is  dtlivcr'd? 
We  are  not  fafe,  Clarence ;  we  are  not  fafe. 

Clar,  By  heaven,  I  think  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  queen's  kindred,  and  night- walking  heralds 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king  and  miftrefs  Shore. 
Heard  you  not  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
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Lord  Hadlngs  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  ? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord-chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what — I  think  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king. 
To  be  her  men,  and  v/ear  her  livery. 
X'le  jealous  o'er-worn  widow  and  herfelf, 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlevromcn, 
Are  mighty  goflips  in  this  monarchy. 

Brak.   I  befeech  your  graces  both  to  pardon  me  ; 
His  majefty  hath  ftraitly  given  in  charge 
That  no  man  fhall  have  private  conference, 
Of  what  degree  foever,  with  his  brother. 

Glo,  Even  fo.     An  pleafe  your  worfhip,  Brakenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  fay  ; 
We  fpeak  no  treafon,  man ;  we  fay  the  king 
Is  wife  and  virtuous  ;  and  his  noble  .queen 
V/ell  ftruck  in  years  ;  fair,  and  not  jealous : 
We  fay  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  bonny  eye,  a  paffing  pleafmg  tongue; 
That  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentlefolks. 
How  fay  you,  fir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 

Brak,  With  this,  my  lord,  myfelf  hath  nought  to  do, 
Glo.  Naught  to  do  with  miftrefs  Shore  ?  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 
He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one. 
Were  beft  to  do  it  fecretly,  alone. 
Brak,  What  one,  my  lord*? 

Glo.  Her  hufband,  knave. — Wouldft  thou  betray  me  ? 
Brak,  1  befeech  your  grace  to  pardon  me  ;  and  withal 
Porbear  your  conference  with  the  noble  duke. 

Clar,  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  and  will  obey. 
Glo.  We  are  the  queen's  abje6ls,  and  mull  obey. 
Brother,  farewell :  I  will  unto  the  king; 
And  whatfo'er  you  will  employ  me  in. 
Were  it  to  call  king  Edward's  widow  fifter, 
I  will  perform  it,  to  enfranchife  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  in  brotherhood 
Touches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 
Clar,  I  know  it  pleafeth  neither  of  us  well. 
Glo.  Well,  your  imprifonment  (hall  not  be  long  ; 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfe  lie  for  you. 
Mean  time  have  patience. 

Clar.  I  muft  perforce  j  farewell.  [Ex,  Clar.  aWBrak. 
Glo,  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  fhalt  ne'er  return. 
Simple,  plain  Clarence  ! — I  do  love  thee  (o^ 
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That  I  will  fliortly  fend  thy  fod  to  heaven, 

If  Heaven  vi^ill  take  the  prefent  at  our  hands. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new-deliver'd  Haftings  ? 

Enter  Hastings. 

Haft.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious  lord  I 
Glo,  As  much  unto  my  good  lord- chamberlain  I 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air  ' 
How  hath  your  lordfhip  brook'd  imprifonment  ? 

Haft,  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prifoners  muft 
But  I  {hall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks 
That  were  the  caufe  of  my  miprifonment. 

Glo.  No  doubt,  not  doubt ;  and  fo  fhali  Clarence  too  % 
For  they  that  were  your  enemies  are  his. 
And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you. 

Haji.  More  pity  that  the  eagle  fliould  be  mew'd 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 
Glo,   What  news  abroad  ? 

HaJi,  No  news  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home  j— 
The  king  is  fickly,  weak,  and  melancholy, 
And  his  phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

Glo.  Now,  by  faint  Paul,  that  news  is  bad  indeed, 
O  1  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-much  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  5 
^Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  is  he  in  his  bed  ? 
Haft,  He  is. 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you.  [Exit  Hast^ 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope  ;  and  muft  not  die 
Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfe  up  to  heaven. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  v/ell  fteel'd  vjith  weighty -arguments  ; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live  ; 
Which  done,  God  take  king  Edward  to  his  mercy. 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  buftle  in. 
For  then  I'll  marry  Warwick's  youngeft  daughter  : 
What  though  I  kill'd  her  hufband  and  her  father  ? 
The  readieft  way  to  make  the  wench  amends 
Is,  to  become  her  hufband  and  her  father ; 
The  which  I  will  ;  not  all  fo  much  for  love. 
As  for  another  fecret  clofc  intent. 
By  marrying  her,  v/hich  I  muft  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market; 
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Clarence  ftill  breathes ;  Edward  ftill  llv^es  and  reigns, 
When  they  are  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  gains.     \_Ex'it, 

SCENE  11.  Another  ftreet.  Enter  the  Corfe  ^  Henry 
the  Sixths  with  Halberdsjo  guard  it^  Lady  Anne  being  the 
Alourner, 

Anne,  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load— 
If  honour  may  be  flirouded  in  a  hearfe — 
Whilft  I  a  while  obfequioufly  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaflrer. 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king  ! 
Hale  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  f 
Thou  bloodlefs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ! 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghoft 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  flaughter'd  fon, 
Stabb'd  by  the  felf-fame  hand  that  made  thefe  wounds  ! 
Lo,  in  thefe  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
I  pour  the  haplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
O,  curfed  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  hole  ! 
Curfed  the  heart  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it^ 
Curfed  the  blood  that  let  this  blood  from  hence  1 
More  direful  hap  bstide  that  hated  wretch. 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wifh  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads. 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives  ! 
If  ever  he  have  child  abortive  be  it. 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whole  ugly  and  unnatural  afpe6t 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  vievi^; 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs  I 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferabie  by  the  death  of  him 

Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  lord  and  thee  \ 

Come  now  toward  Chertfey  with  your  holy  load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there  ; 
And  (till,  as  you  are  v/eary  of  the  weight, 
Jleft  you,  whiles  I  lament  king  Henry's  corfe. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo,  Stay,  you  that  bear  the  corfe,  and  fet  It  down. 
Anne,  What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  iien(J 
To  flop  devouted  charitable  deeds  I 
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Glo,  Villains,  fet  down  the  corfe,  or,  by  faint  Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gen,  My  lord,  ftand  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 

Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog  !  ftand  thou  when  I  command  ^ 
Advance  thy  halberd  higher  than  my  breaft, 
Or,  by  faint  Paul,  I'll  ftrike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,  be^rgar,  for  thy  boldnefs. 

j^nne.  What,  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all  afraid  ? 
Alas !  I  blame  you  not ;  for  you  are  mortal ; 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. — 
Avaunt,  thou  dreadful  minifter  of  hell  ! 
Thou  hadft  but  power  o'er  his  mortal  body  ; 
His  foul  thou  c^nft  not  have  :  therefo'e,  be  gone. 

G/o,  Sweet  faint!  for  charity  be  not  fo  curft. 

Anne.  Foul  devil,  for  God's  fake,  hence,  and  trouble  us  not^, 
For  thou  haft  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill'4  it  with  curftng  cries  and  deep  exclaims. 
If  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Eehold  this  pattern  of  thy  bucheries. — . 
Oh,  gentlemen,  fee,  fee  !  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  their  congeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afrefti ! — ;. 
Blufh,  blufli,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity  ! 
For  'tis  thy  prefence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwells  ; 
Thy  deed,  inhuman,  and  unnatural, 
Provokes  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 
P  God  I  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death  I 
O  earth  !  which  this  blood  drinks,  revenge  his  death  ! 
Either  heaven  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murdered  dead,^ 
Or  earth  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick ; 
As  thou  doft  fwa'llow  up  this  good  king's  blood, 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butcher'd ! 

Glo,  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleilings  for  curfes. 

y^nne.  Villain,  thou  know'ft  no  law  of  Gcd  nor  man  j 
Ko  beaft  fo  fierce  but  knows  fome  touch  of  piety.  ' 

Glo,  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft, 

j^nne,  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth  ! 

G/o,  More  wonderful,  when  angels  are  fo  angry»— 
Vouchfafe,  divine  perfe61:ion  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  evils  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumftance,  but  to  acquit  myfelf. 

Jnne.  Vouchfafe,  diff'us'd  infedion  of  a  lyian. 
For  thefe  known  evils  but  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

G/o»  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have. 
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Some  patient  lelfure  to  excufe  myfelf. 

Jn?ie.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  canfl  make 
No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thyfelf. 

Qlo.  By  fuch  defpair  1  fhould  accufe  myfelf. 

ylnne.  And,  by  defpairing,  flialt  thou  ftand  cxcus'd 
^Por  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyfelf. 
That  didft  unworthy  flaughter  upon  others. 

Glo.   Say  that  I  flew  them  not. 

Anne.  Then  fay  they  were  not  flain. 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  deviUfh  flave,  by  thee. 

Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  hufband. 

Jmic.  Why  then  he  is  alive. 

Gio.  Nay,  he  is  dead  ;  and  flain  by  Edward's  hand. 

A^tie.  In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'ft;  queen  Margaret  faw 
Thy  murderous  faulchion  fmoking  in  his  blood  ; 
The  which  thou  once  did  bend  againft  her  breaft, 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo.  I  v/as  provoked  by  her  fland'rous  tongue. 
That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltlefs  fhoulders. 

Anne.   Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries. 
Pidft  thou  not  kill  this  king  ? 

Glo»  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  hedgehog  ?  then  God  grant  me  too 
Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  i 
Q  !  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous  1 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heaven  that  hath  him. 

Anne^  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  fhak  never  come. 

Glo.  Let  him  thank  me  that  help  to  fend  him  thither  ;   ; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  earth. 

Anne.   And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 

Glo.  Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  it. 

Anne.   Some  dungeon. 

Glo,  Your  bedchamber, 

Anne.  Ill  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thoulieil  \ 

Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  lie  with  you. 

Anne.  I  hope  fo.  , 

Glo.   I  know  fo. — But,  gentle  lady  Anne, 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  fomewhat  into  a  flower  method  ; 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timeiefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner? 

Anne.  Thou  waft  the  caufe  and  moft  accursM  efFe£l:. 
Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  eff*e(5t  j 
Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep 


10  KING   RICHARD    III 

To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 

So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  fhould  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks, 

Glo.  Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  that  beauty's  wreck; 
You  fhould  not  blemifh  it,  if  I  ftood  by  : 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  fun, 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'eriliade  thy  day,  and  death  thy  life  ! 

Glo,  Curfe  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature  !  thou  art  both. 

Anne,  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee, 

Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  raoft  unnatural 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  juft  and  reafonable 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  hufband, 

Glo,  He  thai:  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  hufband, 
Pid  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  hufband. 

Anne.   His  better  doth  not  brethe  upon  the  earth, 

Glo.  He  lives  that  loves  you  better  than  he  could. 

Anne.   Name  him. 

Glo.  Plantagenet. 

Anne.  Why,  that  was  he. 

Gk.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne,  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo.  Here  :  [Jhefpits  at  bhfi].  Why  doft  thou  fpit  at  me  ?' 

Anne.   Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake  ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place. 

A.'ine.  Never  hung  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
Out  of  my  fight!   thou  doft  infect  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  fweet  lady,  have  infected  mine. 

Ann^^  Would  they  were  bafilifks  to  ftrike  thee  dead  | 

Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once; 
For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears, 
Sham'd  their  afped's  vyith  ftore  of  childifh  drops  ; 
Thefe  eyes,  which  never  fhed  remorfeful  tear — 
Not  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept 
To  hear  the  pitious  moan  that  Rutland  made 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fliook  his  fword  at  him  j 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  father's  death, 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fob  and  weep. 
That  all  the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks. 
Like  trees  bedafh'd  with  rain  ;  in  that  fad  time. 
My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear  ; 
And  v/hat  thefe  forrows  could  not  thence  exhale. 
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Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 

J  never  fu'd  to  friend  nor  enemy; 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  Toothing  word  ; 

l)ut  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 

My  proud  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak. 

[She  looks  jcornfullj  at  hlm» 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  for  it  was  made 
For  killing,  lady,  not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo  !  here  I  lend  thee  this  fliarp-pointed  fword. 
Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  breaft, 
And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftroke, 
A-nd  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 

\^He  lays  his  breajl  cpen^JJ)e  offers  at  it  with  his  fuuorcL 
Nay,  do  not  paufe  ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry  j — 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch;  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young  Edward,— 
But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  thatfet  me  on. 

\_She  lets  fall  the /word. 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

An7ie.  Arife,  diiTembler ;  though  I  wifii  thy  death, 
J  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Gh.  Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne,  I  have  already. 

Glo,  That  was  in  thy  rage  : 
Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  the  word, 
This  hand,  which  for  thy  love  did  kill  thy  love. 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
'I'o  both  their  deaths  flialt  thou  be  accelTary. 

June.  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart, 

Glo.  'Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me  both  are  falfe. 

Glo,  Then  never  man  was  true. 

Anne,  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fword. 

Glo,  Say  then  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne,  That  fhall  you  know  hereafter, 

Glo,  But  fhall  1  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne,   All  men,  I  hope,  live  fo. 

Glo.   Vouchfafe  to  wear  this  ring.      [She puts  on  the  rin^, 

Anne,  To  take  is  not  to  give. 

Glo,  Look  how  this  ring  encornpaffeth  thy  finger  j 
Even  fo  thy  breafl  enclofeth  my  poor  heart ; 
Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine; 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  fervant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand. 


12  KING   RICHARD   III. 

Thou  dofl  confirm  his  happinefs  for  ever. 

Jnne.  What  is  it !  , 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defigns 
To  him  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  mourner. 
And  prefently  repair  to  Crofby-Place ; 
Whe^re,  after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertfey  monaft'ry  this  noble  king, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, 
J  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you  : 
For  divers  unknown  reafons,  I  befeech  you 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  much  it  joys  me  totj 

To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. ■ 

TrelTel  and  Berkley  go  along  with  me. 

Glo.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Jnne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deferve : 
But,  fmce  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  faid  farewell  already. 

[Exeunt  two  with  Lady  Anne. 

Glo,  Take  up  the  corfe,  firs. 

G^n»  Towards  Chertfey,  noble  lord  ? 

Glo,  No,  to  White-Fryars  ;  there  attend  my  coming. 

{Exeunt  the  rejl  with  the  corfe^ 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
I'll  have  her — but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What!   I,  that  kill'd  her  hulband  and  his  father. 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremeft  hate  ; 
With  curfes  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes. 
The  bleeding  v/itnefs  of  her  hatred  by  ; 
With  God,  her  confcience,  and  thefe  bars,  againft  me, 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  fuit  withal, 
But  the  plain  devil  and  diflembling  looks  ; 
And  yet  to  win  her— all  the  world  to  nothing  ! 
Ha! 

Hath  ftie  forgot  already  that  brave  prince, 
JEdward  her  lord,  v.'hom  I,  fome  three  months  fincc, 
Stabb'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewkfbury  I 
A  fweeter  and  a  lovlier  gentleman, 
Fram'd'in  the  prodigality  of  nature, 
Young,  valiant,  wife,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royaJ, 
The  fpacious  world  cannot  again  afford. 
And  will  fhe  yet  abafe  her  eyes  on  me, 
That  cropped  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  prince. 
And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed  ? 
On  me,  whofe  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety  ? 
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On  me,  that  halt  and  am  misfliapen  thus  ? 
Aly  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier, 
I  do  niiftake  my  perlbn  all  this  while. 
Upon  my  life,  Ihe  finds,  although  I  cannot, 
Mvfelf  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs. 
And  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  taylors, 
To  ftudy  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body. 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myfelf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  coft. 
But,  firft,  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave. 

And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 

Shine  out,  fair  fun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glafs. 

That  T  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  pafs !  [Exit. 

SCENE     III.      7he  Palace.      Enter  the  ^ueen.   Lord 
Rivers,  her  Brother^  and  Lord  Grey,  htr  Son, 

Rlu.    Have    patience,    madam;     there's   no   doubt  his 
majefty 
Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health. 

Grey.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill  it  makes  him  worfe ; 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry  words. 

^een.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me  ? 

Grey,  No  other  harm  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  lord. 

§ueen.  The  lofs  of  fuch  a  lord  includes  all  harms. 

Grey.   The  heavens  have  blefs'd  you  with  a  goodly  Ton 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  is  gone. 

^een.  Ah!  he  is  young ;  and  his  minority 
Is  put  into  the  truft  of  Richard  Glofter, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me  nor  none  of  you. 

Riv.  Is  it  concluded  he  fhall  be  protecStor  ? 

^een.  It  is  determin'd,  not  concluded  yet; 
But  fo  it  muft  be,  if  the  king  mifcarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley, 

Grey,  Here  comes  the  lords  of  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 

Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal  grace  ! 

Stan,  God  make  your  majefty  joyful  as  you  have  been  1 

^een.     The    countefs    Richmond,    good  my   lord   of 
Stanley, 
To  your  good  prayer  will  fcarcely  fay,  amen. 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithftanding  Ihe's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  you  good  lord,  aiTur'd 
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I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stan.  I  do  befeech  you  either  not  believe 
The  envious  danders  of  her  falfe  accufers, 
Or,  if  file  be  accus'd  on  true  report, 
Bear  with  her  w^eaknefs,  which,  I  think,  proceeds 
From  wayward  ficknefs,  and  no  grounded  malice. 

^een.   Saw  you  the  king  to-day,  my  lord  of  Stanley  ? 

Stan.  But  now  the  duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  vifiting  his  majefty. 

^een.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  lords  ? 

Buck.  Madam,  good  hope  ;  his  grace  fpeaks  cheerfully. 

^een.  God  grant  him  health  I     Did  you   confer  with 
him  ? 

Buck.  Ay,  madam  ;  he  deiires  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  duke  of  Glofter  and  your  brothers. 
And  between  them  and  my  lord-chamberlain; 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

^een.  'Would  all  were  well  ! — But  that  will  never  be> 
I  fear  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height, 

^«/^r  Gloster,  Hastings,  ^//i  Dorset, 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it.— • 
Who  are  they  that  complain  unto  the  king 
That  I,  forfooth,  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not  ? 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly 
That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  diffentious  rumours- 
Becaufe  I  cannot  flatter,  and  fpeak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  fmooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 
Duck  wit  French  nods  and  apidi  couitefy, 
I  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 
But  thus  his  fimple  truth  muft  be  abus'd 
By  filken^  fly,  inflnuating  Jacks  ? 

Grey,  To  whom,  in  all  this  prefence,  fpeaks  your  grace  ? 

Glo.  To  thee,  that  thou  haft  nor  honefty  nor  grace. 
When  have  I  injur'd  thee  ?  when  done  thee  wrong  ?•— 
Or  thee  ? — or  thee  ? — or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all  !     His  royal  grace, 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wifli  I 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while, 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints, 

^een.  Brother  of  Glofter,  you  miftake  the  matter  *. 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  difpofition. 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  fuitor  elfe. 
Aiming,  behke,  at  your  interior  hatred, 
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That  in  your  outward  a£lion  fliews  itfelf 
Againft  my  children,  brothers,  and  myfclf, 
Makes  him  to  fend,  that  thereby  he  may  gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  To  remove  it. 

GU.  I  cannot  tell. — The  world  is  grown  fo  bad, 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch. 
Since  every  Jack  became  a  gentleman, 
There's  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  Jack. 

^een.    Come,   come,  we  know  your  meaning,  brother 
Glofter ; 
You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends: 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  ! 

Gh,  Meantime  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of  you  : 
Our  brother  is  imprifon'd  by  your  means, 
Myfelf  difgrac'd,  and  the  nobility 
Held  in  contempt;  awhile  great  promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  thofe 
That  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fmce,  were  worth  a  noble. 

^een.  By  Him  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incenfe  his  majefty 
Againft  the  duk:e  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earneft  advocate  to  plead  for  him* 
I\Iy  lord,  you  do  me  {hameful  injury 
Falfely  to  draw  me  in  thefe  vile  fufpedts. 

Glo.  You  may  deny  that  you  v/ere  not  the  caufe 
Of  my  lord  Haftings'  late  imprifonment. 

Riv.  She  may,  my  lord;  for 

Glo,  She  may,  lord  Rivers  ? — Why,  who  knows  not  fo  1 
She  may  do  more,  fir,  than  denying  that ; 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments. 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  defert. 
What  may  fne  not  ?  She  may — ay,  marry,  may  ftie 

Rlv,  What,  marry  may  fhe  ? 

Glo,  What,  marry,  may  fne  ?  marry  with  a  king, 
A  bachelor,  a  handfome  ftrippling  too  : 
I  wifh  your  grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

^leen.  My  lord  of  Glofter,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraidings,  and  your  bitter  feoffs. 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majefty 
Of  thofe  grofs  tacmts  I  have  often  endur'd. 
I  had  rather  be  a  country  fervant-maid 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition  ; 
To  be  fo  baited,  fcorn*d,  and  ftorm'd  at : 
Small  joy  have  1  in  being  England's  queen. 
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E'nter  ^tecn  Margaret,  behind. 

^.   Mar.    And  lefleu'd  be  that  fmall,   God,  I  befeech 
thsel 
Thy  honour,  ftate,  and  feat  is  due  to  me. 

GIo,  What!  threat  you  me  with  telh'ng  of  the  king! 
Tell  him,  and  fpare  not.     Look,  what  I  have  faid 
I  will  avouch  in  prefence  of  the  king  ; 
I  dare  adveniure  to  be  fent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot; 

^.  Mar.  Out,  devil !   I  remember  them  too  well. 
Thou  kiirdft  my  hufband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  fon,  at  Tewkfburj, 

Glo,  Ere  you  were  queen,  ay,  or  your  hufband  king, 
I  was  a  packhorfe  in  his  great  affairs  ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adverfaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends  ; 
To  royalife  his  blood  I  fpilt  mine  own. 

^,  Mar,  Ay,  and  much  better  blood  than  his  or  thine. 

Gh.  In  all  v/hich  time,  you  and  your  hufband  Grey 
Were  factious  for  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  ; — 
And,  Rivers,  fo  were  you. — Was  not  your  hufband 
In  Margaret's  battle  at  Saint  Alban's  flain? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget, 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you  are  ; 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

^.  A4ar,  A  murderous  villain  ;  and  fo  flill  thou  art. 

GIo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  Warwick, 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf — which  Jefu  pardon  I 

^  Mar.  Which  God  revenge  ! 

GIo.  To  fight  on  Edv/ard's  party  for  the  crown  j 
And,  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew*d  up. 
I  would  to  God  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's, 
Or  Edward's  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine  ; 
1  am  too  childifh-foolifli  for  this  world. 

^  Alar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fhame,  and  leave  this  world,- 
Thou  cacod?emon  !  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Riv.  My  lord  of  Glofler,  in  thofe  bufy  days. 
Which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies, 
We  follow'd  then  our  lord,  our  fovereign  king  ; 
So  fhould  we  you,  if  you  fhould  be  our  king. 

Glo.  If  I  fhould  be  !     I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar  f 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart  the  thought  thereof! 

^■/een.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  fuppofc 
You  fliould  enjoy,  were  you  this  country's  king, 
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As  little  joy  you  mciy  fuppofe  in  me 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  thereof. 

^.  Mar,  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  thereof, 
t'cr  1  am  fhe,  and  altogether  joylefs. 

I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient.  [She  advances. 

Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  you  have  pill'd  from  me. 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  on  me  ? 
If  not,  that  I  being  queen,  you  bow  like  fubjedt?. 
Yet  that,  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels? — 
Ah,  Gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  ! 

Glo,  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'ft  thou  in  my  fight  ? 

^  Alar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd  ; 
That  will  I  make  before  I  let  thee  go. 

Gb.  Wert  thou  not  baniflied  on  pain  of  death  ? 

^  A'lar.  I  was  ;  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in  bani(hment 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  hufband  and  a  fon  thou  ow'ft  to  me — 
And  thou  a  kingdom  ; — all  of  you,  allegiance. 
This  forrow  that  I  have  by  right  is  your's; 
And  all  the  pleafures  you  ufurp  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee. 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brov/s  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  fcorns  drew'ft  rivers  from  his  eyes  j 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  duke  a  clout 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland  : — 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounc'd  againft  thee,  are  all  fall'n  upon  thee  ; 
And  God,  not  we,  hath  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 
.    ^een.   So  juft  is  God  to  right  the  innocent ! 

Haji^  O  !   'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  babe. 
And  the  moft  mercilefs  that  e'er  was  heard  of! 

Riv,  Tyrants  themfelves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 

Dorf,  No  man  but  prophefy'd  revenge  for  it. 

Buck.  Northumberland,  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 

^  Mar.  What !   were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  canie> 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York's  dread  curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  heaven 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kingdom's  lofs,  my  woful  banifhment, 
Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  peevifh  brat  ? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heaven  ? 
Why  then  give  way,  dull  cloud?,  to  my  quick  curfes ! 
Though  not  by  war,  by  furfcit  die  your  king, 
As  ours  by  murder  lo  make  him  a  king  ! 
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Edward  thy  fon,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 

For  Edward  my  fon,  that  was  prince  of  Wales,. 

Die  in  his  youth  by  like  untimely  violence  ! 

Thyfelf  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen, 

Outlive  thy  glory,  like  my  wretched  felf ! 

Long  may'ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children's  lofs. 

And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 

Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  as  thou  art  ftall'd  in  mine! 

Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death  ; 

And,  after  many  lengthen'd  haurs  of  grief, 

Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  queen  !— • 

Rivers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  ilanders-by, 

And  fo  waft  thou,  lord  Haftings,  when  my  fon 

Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers  5  God,  I  pray  him 

That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 

But  by  fome  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  wither'd  hag. 

^  Mar,  And  leave  out  thee  !     Stay,  dog,,  for  thou^flialC' 
hear  me. 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  florej, 
Exceeding  thofe  that  I  can  wifh  upon  thee, 
O  !  let  them  keep  it  till  thy  fms  be  ripe, 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troubler  of  the  poor  vsorld's  peace  5 
The  worm  of  confcience  ftill  begnaw  thy  foul ! 
Thy  friends  fufpe6l  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'ft, 
And  take  deep  traitor's  for  thy  dearefl  friends  1 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils  ' 
Thou  elvifh-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog! 
Thou  that  waft  feal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  flave  of  nature  and  the  fon  of  hell ! 
Thou  {lander  of  thy  mother's  heavy  woiK,b  ! 
Thou  loath'd  ilTue  of  thy  father's  loins  ! 
Thou  rag  of  honour  '  thou  detefted — 

Gh.  Margaret! 

<^  Mar.  Richard  [ 

Glo.  Ha! 

^  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 

Glo»  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  had'ft  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

^  Mar,  Why,  fo  I  did  ;  but  look'd  for  no  replyv 
O,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfe  ! 

Glo,  'Tis  done  by  me,  and  ends  in — Margaret, 
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Sfiieen.  Thus  have  you  breath'd  your  curfe  an;ainft  your- 
felf.  ^ 

^.  A-lar,  Poor  painted  queen  !   vain  flourifh  of  my  for- 
tune ' 
Why  ftrew*ft  thou  fugar  on  tiiat  bottled  fpider 
Whofe  deadly  v/eb  enfnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool!   fool  I   thou  whet'lt  a  kniH-c  to  kill  thyfeif. 
The  day  will  come  that  thou  flialt  wifh  for  me 
To  help  thee  curfe  this  pois'nous  bunch-back  toad. 

Haj}.  P^alfe-boding  woman,  end  thy  frantic  curfe  ; 
Left,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 

^  Mar.  Foul  fhame  upon  you  !    you  have  all  mov'd 
mine. 

Riv.  Were  you  well  ferv'd  you  would  be  taught  your 
duty. 

^.  Mar^  To  ferve  me  well  you  all  fhould  do  me  duty; 
Teach  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  fubje(5i:s. 
O,  ferve  me  well  !   and  teach  yourlelves  that  duty. 

Darf.  Difpute  not  with  her,  fhe  is  a  lunatick. 

^.  Mar.  Peace,  mafter  marquis  I  you  are  malapert; 
Vour  fire-new  Itamp  of  honour  is  fcarce  current. 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge 
What  'twere  to  loofe  it  and  be  miferable  I 
They  that  ftand  high  have  many  blafls  to  fhake  them; 
And,  if  they  fall,  they  dafli  themfelves  to  pieces. 

Glo,  Good  counfel,  marry  ; — learn  it,  learn  it,  marquis, 

Dorf,  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as  me. 

Glo.  Ay,  and  much  more.     But  I  was  born  fo  high, 
Our  aiery  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcorns  the  fun. 

^.  Mar.   And  turns  the  fun  to  fhade  ; — alas  !   alas  !— 
Witnefs  my  fun,  now  in  the  Ihade  of  death, 
Whofe  bright  out-fhining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  aiery  buildeth  in  our  aiery's  neft  : — • 
O  God,  that  fee'ft  it !  do  notfufFer  it ; 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  loft  be  it  fo ; 

Buck.  Peace,  peace,  for  fhame,  if  not  for  charity  I 

^  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  fhame  to  me  ; 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  ftiamefuUy  by  you  my  hopes  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame — 
And  in  my  fhame  flill  live  my  forrow's  rage  ! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done. 

^.  Mar,  O^  princely  Buckingham  !  I'll  klfs  thy  hand 
B  2 


10  KING   RICHARD    III* 

In  fign  of  league  and  amity  v/ith  thee. 
Now  fair  befall  thee  and  thy  noble  houfe  ! 
Thy  jrarments  are  not  fpotted  with  our  blood, 
Nor  thou  within  the  conipafs  of  my  curfe. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here  -,  for  curfes  never  pafs 
The  lips  of  thofe  that  breath  them  in  the  air. 

^  Mar.  I'll  not  believe  but  they  afcend  the  fky, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle  ileeping  peace. 
O,  Buckingham  '  beware  of  yonder  d^g  ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites  ;  and  when  he  bites. 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death. 
Have  not  to  do  with  him  1  beware  of  him  ! 
Sin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  marks  upon  him  ! 
And  all  their  minifters  attend  on  him  ! 

GIo.  What  doth  flie  fay,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  ? 

Buck.  Nothing  that  I  refpeft,  my  gracious  lord. 

^  Ma7\  What !  doft  thou  fcorn  me  for  my  gentle  coun- 
fel? 
And  footh  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  ihall  fplit  thy  very  heart  with  forrow. 
And  fay,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetefs.— 
Live  each  of  you  the  fubje6ls  to  his  hate, 
And  he  to  your's,  and  all  of  you  to  God's  !  [Exit, 

Buck.  My  hair  doth  ftand  on  end  to  hear  her  curfes. 

Riv.  And  fo  doth  mine  :  I  wonder  (he's  at  liberty, 

GIo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mother  s 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

^leen.  I  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 

Gio,  You  have  all  the  vantage  of  her  wrong. 
I  was  too  hot  to  do  fomebody  good 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry  !  as  for  Clarence  he  is  well  repaid  : 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains. 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof! 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  Chriilian-liice  conclufion 
To  pray  for  them  that  hath  done  fcathe  to  us. 

GIo.  So  do  I  ev&r,  being  well  advis'd  ; 
For  had  I  curs'd  now  I  had  curs'd  myfeif.  [JJiJe, 

Enter  Catesby. 

Cat.  Madam,  his  majedy  doth  call  for  you  — 
And  for  your  grac^— and  you,  mynpble  lords. 
,^uenu  Citie;l»jj:j   I  comr.  .••^^Lc-rds,  v/ill  yon  go  with  me  ? 
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RiV,  Madam,  we  will  attend  your  grace. 

[Exeunt  all  ^«^  Gloster, 

Glo.  I  do  thee  wrong,  and  firft  begin  to  brawl. 
The  fecret  mifchieFs  that  I  fet  abroach 
I  lay  unto  the  grevious  charge  of  others. 
Clarence!    whom  1,  indeed,  have  laid  in  darknef?, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls; 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Haftings,  Buckingham  ; 
And  tell  them — 'tis  the  queen  and  her  allies 
That  ftir  the  king  againft  the  duke  my  brother. 
Now  th:y  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  me 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey  : 
But  then  I  figh,  and  with  a  piece  of  fcripture. 
Tell  them  that  God  bid  us  do  good  for  evil. 
And  thus  1  clothe  my  naked  villany 
With  old  odd  ends  ftolen  forth  of  holy  writ, 
And  feem  a  faint  when  mod  I  play  the  devil. 

£f2ter  two  ?mir^erers. 

But  foft,  here  come  my  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  flout,  refolved  mate  ?  * 
Are  you  now  going  to  difpatch  this  thing  ? 

I  Murd.  We  are,  my  lord  ;   and  come  to  have  the  war- 
rant 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo,  Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  : 
When  you  have  done  repair  to  Crofby  Place. 
But,  firs,  be  fudden  in  the  execution. 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hex^r  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well  fpoken,  and,  perhaps 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity  if  ybu  mark  him. 

I  Murd,  Tut,  tut,  my  lord  !  we  will  not  ftand  prate  j 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers.      Be  afTur'd 
We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo.  Your   eyes  drop  millftones  when  fools'  eyes  dro 
tears  : 
I  like  you,  lads; — about  your  bufmefs  ftralght ; 
Go,  go,  difpatch. 

I  Murd,  We  will,  my  noble  lord.  [Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E  IV.      Jn  Apartment  in  the  Toiue?\ 
Enter  CLARENCii  and  Bkakenbvry, 

Brak.  Why  looks  your  grace  fo  heavily  to-day.' 
Clar,  O  1  i  have  pafl  a  miferable  night, 
B3 
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So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  fights, 
That,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  fpend  another  fuch  a  night 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days  ; 
So  full  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  Lord  ?    I  pray  you  tel! 
me. 

Clar,  Methought  that  I  had  broken  from  the  tower. 
And  was  embark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy ; 
And  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloflsr  : 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  vv^alk 
Upon  the  hatches  ;  thence  w^e  lookM  towards  England, 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancailer 
That  had  hefall'n  us.     As  we  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches 
Methought  that  Gloiler  ftumbled,  and,  in  fallings 
Struck  me  that  thought  to  ftay  him  overboard 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lord  '    methought  what  pain  it  war,  to  drown! 
What  dreadful  noife  of  water  in  mine  ears  ! 
What  fighs  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  ! 
Methought  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks  ; 
A  thoufand  men  that  fi{l:ies  gnaw'd  upon  ; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Jneftimable  flones,  unvalued  jewels. 
All  fcatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  fea. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  fculls,  and  in  thofe  holes^ 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  'twere  in  fcorn  of  eyes)  refleding  gems 
That  woo'd  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter'd  by. 

Brak.   Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  death 
To  ga^e  upon  thefe  fecrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Clar,  Methought  I  had,  and  often  did  I  ftrive 
To  yield  the  ghoft  ;  but  ftill  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  feek  the  empty  vaft  and  wand'ring  air, 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk. 
Which  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Brak.   Av/nk'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony  ? 

Qar.   O,  no  !   my  dream  was  lengthcn'd  alter  lifej^ 

0  !   then  began  the  tcmpeft  to  my  foul  ' 

1  pafs'd,  methou,y;b,  the  melancholy  flood 
^Vjth  that  grim  ierrymanvvhich  poet?  write  oi 
Unto  trie  kingdom  of  perpetual  ni.ght. 
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The  firft  that  there  did  greet  my  flranger  foul 
Was  my  great  father-in-Iavv,  renowned  Warwick, 
Who  cry 'd  ^^ou^^^IP'hat  fcctirge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford jalfe  Clarence  ? 
And  fo  he  vanifh'd  :  then  came  wand'ring  by 
A  fhadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood  ;  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud — 
Clarence  is  co?7ie — -falfe,  fieeting  perjurd  Clarence-^ 
Thatjiahyd  ?7ie  in  the  field  by  'Tewkefi)ury  ; 
Seize  on  him  !  furies  take  him  to  your  torments  ! 
With  that  methought  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  heidious  cries,  that,  with  the  vierynoife, 
I  trembling  wak'd,  and,  for  a  feafon  after. 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell; 
Such  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Brak,  No  marvel,  lord,  that  it  affrighted  you ; 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 

Clar.  O,  Brakenbury  !  I  have  done  thefe  things— 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul — 
For  Edward's  fake  :  and  fee  how  he  requites  me  ! 

0  God  !   if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeafe  thee. 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds. 

Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone. 

O,  fpare  my  guiltlefs  wife  and  my  poor  children  !— 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  flay  b^'  me : 
My  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  v/ould  fleep. 

Brak.  I  will,  my  lord  j  God  give  your  grace  good  reft  !— 

[Clarence  {Jeeps ^ 
Sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours, 
Makes  the  night  morning  and  the  noon-tide  night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inward  toil ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations. 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  cares  : 
So  that,  between  their  titles  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

Enter  the  two  Murderers, 

1  Murd.  Ho  !  who's  here  ? 

Brak,  What  would'fh  thou,  fellow  ?  and  how  cam*ft  thou 

hither  ? 
z  Murd,  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hithu* 
^  my  legs, 
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Brak,  What  To  brief? 

I  Murd  O,  fir  '  'tis  better  to  be  brief  than  tedious  :— 
Shev/  him  our  commiilion,  talk  no  more. 

Bark.  I  am  in  this  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands  : — 
I  will  not  reafun  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaufe  I  will  be  guiltlefs  of  the  meaning. 
Here  are  the  keys  ; — there  fits  the  duke  afleep  ; 
I'll  to  the  king,  and  fignify  to  him 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge. 

1  Murd.  You  may,  fir  j  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom  : 

Fare  you  well.  {^Exit  Brakenbury. 

2  Murd.  What !  fhall  we  ftab  him  as  he  fleeps  ? 

1  Murd,  No  :  he'll  fay  'twas  done  cowardly  when  he 
wakes. 

2  Murd.  When  he  wakes  !  why,  fool,  he  fiiall  never  wake 
until  the  threat  judgment  day. 

1  Murd,  Why  then  he'll  fay  we  flabb'd  him  fleeping. 

2  Murd.  The  urging  of  that  word  judgment  hath  bred  a 
kind  of  a  remorfe  in  me. 

I  Murd.  What  !   art  thou  afraid  \ 

1  Murd.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it ;  but  to 
be  damn'd  for  kiUing  him,  from  the  which  no  warrant  can 
defend  me. 

1  Murd.  I  thought  thou  hadft  been  refolute. 

2  Murd.   So  I  am  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd.  I'll  back  to  the  duke  of  G'ofter,  and  tell  him 
lb. 

2  Murd.  Nay,  prvthce  flay  a  little  ;  I  hope  this  compaf- 
fionate  humour  of  mine  will  change:  it  was  wont  to  hold 
jtiie  bur.  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

1  Murd.   How  doll  thou  feel  thyfelf  now  ? 

2  Murd.  'Faith  !  fome  certain  dregs  of  confi;ience  are  yet 
within  me. 

1  Murd.  Remember  our  reward  when  the  deed's  done. 

2  Murd.  Come,  he  dies  \  I  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Murd.   Where's  thy  confcience  nov.'  ? 

2  Murd.   In  the  duke  of  Glniler's  purie. 

1  Mu>d.  When  he  opens  his  purfe  to  give  us  our  reward 
thy  confcience  flies  out. 

2  Murd.  'lis  no  matter,  let  it  go;  there's  few  or  none 
will  entertain  it. 

1  Murd.  What,  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Murd.  I'll  not  meddle  with  it^  it  is  a  dangerous  thing  ; 
it  makes  a  man  a  coward  :  a  man  cannot  fteal  but  it  ac- 
cufeth  him  ;  a.  man  cannot  i  wear  but  it  checks-  him  ;  a  man 
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cannot  He  with  his  neighbour's  wife  but  It  dete£ls  him  : 
'tis  a  blufhing  fhame-fac'd  fpirit  that  mutinies  in  a  man's 
bofom :  it  fills  one  full  cf  obftacles :  it  made  me  once 
reftore  a  purfe  of  gold  that  by  chance  I  found  ;  it  beg- 
gars  any  one  that  keeps  it;  it  is  turn'd  out  of  all  towns 
and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing  ,  and  every  man,  that  means 
to  live  well,  endeavours  to  truft  to  himfelf,  and  live  with- 
out it. 

1  Murd,  'Zounds  !  it  is  even  now  at  my  elbow,  perfuail- 
ing  me  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Murd.  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  him 
not ;   he  would  infinuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  figh. 

1  Murd.  I  am  ftrong  fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Murd.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fejlow  that  refpedts  his  reputa- 
tion.    Come,  fhall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

1  Murd.  Take  him  over  the  coftard  with  the  hilts  of  thy 
fword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmfey-butt  in  the 
next  room. 

2  Murd.  O  excellent  device  !  and  make  a  fop  of  him. 

1  Murd.   Soft !  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.   Strike. 

I  Murd.  No,  v/e'll  reafon  with  him. 

Clar.  Where  art  thou,  keeper  ?    give  me  a  cup  of  wine* 

J  Murd.  You  fhall  have  wine  enough,  my  lord,  anon. 

Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 

I  Murd.  A  man,  as  you  are. 

Clar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  roval. 

I  Murd.  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal, 

Clar.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy  looks  are  humble. 

1  Murd.    My  voice  is  now  the  king's  my  looks  mine  own. 
Ciar.  How  darkly  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpeak  ! 

Your  eyes  do  menace  me  ;  why  l®ok  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  ?  Wherefore  do  you  come  ? 

2  Murd.  To,  to,  to— 
Clar.  To  murder  me  ? 
Both.   Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell  me  fo, 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you? 

1  Murd.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  king. 
Clar.   I  fhall  be  reconcil'd  to  hi-m  again. 

2  Murd.  Never,  my  lord  ;  tnerefore  prepare  to  die. 
Clar.  Are  you  cali'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?     What  is  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accufe  me  ? 
W}iat  lawful  ^ueft  have  given  their  verdict  up 
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Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  Or  who  pronounc*d 
The  bitter  fentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convift  by  courfe  of  law. 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  moft  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  to  have  redemption. 
That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me  ; 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Murd,  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command, 

2  Murd,  And  he  that  hath  commanded  is  our  king, 
Clar,  Erroneous  vaflal  I  the  great  King  of  Kings 

Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded 
That  thou  fhalt  do  no  murder  ;  wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edi6t,  and  fulfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

2  Murd.   And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  on  thee 
F£)r  falfe  fwearing,  and  for  murder  too. 
Thou  didil:  receive  the  facrament  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafrer. 

1  Murd.   And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  vow,  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade 
UnripMft  the  bowels  of  thy  fovereign's  fon. 

2  Alurd.   Whom  thou  haft  fworn  to  cherifli  and  defend, 

I  Murd,  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to  us^ 
When  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  dire  degree  ? 

Clar.   Alas  !  for  whofe  fake  did  I  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake  : 
He  fends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this  s 
For  in  that  fm  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 

0  !  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publickly  ; 
'I'ake  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm  \ 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawlefs  courfe 

To  cutoff  thcfe  that  have  offended  him. 

I  Murd,  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  miniftcr. 
When  gallant-fpringing,  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  ftruck  dead  by  thee  ? 

Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage.  '"] 

1  Murd,  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  faultj 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  {laughter  thee. 

Clar,  If  you  do  love  my  brother  hate  not  me  ; 

1  am  his  brother,  and  Hove  him  v/ell. 
l(  you  are  hir'd  for  need,  go  back  again. 
And  I  v/ill  fend  you  to  my  brother  Glofter, 
Who  ftiall  reward  you  better  for  my  life 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2  Murd,  You  are  deceived,  your  brother  Glofter  hates  you. 
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Clar,  Oh,  no !  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me  dear  ^ 
Go  you  to  him  for  me. 

Both.  Ay,  fo  we  will. 

Clar,  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father  York 
Blefs'd  his  three  fons  with  his  victorious  arm. 
And  charg'd  us  from  his  foul  to  love  each  other. 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendfhip  ; 
Bid  Glofter  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

I  Jllurd.  Ay,  millftones ;  as  he  leiTon'd  us  toweep, 

Clar,  O,  do  not  flander  him  !  for  he  is  ki'gd. 

I  MurcL  Right,  as  f:iow  in  harveft. — Come,  you  deceive 
yourfelf ; 
'  J"is  he  that  fends  us  to  deflroy  you  here. 

Clar,  It  cannot  be  ;  for  he  bewept  my  fortune. 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs. 
That  he  would  labour  my  delivery. 

1  Murd.   Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  you 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  heaven. 

2  Murd.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  muft  die,  my  lord, 
Clar,  Haft  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy  foul 

To  counlel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God  ? 

And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  own  foul  fo  blind 

That  thou  wilt  war  with  God  by  murdering  mel— 

O,  firs,  confider,  he  that  fet  you  on 

To  do  this  deed  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Murd,   What  fhall  we  do  ? 

Clar.  Relent,  and  fave  your  fouls. 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  fon. 
Being  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now — 
\i  two  fuch  murderers  as  yourfelves  came  to  you— 
Would  not  entreat  for  life  as  you  would  beg 
Were  you  in  my  diftrefs  ? 

\  Murd,  Relent!  'tis  cowardly,  and  womanifh.—^ 

Clar,  Not  to  relent  is  beaftly,  favage,  devilifh.-— 
My  friend,  I  fpy  fome  pity  in  thy  looks  ; 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer. 
Come  thou  on  my  fid?,  and  entreat  for  me  ! 
A  hegging  prince  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 

2  Murd,  Look  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  Murd,  I'ake  that,  and  that ;  if  all  this  will  not  ferve 

[Stales  him» 
V\\  drown  you  in  the  malmfey-butt  within.  \^Exit» 

2  Murd.  A  bloody  ^qq^l.^  and  defperately  difpatch'd  I 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wafli  my  hands 

Of  this  moft  grievous  guilty  murder  done  ? 
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Re-enter firjl  Murderer. 

1  Murd^  How  now  ?  what  mean'ft  thou,  that  thou  help'ft 

me  not? 
By  heaven,  the  duke  fhall  know  how  flack  you  have  been  ! 

2  Murd.  I  would  he  knew  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother. 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay; 

For  1  repent  me  that  the  duke  is  flain.  [Exit. 

I  Murd.  So  do  not  I ;  go,^oward,  as  thou  art. — 
Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  body  in  feme  hole 
'Till  that  the  duke  give  order  for  his  burial ; 
And  when  I  have  my  meed  I  will  away. 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  muft  not  ftay. 

\^Exlt  with  the  body. 


ACT     II. 

SCENE    I.      rhe  Court. 

Enter  King  Edv/ard  ftck.^  the  S^ueen^  Dorset,  Rivers, 
Hastings,  Buckingham,  Grey,  and  others. 

K.  Edward. 

WHY  fo  ; — now  have  I  done  a  good  day's  work  ;— 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league. 

I  every  day  expert  an  embaflage 

From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence  ; 

And  now  in  peace  my  foul  fhall  part  to  heaven. 

Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 

Rivers  and  Haftings,  take  each  other's  hand  j 

DilTemble  not  your  hatred,  fwear  your  love, 

Rw.  Bv  heaven,  my  foul  is  purged  from  grudging  hate. 

And  with  my  hand  I  fcal  my  true  heart's  love. 
Ha/L  So  thrive  1  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like  ! 
/r.  Edw.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  king, 

Left  he,  that  is  the  fupreme  King  of  Kings, 

Confound  your  hidden  falfehood,  and  award 

Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Hafi.    So  prof  per  I  as  I  fwear  ?  perfeiSl  love  f 

Rjv.   And  1,  as  I  love  Haftings,  with  nry  heart  \ 

K.  Ediu.  Madam,  yourfelf  are  not  exempt  in  this— 

x;,-,.  ,.o..ir  fon  Doifct—Buckingham,  nor  you  : — 
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You  have  been  factious  one  againfl:  the  other. 
Wife,  love  Lord  Haflings  ;  let  him  kifs  your  hand  ; 
And  vi'hat  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

^leen.  There,   Haftings  ; — I  will  never  more  remember 
Our  former  hatred  ;   fo  thrive  I  and  mine  ! 

K.  Edw.    Dorfet,   embrace  him ; — Haftings,   love  lord 
marquis. 

Dorf,  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  protefl, 
Upon  my  part  (hall  be  inviolable. 

Hojh    And  fo  fwear  I. 

K,  Edw.    Now,    princely   Buckingham,   feal   thou  thi^ 
league 
With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck,    Whenever  Buckingham,  doth  turn  his  hate 
Upon  your  grace,  but  with  all  duteous  love    [l^o  the  ^ucn^ 
Doth  cherifh  you  and  yours,  God  puniih  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  expect  moft  love ! 
When  I  have  moft  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
And  moft  afTured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile. 
Be  he  unto  me  '     This  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  love  to  you  or  yours. 

[Embracing  Rivers,  ^V^ 

K.  Edw,  A  pleafing  cordial,  princely  Buckingham  ! 
Is  this  thy  vov/  unto  my  fickly  heart  1 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Glofter  here 
To  make  the  blefled  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck,  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  duke. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Good  morrow  to  my  fovereign,  king,  and  qu-een  ; 
And  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  I 

K.  Edw.  Happy,  indeed  !   as  we  have  fpent  the  day  : 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  j 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong-incenfed  peers. 

Glo.  A  blefled  labour,  my  moft  fovereign  liege  f 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmlfe. 
Hold  me  a  foe ;  if  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage, 
Have  ought  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
*Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity  : 
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I  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  men's  love. — • 
Firft,  madanij  I  entreat  true  peace  of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice  5 
Of  you,  my  noble  coufin  Buckingham^ 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us  ; 
Of  you,  lord  Rivers  ;  and  lord  Grey  of  you— 
That  all  Vv-ithout  defert  have  frown'd  on  me. — 
Of  you,  lord  Woodville  ;  and  lord  Scales,  of  you: 
Dukes,  earls,  lords,  gentlemen  ;   indeed  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englifliman  alive 
With  whom  my  foul  is  any  jot  at  odds 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night : 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

^cen.   A  holy-day  this  fhall  be  kept  hereafter  :— 
I  would  to  God  all  ftrifes  were  well  compounded. — 
My  fovereign  lord,  I  do  befeech  your  highnefs 
To  take  your  brother  Clarence  to  your  grace. 

Glo.  Why,  madam,  have  I  oiFer'd  love  for  this, 
To  be  fo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  duke  is  dead  ?  \They  allJlarU 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  corfe. 

K'  Ediu.  Who  knows  not  he  is  dead  !  who  knows  he  is  ? 

^lecri.  All-feeing  heaven,  what  a  world  is  this  ! 

Buck,  Look  I  fo  pale,  lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  ? 

Dorf.   Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  and  no  man  in  the  prefence 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forfook  his  cheeks. 

K.  Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  reversed- 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  your  firft  order  died. 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear  ; 
Some  tardy  cripple  bore  the  countermand 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried  : — 
God  grant  that  fome,  lefs  noble  and  lefs  loyal, 
Isiearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  not  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did. 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufpicion  ' 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 

Stan.  A  boon,  my  fovereign,  for  my  fervice  done  ? 

K,  Edw.  I  prythee,  peace  y  my  foul  is  full  of  forrow^ 

Stan.  1  will  not  rife  unlefs  your  highnefs  hear  me. 

K.  Edw.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requeft'ft  ? 

Stan.  The  forfeit,  fovereign,  of  my  fervant's  life  ; 
Who  flew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman. 
Lately  attendant  on  the  duke  of  Norfolk. 

K,  Edw.  Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's  death  ? 
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And  fliall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  Have  r 
My  brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  fliought,"'; 
And  yet  his  punifhment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  fu'd  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love? 
Who  told  me  how  the  poor  foul  did  forfake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  told  n^e,  in  the  field  at  Tewkfbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcu'd  me. 
And  fa  id,  Dear  brother^  live,  and  be  a  king? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 
Frozen  almofl:  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me 
Even  in  his  garments  ;  and  did  give  himfelf. 
All  thin  and  naked,  to  the  numb-cold  night? 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutiih  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 
Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
JBut  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vafTals, 
Have  done  a  drunken  flaughter,  and  defaced 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  ftraight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon; 
And  I,  unjufdy  too,  muft  grant  it  you  : 
But  for  my  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak— . 
Nor  I  (ungracious)  fpeak  unto  myfelf 
For  him,  poor  foul  ! — The  proudeft  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life  ; 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life. — 
O  God  !  I  fear  thy  juftice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  your's,  for  this. — 
Come,  Haftings,  help  me  to  my  clofet.     Oh, 
Poor  Clarence'     \_Exeunt  King  and  ^uecti^  Hastings,  Ri- 
vers, Dorset,  and  Grey. 

Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  raflinefs  ! — Mark'd  you  not 
How  that  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen 
Looked  pale  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence'  death  ! 
O  !  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  king  : 
God  will  revenge  it.     Come,  lords,  will  you  go 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ? 

Buck,  We  wuit  upon  your  grace.  Exeunt, 


SCENE     II.     'I he  fame. 

Enter  Dutchefs  of  YoRK^  with  the  two  cbildren  of  CLARJiNCE> 

Son,  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 
Dut^h,  No,  boy. 
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Daugh.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft  ?  and  beat  your  breaft  ? 
And  cry — O  Clarence  my  unhappy  f on  ! 

Son,   Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  (hake  your  head, 
And  call  us — orphans,  wretches,  caft-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Dutch,   My  pretty  coufins  you  miftake  me  both  ; 
I  do  lament  the  ficknefs  of  the  king, 
As  loth  to  lofe  him,  not  your  father's  death  ; 
It  were  lod  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  loft. 

Son.  Then  grandam,  you  conclude  that  he  is  dead. 
The  king,  my  uncle,  is  to  blame  for  this : 
God  will  revenge  it ;  whom  I  will  importune 
With  earneft  prayers  all  to  that  cffcS:, 

Daugh.  And  fo  will  I ! 

Dutch,  Peace,  children,  peace  !  the  king  doth  love  you  well: 
Incapable  and  fhallow  innocents, 
You  cannot  guefs  who  caus'd  your  father's  death  I 

Son.  Grandam,  we  can  ;  for  my  good  uncle  Gofter 
Told  me  the  king,  provok'd  to't  by  the  queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprifon  him  ; 
And  when  my  uncle  told  m.e  fo  he  wept. 
And  pitied  me^  and  kindly  kifs'd  my  check ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him  as  on  my  father. 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Dutch.  Ah,  that  deceit  fhould  fteal  fuch  gentle  fhapes, 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizor  hide  deep  vice  ' 
He  is  my  fon,  ay,  and  therein  my  {hame, 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  diffemble,  grandam  ? 

Dutch.  Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.     Hark  !  what  noife  is  this  ? 

Enter  the  Queen  diftra^edly  ;  Rivers  ^w^Dorset  after  her, 

Queen.  Ah  !  who  fhall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune  and  torment  myfelf? 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againft  my  foul, 
And  to  myfelf  become  an  enemy. — 

Dutch.  What  means  this  fccne  of  rude  impatience  ? 

Queen.  To  make  an  a6t  of  tragic  violence : — 
Edward,  my  lord,  thy  fon,  our  king,  is  dead; 
Why  grow  the  branches  when  the  root  is  gone  ? 
Why  wither  not  the  leaves  that  want  their  fap  ? 
If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief; 
That  our  fwift-v/inged  fouls  may  catch  the  king's ; 
Or,  like  obedient  fubjeds,  foUov/  him 
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To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Dutch,  Ah,  lo  much  intereO:  have  I  in  thy  forrow 
As  1  had  title  in  thy  noble  huihand ! 
1  have  bewept  a  worthy  hufband's  death, 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images  :  ^ 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  femblance 
Are  crackM  in  pieces  by  malignant  death ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  fhame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow;  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee. 
But  death  hath  fnatch'd  my  hufband  from  mine  arms, 
Andpluck'd  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward,     O,  what  caufe  have  I 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  overgo  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries  ? 

Iboyt.  Ah,  aunt!   {JTo  the  Qiuen,'\  you  wept  not  for  our 
fatlier's  death; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ! 

Daugh.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmoan'd, 
Your  widow  dolour  likewife  be  unwept. 

QueeTi,  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  laments  : 
All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes; 
That  I,  being  govern'd  by  the  wat'ry  moon, 
May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world  ! 
Ah,  for  my  hufband,  for  my  dear  lord  Edward  ! 

Chil.  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord  Clarence  ? 

Dutch.   Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Clarence  ! 

Queen.   What  ftay  had  I  but  Edward?  and  he's  gone. 

Chil.  What  ftay  had  we  but  Clarence?  and  he's  gone. 

Dutch.  What  ftays  had  T  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone. 

Queen.    Was  never  widow  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Chil.  Were  never  orphans  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Dutch.   Was  never  mother  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas !   lam  the  mother  of  thefe griefs ; 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I; 
I  tor  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  Ihe  : 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I ; 
I  tor  an  Edward  v/eep,  fo  do  not  they. 
Alas!   you  three  on  me,  threefold  diftrefs'd, 
Pour  all  your  tears  ;  I  am  your  forrow's  nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dorf.   Ccrntor:  dear  mother;  God  is  much  difohas'i 
C 
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Thar  you  take  v/Ith  unthankfulnefs  his  doing  r 
In  common  worldly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful? 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  repay  a  debt 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 

Riv.  Madam,  bethink  you,  like  a  careful  mother, 
Of  the  young  prince  your  fon :  fend  ftraight  for  him ; 
Let  him  be  crown'd  ;  in  him  your  comfort  lives  : 
Drown  defperate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave,. 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 

Enter  Gloster^  Buckingham,  Stanley,  Hastings, 
and  Ratcliff. 

Glo.  Sider,  have  comfort;  all  of  us  have  caufe  ^ 

To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  (hining  ftar; 
But  none  can  cure  their  harms  by  wailing  them. — 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  fee  your  grace  : — Humbly  on  my  knee 
1  crave  your  bleffing. 

Dutch.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  meeknefs  in  thy  breafl; ; 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty  ! 

Glo.  Amen  ! — and  make  me  die  a  good  old  man! — 
7'hat  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blefling ;  [Jfidc, 

I  marvel  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-forrowing  peers^ 
That  hear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan. 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  other's  love  : 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  harveft  of  this  king, 
"We  are  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  fon. 
The  broken  rancour  of  vour  high-fwoln  hearts, 
Hut  lately  fplinted,  knit,  and  join'd  together, 
Muil:  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherifh'd,  and  kept. 
Me  feemeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetch'd 
lliiher  to  London  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 

Rh.  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  lord  of  Buckingham  } 
Buck.  Many,  my  lord,  left,  by  a  multitude, 
Tbe  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  iliould  break  out; 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  eftate  is  green,  and  yet  ungovern'd; 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanded  rein, 
And  may  dired  his  courfe  as  plcafe  himfelf  : 
A.S  well  the  fear  of  harm  as  harm  apparent,. 
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In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented 

GIo.  I  hope  the  king  made  peace  with  all  of  us, 
And  the  compavSt  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Riv.  And  lb  in  me ;  and  fo,  I  think,  in  all : 
Yet,  lince  it  is  but  green,  it  fhould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which  haply  by  much  company  might  be  urgM; 
Therefore  I  fay,  with  nob!e  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  fo  few  fhould  fetch  the  prince. 

HaJ}.  And  fo  fay  L 

Gio.  Then  be  it  fo  ;  and  go  w^e  to  determine 
Who  they  fliall  be  that  ftraight  fhall  pofl  to  Ludlow. 
Madam — and  you  my  mother — will  you  go 
To  give  your  cenfures  in  this  weighty  buhnefs  ? 

[^Exeunt  Queen^  b^c> 

Afanent  Buckingham  anci  Gloster. 

Buck.  My  lord,  whoever  journeys  to  the  prince. 
For  God's  fake,  let  not  us  two  flay  at  home; 
For,  by  the  way,  I'll  fort  occafion. 
As  index  to  the  ftory  we  late  talk'd  of, 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  prince. 

G/o.  My  other  felf,  m.y  counfel's  confiftory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet!  —  ^Vly  dear  coufm, 
I,  as  1  child,  will  go  by  thy  dire6lIon. 
Towards  Ludlow,  then  for  we'll  not  flay  behind.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE     III.     ^  Street  near  the  Court, 
Enter  two  Citizens  meeting, 

1  Cit,  Good  morrow,  neighbour  ;  whither  away  fo  fad  \ 

2  Cit.  I  promife  you  I  hardly  know  my  felf ; 
Hear  vou  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  that  the  king  is  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  news,  by'r  lady  ;  feldom  comes  a  better : , 

1  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world.  J 

Enter  another  Citizen, 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  fpeed  !  ; 
I  Cit.  Give  VQU  good  morrow,  fir,. 
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3  Ch,  Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  king  Edward's  death? 

2  Ctt.  Ay,  fir,  it  is  too  true  :  God  help  the  while  ! 

3  Cit.  Then,  mafters,  look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 

1  Ch.  No,  no!  by  God's  good  grace  his  fon  fhall  reign.. 
3  Cit.  Woe  to  that  land  that's  govern 'd  by  a  child! 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government ^ 
That  in  his  nonage  council  under  him, 

And  in  his  full  and  ripenM  years  himfelf, 

No  doubt,  fhall  then,  and  till  then,  govern  v/elL 

I  Cit.  So  flood  the  ftate  when  Henry  the  fixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.  Stood  the  ftate  fo  ?  No,  no,  good  friends,  God  wot; 
For  then  this  land  was  famoufly  enrichM 

With  politick  grave  counfel ;   then  the  king 

Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protedl:  his  grace. 

I  Cit.  Why,  fo  hath  this,  both  by  his  father  and  mother, 
3  Cit.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his  father, 

Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all  : 

For  emulation  now,  w^ho  fhall  be  neareft, 

Will  touch  us  all  too  near  if  God  prevent  not. 

O,  full  of  danger  is  the  duke  of  Glofter ! 

And  the  queen's  fons  and  brothers  haught  and  proud : 

And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule, 

This  lickly  land  might  folace  as  before. 

1  Cit,  Come,  come,  we  fear  the  worft ;  all  will  be  welL 
3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  feen,  wife  men  put  on  their  cloaks  j. 

When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand  ; 
When  the  fun  fets,  who  doth  not  look  for  night  ? 
Untimely  llorms  make  men  expert  a  dearth. 
All  may  be  well ;  but,  if  God  fort  it  fo, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deferve,  or  I  expe6t. 

2  Cit.  Truly  the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of  fear; 
You  cannot  reafon  almofl:  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily  and  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit.  Before  the  days  of  change  ftill  is  it  fo; 
By  a  divine  inftlndl  men^s  minds  mifbrufl 
Enfuing  danger;  as,  by  proof,  we  fee 

The  water  fwell  before  a  boift'rous  ftofm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.     Whither  away  ? 

2  Cit.   Marry,  we  were  fent  for  to  the  juftice^s. 

3  Cit.  And  fo  was  I ;  I'll  bear  you  company.    [^Exemit. 
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SCENE    IV.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  ArchhiJJiop  of  York,  the  young  Duke  of  YoRK,  ihs 
Queen,  and  the  Dut chefs  of  YoRK. 

Arch.   Laft  night,  I  heard,  they  lay  at  Northampton ; 
At  Stony-Stratford  they  do  reft  to-night : 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Dutch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  prince ; 
I  hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  lafl  I  faw  him. 

Queen.  But  I  hear  no  ;  they  fay  my  fon  of  York 
Has  almoft  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

York.  Ay,  mother,  but  I  would  not  have  it  fo, 

Dutch.  Why,  my  young  coufin  ?  it  is  good  to  grow. 

York.  Grandam,  one  night,  as  we  did  fit  at  fupper, 
My  uncle  Rivers  talk'd'how  I  did  grow 
More  than  my  brother;  Ay,  quoth  my  uncle  Glofter, 
Small  herbs  have  grace,  great  weeds  do  grow  apace. 
And  fmce,  methinks,  I  would  not  grow  fo  fall:, 
Eecaufe  fweet  flowers  are  flow,  and  weeds  make  hafte. 

Dutch.   Good  faith!   good  faith  !   the  faying  did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  objedl:  the  fame  to  thee: 
He  was  the  wretched'ft  thing  when  he  was  young. 
So  long  a  growing,  and  fo  ieifurelv. 
That,  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  lliould  be  gracious. 

Arch.  And  fo,  no  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious  madam. 

Dutch.  I  hope  he  is ;  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

York.  Now,  by  my  troth,  if  I  had  been  remember'd, 
\  could  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout 
To  touch  his  growth  nearer  than  lie  touch'd  mine. 

Dutch.  How,  my  young  York  r  1  prythee  let  me  hear  it. 

York.  Marry,  they  fay,  my  uncle  grew  fo  fift 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  oldj 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft  ! 

Dutch,  I  prvthee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  tliis  ? 

York.  Grandam,  his  nurfe. 

Dutch.  His  nurfe  I   why  I'he  was  dead  ere  tliou  waft  born 

York.  If  'twere  not  fne,  T  cannot  tell  who  told  me. 

Queen,  A  parlous  boy  ; — Go  to,  you  are  too  flirewd. 

Dutch.   Good  madam,  be  not  angry  with  the  child. 

Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  uMcffcnger. 
Arch.  Here  comes  a  nieflenger:   What  news? 
C  3 
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Mef-  Such  news,  my  lord,  as  grieves  me  to  unfold- 
Queen,  How  doth  the  prhice  ? 
Mef.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health. 
Dutch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 
Mef.  Lord  Rivers  and  lord  Grey  ^ 
Are  fent  to  Pomfret  prifoners,  and  with  them 
Sir  Thomas  Vaughan. 
'    Dutch.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Mef.  The  mighty  dukes,  Glofter  and  Buckingham, 
Queen.  For  what  offence  ! 
Mef.  The  fum  of  all  I  can  I  have  difclosM  ; 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen.  Ah  me,  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe ! 
The  tyger  now  hath  feizM  x\-\t  gentle  hind ; 
Infulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awlefs  throne  : — 
Welcome  deftrudion,  blood,  and  maflacre ! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  tl.e  end  of  all. 

Dutch.  Accurfed  and  uncjuiet  wrangling  days  ! 
Hqw  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  I 
My  hufbaiid  loft  his  life  to  get  the  crown ; 
And  often  up  and  down  m.y  i':>u'^  were  toft 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep  their  gain  and  lofs  : 
And  being  feated,  and  domeftic  broils     ' 
Clean  overblow.:,  themfelves,  the  conquerors. 
Make  war  upon  theinfelver. ;  brother  to  brother, 
Blood  to  blood,  i'elf  agdinft  fclf. — O,  prepofterous 
And  frantic  outrage,  end  thy  damned  fpleen  ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more  I 

Queen.  Come,  come,  ri  y  boy,  we  will  to  fan6luary. 
Madam,  farewell 

Dutch.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  yOu. 
Queen.  You  have  n(;  cauie. 
Jrch.  My  gracious  lady,  go. 
And  thither  bear  your  treafure  and  your  goods* 
For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  grace 
The  feal  I  keep  ;  and  fo  betide  to  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours  I 
Come,  I'll  condua  you  to  the  fanftuary.  [Fxruji^f 
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ACT      HI. 

S  C  E  N  £    I.     In  London.     The  Trumpets  found. 

Enter  the  Prince  ^  Wales,  the  Dukes  of  Gloster  and 
BucKlNGHAxVl,  Cardinal  BovcHlEK,  and  others, 

Buckingham. 

WELCOME,  fweet  prince,  to  London,  to  your  cham- 
ber ! 

G/o.  Welcome,  dear  coufm,  thoughts'  fovereign  , 
The  weary  way  hath  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince.  No  uncle  ;  but  our  crofTes  on  tlie  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  weariibme,  and  heavy: 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

G/o.  Sweet  prince,  the  untainted  virtue  of  your  years 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit. 
No  more  can  you  diilinguifh  of  a  man 
Than  of  his  outward  ihew ;  which  God  he  knows. 
Seldom,  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  uncles,  which  you  want,  were  dangerous  ; 
Your  grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  vvords, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  fiom  fuch  falfe  friends  ! 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falle  friends  !    but  they  were 
none. 

Q/o.  My  lord,  the  Mayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you  ' 

Enter  the  Lord- Af ay  or  and  his  Train. 

Mayor.  God  blefs  your  grace  with  health  and  happy  days.' 
Prince.  T  thank  you,  good  my  lo:d  ;  —and  th:;nk  you  all. — 

I  thought  my  mother  and  my  brother  York 

Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 

Fie,  what  a  Aug  is  Haiiings,  that  he  comes  not 

To  tell  us  whether  they  will  come  or  no  I 

^wZ/rHaSTiKOS. 

Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  fweating  lord. 
Prince.  Welcome,  mv  lord  !  What,  will  our  mother  come ' 
Haft.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  queen,  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
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Have  taken  fan6luary.     The  tender  prince 

Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  grace, 

But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 

Buck.  Fie  !  what  an  indire61:  and  peevilh  courfe 
Is  this  of  her's  !— Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
Perfuade  the  queen  to  fend  the  duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  prefently  ? 
If  ihe  deny — lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 

Card.  My  lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expeil  him  here :  but  if  fhe  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
V/e  fliould  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  blefTed  fanduary  ?  not  for  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin  ! 

Buck.  You  are  too  fenfelefs-obftinate,  my  lord, 
Too  ceremonious  and  traditional  : 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  groffnefs  of  this  age, 
You  '  reak  not  fan6luary  in  feizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  thofe  whofe  dealings  have  defer v'd  the  place. 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place. 
This  prince  hath  neither  claim-d  it  nor  defer  v'd  it ; 
Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it ; 
Then,  taking  him  from  thence,  that  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  fan£fuary  men, 
But  fanduary  children,  ne'er  *tiil  now. 

Card.  My  lord,  you  fhall  o'er-rule  my  mind  for  once 
Come  on,  lord  Haflings,  will  you  go  with  me? 

Haji.  I  go,  ray  lord. 

Prince,  Good  lords,  make  all  the  fpeedy  hafle  you  may 
\_Exeimt  Car  dill  al  and  Hastings, 
Say,  uncle  Glofter,  if  our  brother  come, 
Where  fhall  we  fojourn  'till  our  coronation  ? 

Glo.  Where  it  feems  heft  unto  your  royal  felf. 
If  I  may  counfel  you  fome  day  or  two, 
Your  highnefs  fliall  repofe  you  at  the  tower: 
Then  when  you  pleafe,  and  fliajl  be  thought  mofl  ^X 
For  your  berf  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.  I  do  not  like  the  tower,  of  any  place  : 
Did  Julius  C^far  build  that  place,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that  place  \ 
Which  fmce  fucceeding  ages  have  re-edify 'd. 

Prin':s.  Is  it  upon  record^  or  elfe  rejportecl 
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Succeflivcly  from  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 

Buck.   Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  lord,  it  were  not  regifter'd ; 
Methinks  the  truth  fliould  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retaii'd  to  all  pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wife  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  long."  \_JJide, 

Prince,   What  fay  you,  uncle  ? 

Glo.  I  fay,  without  chara6lers,  fame  lives  long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal  vice,  iniquity  \  /?rj 

I  moralize — two  meanings  in  one  word.  ^  -^^    * 

Piince.  That  Julius  Csfar  was  a  famous  man  ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  w  it  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live : 
Death  makes  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. — ■ 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufin  Buckingham. 

Buck.  W^hat,  my  gracious  lord? 

Prince.  And  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  foldier  as  I  liv'd  a  king. 

Glo.  Short  fummers  lightly  have  a  forward  fpring.  \^AJide. 

Enter  YoKVL^  Hastings,  and  the  CaramaL 

Buck.  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Prince,  Richard  of  York,  how  fares  our  loving  brother? 

York.  Well,  my  dread  lord,  fo  muft  I  call  you  now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother  ;  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  your's : 
Too  late  he  died  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loil:  much  majefty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  coufm,  noble  lord  of  York  ? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.     O,  my  lord  ! 
You  faid  that  idle  weeds  are  fad:  in  growth  :- 
The  prince,  my  brother,  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  h.ath,  my  lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  Idle  ? 

Glo.  O,  my  fair  couiin  !  I  mud  not  fay  fo. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Glo    He  may  command  me,  as  my  fovereign  ; 
But  you  have  power  in  me,. as  in  a  kiniman. 

York.  1  pray  you,  uncle,  give  me  this  dagger. 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?   with  all  my  hearty 

Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  (hat  I  know  will  give  \ 
And,  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  gift  to  give. 
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Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  ['II  give  my  coufifi, 

York.  A  greater  gift !   O,  that's  the  fword  to  it  ? 

Gio,  Ay,  gentle  coufin,  were  it  Hght  enough. 

York.  O  then,  I  fee,  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts ; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  nay. 

Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear. 

York.  I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 

Glo.  What  \  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  lord  ? 

York.  I  would,  that  1  might  thank  you  as  you  call  me. 

Glo.  How? 

York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  ftill  be  crofs  in  talk ; — » 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

York.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me. 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me  ; 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  ihould  bear  me  on  your  fhoulders.. 

Bjick.  With  what  a  fharp -provided  wit  he  reafons ! 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  uncle, ' 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf; 
So  cunning  and  fo  young  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  lord,  will't  pleafe  you  pafs  along  ? 
Myfelf  and  my  good  coufm  Buckingham 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  entreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York.  What  !   will  you  go  unto  the  tower,  my  lord  ! 

Prince.  My  lord  prote6lor  needs  will  have  it  fo. 

York.  I  fhall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  tower. 

Glo.  Why,  what  ihould  you  fear? 

York.  Marry  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghoft ; 
My  grandam  told  me  he  was  murder'd  there. 

Prince.  I  fear  no  uncle's  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  And  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  tower. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  York,  Hastings,  Cardinal, 
and  /litendants. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating  York 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtle  mother 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  you  thus  opprohrioufly  ? 

Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt.     O,  'tis  a  parlous  boy  I 
Bold,  quick,  ingenuous,  forward,  capable ! 
He's  all  the  moiher's  the  from  top  to  toe. 

Buck.   Well,  let  them  reft — Come  hither,  Catefby  ;  thou 
art  fworn 
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As  deeply  to  effe£l  what  we  intend, 

As  cloiejv  to  conceal  what  we  Impart: 

Thou  know'ft  our  reafon's  urg'd  upon  the  way ; 

What  think'fl:  thou  ?  Is  it  not  an  eaiy  matter 

To  make  William  lord  Haftings  of  our  mind, 

por  the  inftalment  of  this  noble  duke 

In  the  feat  royal  of  this  famous  ifle  ? 

Catcf.  He  for  his  father's  fake  fo  loves  the  prince 
That  he  will  liOt  be  won  to  aught  again{l  him. 

Buck,  What  think'll:  thou  then  of  Stanley  ?    will  not  he? 

Catef.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth. 

Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  but  this  ;  go,  gentle  Catelby, 
And,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  lord  Haftings 
How  he  doth  ftand  afte6ted  to  our  purpofe, 
And  fummon  him  tormorrow  to  the  tower, 
To  fit  about  the  coronation. 
If  thou  doft  find  him  traceable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reafons; 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 
Be  thou  io  too,  and  fo  break  off  the  talk, 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  ; 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils, 
Wherein  thyfelf  fhalt  highly  be  employ'd. 

Glo.  Commend  me  to  lord  William  ;   tell  him,  Catefbyj 
His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  aclverfaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret-caftle ; 
And  hid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 
Give  miftrefs  Shore  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck.  Good  Catefby,  go  effect  this  buftnefs  foundly. 

Catcf.  Mv  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can. 

Glo.   Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Cateft^y,  ere  wefteep.? 

Catef.  You  (hall,  my  lord. 

Gto.  At  Crofby-place,  there  you  fhall  find  us  both. 

[E;^//  CaTESBY. 

Buck.  Now,  my  lord,  what  fhall  we  do  if  we  perceive 
Lord  Haftings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots  ? 

Glo.  Chop  off  his  head,  man  ;— fomewhat  we  will  do; 
And  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  moveables 
Whereof  the  king,  my  brother,  was  poiTefTed. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  grace's  hand. 

Glo.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindnefs. 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes  ;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digeU  our  complots  in  fome  form,  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    II.     Before  Lord  Hastings'  Houfe, 
Enter  a  Mejfenger^ 
Mef.  My  lord,  my  lord- 


Hajh  {JVhhln,']  Who  knocks  ? 
Mef.  One  from  lord  Stanley. 
Haji.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 
Mef.  Upon  the  flroke  of  four. 

Enter  Hastings. 

Uafl.  Cannot  thy  mafler  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  ? 

Mef.  So  it  Ihould  feem  by  that  I  have  to  fay. 
Firfb  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lordfhip. 

Haft.  And  then — 

Mef.  Then  certifies  your  lordfhip  that  this  night 
He  dreamt  the  boar  had  rafed  ofF  his  helm  ; 
Befides,  he  fays,  there  are  two  councils  held; 
And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one, 
WHiich  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  the  other. 
Therefore  he  fends  to  know  your  lordfhip's  pleafure — ■ 
If  prefently  you  will  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  pofl  with  him  toward  the  north 
To  (hun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

Haft*  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord ; 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  councils : 
His  honour  and  mvfelf  are  at  the  one, 
A.nd  at  the  other  is  my  good  friend  Catefby : 
W'here  nothing  can  proceed,  that  toucheth  us. 
Whereof  I  fhall  not  have  intelligence. 
Tell  him  his  fears  are  fhallow,  wanting  inftance  ; 
And  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder  he's  fo  fond 
To  truft  iCiQ  mockery  of  unquiet  fiumbers  ; 
To  fly  the  boar  before  the  boar  purfues. 
Were  to  incenfe  the  boar  to  follow  us, 
And  make  purfuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chafe. 
Go^  bid  thy  mafler  rife  and  come  to  me. 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  tower, 
Where  he  fliall  fee  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 

Mef.  ril  go,  my  lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fa  v.   SJEsU. 

Enter  Catesby. 
Catef.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord  ! 
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Hajl.  Good  morrow,  Catefby  !   you  are  early  {lining  ; 
What  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tottering  ftate  ? 

Catef.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord; 
And,  I  believe,  will  never  ftand  upright 
'Till  Richard  wear  the  garland- of  the  realm. 

Haji,  How !  wear  the  garland  !  doll:  thou  mean  the  crown  ? 

Catef,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Hafi,  V\\  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  fhoulders 
Before  I'll  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd. 
But  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it? 

Catef,  Ay,  on  my  life ;  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
Upon  his  party  for  the  gain  thereof ; 
And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news,  ^ 

That  this  very  fame  day  your  enemies. 
The  kindred  of  the  queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfret, 

Haft,  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ftill  my  adverfaries  ; 
But  that  ril  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  fide, 
To  bar  my  mafter's  heirs  in  true  defcent, 
God  knows  I  will  not  do  it  to  the  death. 

Catef.  God  keep  your  lordihip  in  that  gracious  mind  ! 

Hafi.  But  I  fhall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth  hence. 
That  they  who  brought  me  in  my  mailer's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catefby !   ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  fend  fome  packing  tliat  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catf  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  lord. 
When  men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haft,  O  monftrous,  monflrous  !  and  fo  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey  ;  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  tUe,,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafe 
As  thou  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  know '{I,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 

CateJ,  The  princes  both  make  high  account  of  vou, 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridae.  \_ARde* 

Haft,  i  know  they  do,  and  I  have  well  defervM  ir. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on  ;  where  is  your  hoar-fpear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  fo  unprovided  ? 

Stan,     My    lord,    good  morrow ; — and    good    morrow, 
Catefby. 
You  may  jeft  on ;  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I.  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  councils,  L 

Hafi,  My  lord. 
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I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  do  your*s. 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
1  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan,  The  lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  from  Londoit^ 
Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  ftates  were  furej 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  caufe  to  miftruft : 
But  yet  you  fee  how  foon  the  day  o'ercaft. 
This'  fudden  flab  of  rancour  I  mifdoubt ; 
Pray,  God,  I  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward ! 
What,  fhall  we  toward  the  tower?  the  day  is  fpent* 

HaJI.  Come,  come,  have  with  you.— ^ Wot  you  what 
my  lord? 
To-day  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 

Stan.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  their  heads 
Than  fome,  that  have  accus'd  them,  wear  their  hats. 
,  But  come,  my  lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Purfnlvant* 

Hafi.  Go  on  before,  Pll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 

[Fxeunt  Lord  St  A-NLEY  and  Cateshy. 
Sirrah,  how  now  !  how  goes  the  world  wiih  thee? 

Furf.  The  better  that  your  lordihip  pleafe  to  alk. 

Ha/i.  1  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now 
Than  when  thou  met'fl:  me  lail  where  now  we  meet. 
Then  I  was  going  prifoner  to  the  tower 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  queen's  allies  ; 
But  now,  I  tell  thee  (keep  it  tc  -ihyfelf), 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  ro  death, 
And  I  in  better  ftate  tiiat  eve  I  was. 

Purf.  God  hold  it  to  your  honour's  good  content ! 

HaJI,  Gramercy,  fellow:  there,  drink  that  for  me. 

\_T/irows  him  his  purfe.- 

Turf.  I  thank  your  honour.  [Exit  Purfuivant, 

.   Enter  a  Priefi, 

Pncji.  Well  met,  my  lord;  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  honour, 
Haji.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart. 

I  am  in  your  debt  for  your  laft  cxercife ; 

Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  1  will  content  you. 
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Enter  Buckingham. 

Buck.  What,  talking  witli  a  prieft,  lord  chamberlain? 
Your  friends  at  Pomfret,  they  do  need  the  prieft  ; 
Your  honour  hath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Haft.  Good  faith  I   and  when  I  met  this  holy  man 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  tower? 

Buck,  I  do,  my  lord  ;  but  long  I  fhall  not  ftay  there 
I  fhall  return  before  your  lordlhip  thence. 

Hajl,  Nay,  like  enough  ;  for  I  ftay  dinner  there. 

Buck,  And  fupper  too,  although  thou  know'ft  it  not. 

lAfide. 
Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Haft.  rU  wait  upon  your  lord  (hip.  \Exeunt. 


SCENE    III.     Before  Pomfret  Ca/ile, 

Erier  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  co7tdu^ing  Lord  Rivers, 
i^ri/ Richard  Grey,  and  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan, 

to  Execution. 

Fat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 

Riv.  Sir  Richard  RatchtF,  let  me  tell  thee  thi« — 
To-day  ftialt  thou  behold  a  fubje6l  die 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Grey.  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you  f 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh.  You  live  that  ftiail  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter; 

Rat.  Difpatch ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 

Riv,  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret  I  O  thou  bloody  prifon. 
Fatal  and  omnious  to  noble  peers  ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  fecond  here  was  hack'd  to  death  j 
And,  for  more  ftander  to  thy  difmal  feat, 
We  give  thee  up  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  drink. 

Grey,  Now  Margaret*s  curfe  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads, 
When  ihe  exclaim'd  on  Haftings,  you  and  I, 
For  ftanding  by  when  Richard  ftabb'd  herdbn. 

Riv.  Then  curs'd  ihe  Haftings,  cursed  fhe  Buckingham, 
Then  curs'd  fhe  Richard.     O  remember,  God, 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them  as  now  for  us  ! 
As  for  my  filter,  and  her  princely  fons — 
Ee  fatisfied,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloods, 
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Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftly  muft  be  fpilt! 

Rat.  Make  hade,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expired. 

Riv.  Come,    Grey, — come  Vaughan — let  us  here  em- 

.  ;^  brace  : 

Farewell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    IV.      The  Tower, 

Buckingham,    Stanley,    Hastings,    Bipiop  of^i^Yy 
Catesby,   Lov^l,  with  others  at  a  Table, 

Haft'  Now,  noble  peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation.  I 

In  God's  name,  fpeak  !   when  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 

Stan.  They  are,  and  wants  but  nomination. 

Ely.  To-morrow  then  1  judge  a  happy  day. 

Buck.  Who  knows  the  lord  protector's  mind  herein  ? 
Who  is  mod  inward  with  the  noble  duke? 

Ely.  Your  grace,  we  think,  Ihould  fooneft  know  his  mind. 

Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces ;  for  our  hearts- 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  yoiir's ; 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  lord,  than  you  of  mine. 
Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft.  I  thank  his  grace,  I  know  he  loves  me  well ; 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  coronation 
I  have  not  founded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein  : 
But  you,  my  noble  lord,  may  name  the  time, 
And  in  the  duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice, 
Which,  I  prefume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Ely,  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  duke  himfclf. 

Glo.  My  noble  lords  and  coufins,  all  good  morrow ; 
I  have  been  long  a  fleeper,  but  I  truft 
My  abfence  doth  negled  no  great  defign 
Which  by  my  prefence  might  have  been  concluded. 

Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  lord, 
William  lord  Haftings  had  pronounc'd  your  part — 
I  mean  your  voice — for  crowning  of  the  kmg. 

Glo.  Than  my  lord  Haftings  no  man  miglit  be  bolder; 
His  lordftiip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
My  lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holborn 
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1  faw  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there; 
1  do  befeech  you  fend  for  fome  of  them. 

£/y.  Marry,  and  will)  my  lord,  with  all  my  heart. 

Exit  Ely. 

GIo.  Coufm  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
Catefby  hath  founded  Haftings  in  our  bufinefs. 
And  finds  the  tefty  gentlemen  fo  hot 
That  he  will  lole  his  head,  ere  give  confent 
His  mafter's  child,  as  worihipfuUy  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lofe  the  royalty  of  England's  throne.  • 

£uck.  Withdraw  yourfelf  a  while,  Til  go  with  yoii. 

[Exeunt  Gloster  ««^BugKINGHAM. 

Start.  We  have  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  triumph. 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden, 
For  I  myfelf  am  not  fo  ^vell  provided 
As  elfe  I  would  be  were  the  day  prolonged. 

Re-enter  BiJJiop  of^-LY, 

Ely.   Where  is  my  lord  protedtor  ?    I  have  lent 
For  thefe  ftrawberries. 

Haji.  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  fmooth  this  mofning; 
There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well 
When  he  doth  bid  good  morrow  with  fuch  fpiriti 
I  think  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chriftendom 
Can  leiTer  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he, 

Stan»  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face 
By  any  likelihood  he  (hew'd  to-day? 

HaJi.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  ofFendedj 
For  were  he,  he  had  fliewn  it  in  his  looks. 

Re-enter  GhO ST -EK  ^7«^  BUCKINGHAM. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  all  tell  me  what  tliey  deferve 
That  do  conlpire  my  death  with  deviliili  plots 
Of  damned  witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevail'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  helliih  charms? 

HaJi.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace^  my  lordj 
Makes  me  mod  forward  in  this  noble  prefence 
To  doom  the  offenders :  Whofoe'er  they  be 
I  fay,  my  lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil, 
Look  how  I  am  bewitched  ;  behold  mine  arm 
Is  like  a  blailed  fapling  wither'd  up* 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monflrous  witch, 
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Conforted  with  that  harlot,  ftrumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  mark'd  mc. 

Hq/I.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  lord-*-* 

G/o.  If!  tlWu  protc6tor  of  this  damned  ftrumpet, 
Talk*ft  thou  to  me  of  ifs  ? — Thou  art  a  traitor  ; 
Off  with  his  head ! — now,  by  faint  Paul,  I  fwear 
]  will  not  dine  until  I  fee  the  fame. 
Lovel  and  Catcfby^  look  that  it  be  done ; 
The  reft,  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me. 

[Exit  ComicUyiJuith  Richard  rt«^' Buckingham. 

Haft.  Woe,  woe,  for  England  I  not  a  whit  for  me  ; 
For  r,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this. 
Stanley  did  dream  the  boar  did  rafe  his  helm  ; 
But  I  difdain'd  it^  and  did  fcorn  to  fly* 
I'hree  times  to-day  my  foot-cloth  horfe  did  flumble, 
A|id  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  fpake  to  me  : 
I  now  repent  I  told  the  purfuivant. 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies 
To-day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcherM, 
And  I  myfelf  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
O,  Margaret,  Margaret !  now  thy  heavy  curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Haiti ngs'  wretched  head, 

Catcf.  Dilpatch,  my  lord  ;  the  duke  would  be  at  dinner; 
Make  a  fhoit  ihrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

HaJ}.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  ! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failor  on  a  mall: ; 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch  ;  'tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim. 

Haft.  Oh,  bloody  Richard!— mllerable  England!" 
I  prophefy  the  fearfulTt  time  to  thee 
That  ever  wretched  age  ha^h  lookM  upon. 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block  ;  bear  him  my  head  : 
They  fmile  at  me  who  ihortiy  Ihall  be  dead.  [Exermt. 


S  C  E  ^J  E     V.      The  'lower  M^'alh. 

Enter  Gloster  ^w^/ Buckingham  i?i  rujiy  annoir .   -.'«.-. 
vclhus  ill- fa -v cured. 

Glo.  Come,  coufin,  canft  thou  tjuake,  and  change  d^y 
colour  ? 
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Murder  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word-^ 

And  then  again  begin,  and  flop  again, 

As  if  thou  wert  diftraught  and  mad  with  terror ! 

Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian  j 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide, 
Tremble  and  flart  at  wagging  of  a  ftraw. 
Intending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghailly  looks 
Are  at  my  fervice  like  enforced  Imiles; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices, 
At  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 
But  what,  is  Catefby  gone  ? 

Glo.  He  is  ;  and  fee  he  brings  the  mayor  along. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Gates  BY. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.     Lord  Mayor  I 

Glo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there* 

Buck.  Hark !  a  drum. 

Glo,  Catelby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent  for  you — > 

Glo.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocency  defend  and  guard  us  ! 

Enter  LovEL  and  Ratcliff,  with  Hastings'  Head 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends;  RatclifFand  Lovel. 

Lov.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor^ 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpe£i:ed  Haftings. 

Glo.  So  dear  1  lov'd  the  man  that  I  muft  w'eepi 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft  harmlefs  creature 
That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  Chriftian  ; 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiftory  of  al!  her  fecret  thoughts : 
So  fmooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  fhew  of  virtue^ 
That  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted — 
I  mean  his  converfation  with  Shore's  wife — 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufpect. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert^fl  (helterM  traitpr 

That  ever  lived. -Look  you,  my  lord  mayor^ 

Would  you  imagine,  or  almoil:  believe 
(Were't  not  that  by  great  prefervation 
We  live  to  tell  it  you)  the  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted  in  the  council  houfe 
To  murder  me  and  my  good  lord  of  Glofter  ? 

Mayor.  What !    had  he  fo  ? 
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'  Glo.  What !  think  you  we  are  Turks  or  infidels?  . 
Or  that  we  would,  againfi:  the  form  of  law, 
Proceed  thus  raflily  in  the  villain's  death : 
But  that  the  excrenie  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England  and  our  perfon's  fafety, 
Enforc'd  us  to  this  execution? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befall  you !  he  defervM  his  death ; 
And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceeded 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  lookM  for  better  at  his  hands 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miflrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  we  not  determin'd  he  fhould  die 
Until  yourlordihip  came  to  fee  his  end, 
Which  now  the  loving  halle  of  thefe  our  friends 
Somewhat  againil  our  meaning,  hath  prevented  ; 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak,  and  timoroujfly  confefs 
The  manner  and  the  purpofeof  Iiis  treafons. 
That  you  might  well  have  iignify'd  the  fame 
Unto  the  citizens,  who  haply  may 
Mifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayor.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  grace's  word  fliall  fcfve^ 

As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  hear^  him  fpeak ; 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  princes  both, 

But  ril  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 

With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Gb.  And  to  that  end  we  wifhed  your  lordfhip  here. 

To  avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  fmce  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 

Tet  witnefs  what  you  hear  we  did  intend  ; 

And  fo,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid.farevvelL 

{Exit  Mayor". 
Glo.  Go^  after,  after,  coufin  Buckingham. 

The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  in  all  poll. 

There,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 

Infer  the  baftardy  of  Edwara's  children ; 

Tell  them  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen 

Only  for  faying  he  would  make  his  fon 

Heir  to  the  crown ;  meaning,  indeed,  his  houfe, 

Which,  by  the  fign  tliereof,  was  termed  fo. 

Moreover  urge  liTs  hateful  luxury 

And  bcftial  aj)petite  in  change  of  kift, 

Whicii  lb  ctch*d  unto  their  j'crvants,  daiYghters,  wives. 

Even  where  his  ranging  eye  or  favagc  heart. 

Without  control,  lifted  to  make  his  prey. 

Nay,  for  ii  D.cm  thus  far  come  near  my  pcrfoii : 
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Tell  them  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  infatiate  Edward,  noble  \''ork, 
My  princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France, 
And  byjull:  computation  of  the  time 
Found  that  the  iifue  w^as  not  his  begot; 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments. 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  duke  my  father. 
Yet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  oif ; 
Becaufe,  my  lord,  vcu  know  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  lord  ;  I'll  play  the  orator, 
As  if  the  golden  fee  for  which  I  plead 
Were  for  myfelf ;  and  fo,  my  lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well  bring  them  to  Baynard's  caflle, 
Where  you  ihall  hnd  me  well  accompanied 
With  reverend  fathers  and  well-learned  bifliops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  three  or  four  o'clock 
Look  for  the  news  that  tlie  Guildhall  affords. 

\_Exit  Buckingham. 

Glo.  Go,  Lovel,  with  all  fpeed,  to  do6lor  Shaw  j 
Go  thou  to  friar  Penker  : — bid  ihem  both 
Meet  me  within  this  hour  at  Baynard's  caftle. 

[Exermt  LovEL  aw^CatesBY. 
Now  will  I  in  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  o(  Clarence  out  of  fight. 
And  to  give  notice  that  no  manner  of  perfon 
Have  any  time  recourfe  unto  the  princes.  [Exit, 


SCENE     VI.     J  Street. 
Enter  a  Scrivener. 

Scriv.  Here  is  the  indictment  of  the  good  lord  Haftings, 
Which  in  a  fet  hand  fairly  is  engrofs'd, 
That  it  may  be  to  day  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And  mark  how  well  tb.e  fequel  hangs  together : 
Eleven  hours  I  have  fpent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yefternight  by  Catelhv  was  it  font  me  : 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing, 
And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd 
Untainted,  unexamined  free,  at  libertv. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  ! — Who  is  fo  grofs 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  device  ? 
Yet  who  fo  bold  but  favs  he  fees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  svorld,  and  all  will  come  to  nought 
When  fucli  bad  dealin-v  muft  be  (ecu  in  thought.         (Exit, 
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SCENE     VII.     Baynard's  Cape. 
Enter  Gloster  ^«^  Buckingham  at  fever  al  Dooru 

Glo.  How  now,  how  now  ?  what  fay  the  citizens  ? 

Buck.  Now,  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum  ;  fay  not  a  word, 

G!o.  Touch'd  you  the baftardy  of  Edward's  children? 

Buck.  I  did ;  with  his  contract  with  lady  Lucy 
And  his  contra6l  by  deputy  in  France. 
The  infatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires. 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  wives  ; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles ;  his  own  baftardy. 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refemblance  being  not  like  the  duke. 
Withal  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father 
Both  in  vour  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind ; 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  difcipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace. 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility  : 
Indeed  left  nothing,  fitting  for  your  purpofe, 
Untouch'd  or  flightly  handled  in  difcourfe. 
And  when  my  oratory  grew  toward  end, 
I  bade  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good 
Cry — Godfave  Richard,  England^ s  royal  king  / 

Glo.  And  did  they  fo  ? 

Buck.  No,  fo  God  help  me,  they  fpake  not  a  wordi 
But,  like  dumb  ftatues,  or  unbreathing  flones, 
Star'd  on  each  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale ; 
Which  when  I  faw  I  reprehended  them, 
And  afk'd  the  mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence  ? 
His  anfwer  was — the  people  were  not  us'd 
To  be  fpoke  to  but  by  the  recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again: 
Thus  faith  the  duke,  thus  hath  the  duke  inferred \ 
But  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himlclf. 
When  he  k-ad  done,  feme  followers  of  mine  own, 
At  lower  end  o'lhe  hall,  huri'd  up  their  caps, 
And  fume  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  faue  king  Richard  t 
And  tfius  1  took  the  vantage  of  thefe  few — 
Thanks,  gentle  citizens,  and  friends,  quoth  I ; 
l^his  general  afplaufe  and  cheerful fh.  out 
/^rgues  your  wifdom  and  your  love  to  Richard ; 
And  even  here  brake  off,  and  come  away. 
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Glo.  What  tonguelefs  blocks  were  tliey  !   would  chey  not 
fpeak  ? 
Win  not  the  mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come  ? 

Buck.  The  mayor  is  here  at  hand;  intend  feme  fear ; 
Be  not  you  fpoke  with  but  by  mighty  fuit : 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  fland  between  two  churchmeir,  good  my  lord  ; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  make  a  holy  defcant : 
And  be  noteaiily  won  to  our  requefts; 
Play  the  maid's  part,  Hill  anfwer  nav,  and  take  It. 

Glo»  I  go;  and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them 
As  I  can  fay  nav  to  thee  for  myfelf, 
No  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  iffue. 

Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  tiie  leads ;  the  lord  mayor  knocks., 

[^.v/V  Gloster, 

Enter  the  Lord  Alayor  and  Citizens. 

Welcome,  my  lord:  I  dance  a:tendance  here; 
I  think  the  duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. — 

Enter  Catesby. 

Now,  Catefbv,  what  fays  your  lord  to  my  rcquefl:  ? 
Catef,  He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble  lord, 

To  vilithim  to-morrow,  or  next  day  : 

He  Is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fathers, 

Divinely  bent  to  meditation ; 

And  in  no  worldly  fuIt  would  he  be  mov'd 

To  draw  him  from  his  holy  cxercife. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catefby,  to  the  gracious  duke; 

Teirhim,  myfelf,  the  mayor,  and  aldermen, 

In  deep  defigns,  In  matter  of  great  moment, 

No  lefs  importing  than  our  general  good, 

Are  come  to  have  fome  conference  with  his  grace. 

Catef.  I'll  fignlfy  fo  much  unto  him  ftraight.  [Exit^ 

Buck.  Ah,  ha,  my  lord,  this  prime  is  not  an  Edward  ! 

He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  dav-bed, 

But  on  his  knees  at  meditation; 

Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans, 

But  m.editating  with  two  deep  divines ; 

Not  flceping  to  engrofs  his  idle  body. 

But  praying  to  enrich  his  watchful  foul  : 

Happy  were  England  would  this  virtuous  prince 

Take  on  himfelf  the  fovereignty  tlieieof: 

But  fure,  I  fear,  we  (hall  ne'er  win  him  to't. 

Afayor.  Marrv,  God  defend  his  grace  ihould  fiy  us  nay  1 
Buirkr  I  fear  he  will; — Here  Catcfoy  ccu>:;i  a^->:n: — 
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Re-enter  Gate  SB  Y. 

Catefby,  what  fays,your  lord  ? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  ^fTembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before : 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Buck.  Sorry  I  am  my  noble  coufm  (hould 
Sufpedl  me  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him. 
By  heaven !  we  come  to  him  in  perfedl  love ; 
And  fo  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace.  \Emt  Cati:sbv» 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  thence ; 
So  fweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 

Enter  Gloster  above  between  two  Bijhops.  CatesBY 
retur7is. 

Mayor.  See,  where  his  grace  flands  'tween  two  clergy-* 

men  I 
Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Chriflian  prince, 
To  ftay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity  :       ' 
And,  fee,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand  ; 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. — 
Famous  Plantagenet,  moft  gracious  prince 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts  ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right-chriflian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  lord,  there  needs  np  fuch  apology  j 
I  rather  do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 
Who,  earned  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
Defcrr'd  tlie  vifitatioa  of  my  friends. 
put,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  grace's  ple^ifure  ? 

Buck.  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleafeth  God  abpv^ 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  ifle, 

Glo.  I  do  fufpedl  I  have  done  fome  offence 
That  feenis  difgrapious  in  the  city's  eye  ; 
And  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.   Y  ou  have,  my  lord  j  would  it  might  plpafe  youi 
grace, 
On  our  entreaties,  to  amend  your  fault! 

Glo.  Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  CViftien  land  ' 

Buck.  Know,  then,  it  is  ypur  fault  that  you  refi^i^, 
The  tupreme  feat,  the  throne  majeflical, 
The  fccpierM  office  of  your  anceficrs,. 
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Your  (late  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth. 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  ftock : 
Whilft,  ill  the  mildnefs  of  your  lleepy  thoughts 
(Which  here  \ye  waken  to  our  country's  good). 
The  nobie  ifie  doth  want  her  proper  limbs  ; 
Her  face  defac'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  ftock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almoft  fhouider'd  in  the  fvvallowing  gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulnefs  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure  we  heartily  folicit 
Your  gracious  felf  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kingly  government  of   this  your  land  : 
Not  as  proteilor,  fteward,  fubftitute. 
Or  lowly  fa6lor  for  another's  gain; 
But  as  fucceffively,  from  blood  to  blood. 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empery,  your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  citizens, 
Your  very  w^orlliipful  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 
In  this  juft  fuit  come  I  to  move  your  grace, 
Glo.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  fiience, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fitteth  my  degree  or  your  condition  : 

For,  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think, 
Tongue^tyM  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 

To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  fovereignty, 

Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me ; 

If  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  yours, 

Sg  feafon'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me. 

Then,  on  the  other  udc,  1  check'd  my  friends. 

Therefore — to  fpeak,  antl  to  avoid  the  firil ; 

And  then,  in  I'peaking,  not  to  incur  the  laft— 

JDefiniiively  thus  1  ani'weiyou. 

Your  love  deiervcs  my  thanks  ;  but  my  defert 

Unmeritable,  (liuns  yourliigh  requefr, 

Firfl,  if  all  obHaclcs  were  cut  away, 

And  that  ir.y  path  were  even  to  the  crown. 

As  my  right  revenue  and  due  by  birch  ; 

Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  ipirit, 

So  mighty,  and  fo  many,  my  defe6ls, 

That  I  would  rather  hide  from  my  greatnefs— . 

3eing  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  fca-r- 

Than  in  my  greatnels  covet  to  be  hid. 

And  ill  the  vapour  of  my  glory  fmother'd. 

But,  God  be  thank 'd,  there's  no  ncc<l  of  me 
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(And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  if  need  were)  j 

The  royal  tree  has  left  us  royal  fruit, 

Which,  mellow'd  by  the  fteeling  hours  of  time, 

Will  well  become  the  feat  of  majefty, 

And  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 

On  him  I  lay  whal'  you  would  lay  on  me. 

The  right  and  fortune  of  liis  happy  ftars — 

Which,  God  defend,  that  I  fhould  wring  from  him  ! 

Buck.  My  lord,  this  argues  confcience  in  your  graco 
But  the  refpects  thereof  are  nice  and  trivial, 
All  circumftances  well  coniidered. 
You  fay,  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  fon ; 
So  fay  we  too,  not  by  Edward's  wife: 
For  fxvd  was  he  contrail  to  lady  Lucv, 
Your  mother  lives  a  vvitnefs  to  this  vow  ; 
And  afterwards  by  fubditute  bethroth'd 
To  Bona,  fifter  to  the  king  of  France. 
Thefe  both  put  by,  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd.  mother  to  a  many  fons, 
A  beauty-waning^  and  diftiefTed  widow, 
Even  in  the  afternoon  of  her  beft  days, 
Made  prize  and  purciiafe  of  his  wanton  eye, 
Seduc'd  tlie  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bafe  declenfion  and  loath'd  bigamy  : 
By  her  in  his  unlawful  bed  he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call — the  prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoffculate. 
Say  that,  for  reverence  to  fome  alive, 
I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  feif 
This  profTer'd  benefit  of  dignity  : 
If  not  to  blefs  us  and  the  land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  anccftry 
From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time,' 
Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  lord;  your  citizens  entreat  you, 

Buck.  Refule  no:,  mighty  lord,  this  profFer'd  love. 

Caief.  O,  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawl*  I  fuit. 

Glo.  Alas,  why  vvould  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me  .^ 
J  am  unfit  for  ftate  and  majeftv  : — 
1  do  befecch  vou,  take  it  not  am.ifs ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  \{  yon  refufe  it — as  in  love  and  zeal. 
Loth  to  depofc  rlic  child,  your  brother's  fon  • 
/\s  well  we  know  youi  tenderncfs  of  hearij 
/Viul  ;.f  oi.u^,  I. iiid,  cih-iiiinato  remorlCj 
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Which  we  have  noted  In  you  to  your  kindred. 

And  equally,  indeed,  to  ail  eftates — 

Yet  know,  whether  you  accept  our  fuit  or  no, 

Your  brother*s  fon  Ihall  never  reign  our  king ; 

Eut  we  will  plant  fome  other  in  the  throne, 

To  the  difgrace  and  downfal  of  your  houfe. 

And,  in  this  refolution,  here  we  leave  you  ;— 

Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more.  [Exeunt* 

Catcf.  Call  them  again,  fweet  prince,  accept  their  fuit  j 
If  you  deny  them  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

Glo.  Will  you  enforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Well,  call  them  again ;  I  am  not  made  of  Hone, 

[Exit  Catesby, 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 
Albeit  aeainll:  mv  confciencc  and  mv  foul.-^ 

Re-enter  BUCKINGHAM,  and  the  rejl, 

CouHn  of  Buckingham — and  fage,  grave  men— * 
Since  you  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burden,  whether  I  w^iii  or  no, 
I  muft  hiive  patience  to  endure  the  load: 
Bur  if  black  fcandal,  or  foul-facM  reprcach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofuion, 
Your  meer  enforcement  ihall  acquittance  me 
P'rom  all  the  impure  blots  and  ifains  thereof; 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee. 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defire  of  this. 

Mayor,  God  bleis  your  grace  !   we  fee  it,  and  will  fav  it, 

Glo    Xn  faying  fo  you  inall  hut  fay  the  truth. 

Buck.  Then  I  lalute  you  with  this  royiiliide — 
Long  live  king  Richard,  Enokind's  wortiiy  king  ! 

All.  Amen. 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  plcafe  you  to  he  crown'd.? 

Glo,  Even  when  you  pleuie,  for  you  will  have  it  lo. 

Buck,  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  grace  ; 
And  fo,  mofl  joyfully,  we  take  our  leave. 

Glo,  \Tb  the  Clcrgymcn,~\  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  worl^ 

again  : 

farewell,  good  covirin — f^ircwell,  gentle  friends.     [ExcunU 
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ACT    IV. 

SCENE    I.     Before  the  Tower. 

Enter  the  Q,ueen,  Dutchefs  of  YoRK,  and  Afarquis  of  DoR-^ 
SET,  at  one  Door  ;  Anne,  Dutchefs  of  GhosTER,  leading 
Lady  Margaret  Plantagenet, Clarence's  ;'o«»j^ 
Daughter,  at  the  other, 

Dutchefs, 

WHO  meets  us  here ? — my  niece  Plantagenet, 
Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Glofter? 
Now,  for  my  life,  {he's  wand'ring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  prince. — 
])aughter,  well  met. 

j^nne.  God  give  your  graces  both 
A  happy  arid  joyful  time  of  day  ! 

Queen.  As  much  to  you,  good  fifler!  Whither  away? 

j^nne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower  ;  and,  as  I  guefs, 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourfelves, 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind  filler,  thanks  ;  we'll  enter  all  together ; 

Enter    Brakenbury. 

And  in  good  time,  here  the  lieutenant  comes. — 

Mafler  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 

How  doth  the  prince  and  my  young  Ton  of  York  ? 

Brak.  Right  well,  dear  madam  :  By  your  patience, 
I  may  not  fuller  you  to  vifit  them  ; 
The  king  has  (Iridily  charg'd  the  contrary. 

Queen.  The  king  !   Vv'ho's  that  ? 

Brak,  I  mean,  the  lord  protector. 

Queen,  The  lord  protecl:  him  from  that  kingly  title  I 
Hath  he  fet  hounds  between  their  love  and  me  ? 
1  am  their  mother. — Who  diall  bar  me  from  them  ? 

Dutch,  I  am  their  fatlier's  mother,  I  will  fee  them. 

y^nne.  Their  aunt  am  I  in  law,  in  love  their  mother  j 
Then  bring  me  to  their  fight  !  I'll  bear  thy  blame, 
And  take  thy  office  from  thee,    on  my  peril. 

Brak.  No,  madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  fo; 
I  am  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

[Exit  Brakenbury, 
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Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Let  me  but  meet  you,  ladies,  one  hour  hence, 
And  PJl  falute  your  grace  of  York  as  mother. 
And  reverend  looker-oa,  of  two  fair  queens, — 
Come,  madam,  you  niufl  ftraight  to  Weilminder, 

\_To  the  Dutch efs  of  GlostER, 
There  to  be  crown'd  Richard's  royal  queen. 

Queen.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  afunder  \ 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  fome  fcope  to  beat^ 
Or  elfe  I  fwoon  with  the  dead-killing  news  ! 

j^nne.  Defpightful  tidings  !  O  unpleafmg  news  ! 
Dorf.  Be  of  good  cheer — Mother,  how  fares  your  grace  ? 
Queen.  O  Dorfet,  fpeak  not  to  me,  get  thee  gone, 
Death  and  deltruction  dog  thee  at  the  heels  ; 
Thy  mother's  name  is  omnious  to  children  : 
If  thou  wilt  out-ftrip  death  go  crofs  the  feas,  ^ 
And  live  with  Richmond,  from  the  reach  of  hell. 
Go,  hide  thee,  hide  thee  from  this  flaughter-houfe, 
Left  thou  increafe  the  number  of  the  dead ; 
And  make  me  die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's  curfe — 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  counted  queen. 

Stan.  Full  of  wife  care  is  this  your  counfel,  madam  : — 
Take  all  the  fwift  advantage  of  the  hours  ; 
You  fliall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  fon 
In  your  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way : 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwife  delay. 

Dutch.   O  ill-dlfperfing  wind  of  mifery  ! — - 
O  my  accurfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death ; 
A  cockatrice  haft  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world, 
"Whofe  unavoided  eye  is  murderous  ! 

Stan.  Come,  madam,  come  ;  I  in  all  hafte  was  fent, 
Anne.  And  I  with  all  unwillingnefs  will  go. — 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  excluiive  verge 
Of  golden  metal,  that  muft  round  my  brow. 
Were- red-hot  fteel,  to  fear  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom  ; 
And  die  ere  men  can  fay — God  fave  the  queen  ! 

Queen.  Go,  go,  poor  foul,  I  envy  not  thy  glory; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wifh  thyfelf  no  harm'. 

Anne.  No  !  why  !—  When  he  that  is  my  huftDand  now 
Carne  to  me,  as  I  follow'd  Henry's  corfe  \\ 
When  fcarce  the  blood  was  well  wafh'd  from  his  hands, 
Which  iftu'd  from  my  other  angel  huft)and, 
And  that  dead  faint  which  then  I  vveepino^  follow'd  ; 
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O,  when,  I  iliy,  I  look'd  on  Richard*s  face, 

This  was  my  wifh — Be  thok  quoth  I,  accurs'dy 

For  making  me,  Jo  youngs  Jo  old  a  widow  ! 

j^nd,  when  thou  weddjl^  let  Jhrrovj  haunt  thy  bid; 

j4nd  he  thy  wife  (if  any  be  Jo  rhad) 

More  mifcrahle  by  the  life  of  thee. 

Than  thou  haft  made  me  by  my  dear  lord's  death  f 

Lo,  ere  I  can  repent  this  curie  again, 

Even  in  fo  fhort  a  fpaee,  my  woman's  Heart 

Grofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  wordS, 

And  prov'd  the  lubje6l  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe: 

Which  ever  fmce  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft  ; 

For  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

Did  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 

But  with  his  timorous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd. 

Befides  he  hates  me  for  my  fatlier  Warwick; 

And  will,  no  doubt,  fnortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Queen.  Poor  heart,  adieu  ;  I  pity  thy  complaining, 
j4nne.  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  yours. 
Dorf  Farewell,  thou  woeful  welcomer  of  glory  I 
jinne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it ! 
Dutch.  Go  thou   to  Richard,  and  good  foitune  guide 
thee! —  [To  Dorset. 

Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  angels  tend  thee  ! — 

[To  Anne. 

Go  thou  to  fan6luary,  and -good  thoughts  poiTefs  thee ! 

[To  the  Queen, 

I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lie  with  me ! 

Eighty  odd  years  of  lorrow  have  I  fcen, 

And  each  hour's  joy  w'reck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Queen.  Stay  yet :  look  back,  with  me,  unto  the  Tower. — ■ 

Pity,  you  ancient  ftones,  thofe  tender  babes, . 

Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  ! 

Rough  cradle  for  fuch  littie  pretty  ones  ! 

Rude  ragged  nurfe  :  old  fullen  play-lellow 

For  tender  princes,  ufe  my  babies  well  I' 

So  foolilh  forrow  bids  your  ftones  fare'^-cll.  [Extfunf, 


SCENE    IL     The  Court. 

Flourifi  of  Trumpets.     Enter  RiOHARD,  as  Kin^,  BuciC- 
INGHAM,  CatesBY,  a  Page,  and  others. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  npart.-^Cou^n  of  Bucklngfiam— 


KING    RICHARD    III.  6j 

Buck.  My  gracious  fovereign. 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.     Thus  high,  by  thy  advice 
And  thy  afliftance,  is  king  Richard  feated  : — 
But  fhall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  jfhall  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ! 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft ! 

K.  Rich,  Ah,  Buckingham,  now  do  I  play  the  touch, 
To  try  if  thou  he  current  gold,  indeed  : — 
Young  Edward  lives ; — Think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck.  Sav  on,  my  loving  lord. 

K.  Rich.' Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay,  I  would  be  king. 

Buck.  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Ha  !  am  I  king?    'Tis  fo:  but  Edward  lives. 

Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 

K.  Rich.  O  bitter  confequence, 
That  Edward  ftill  fliould  live — true  !  noble  prince  !  — 

.   Coufm,  thou  wail:  not  wont  to  be  fo  dull: 

Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wifn  the  baftards  dead  ; 

And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 

What  fay'ft  thou  now  !   Speak  fuddenly,  be  brief. 

Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindnefs  freezes: 
Say,  have  I  thy  confent,  that  they  fhall  die  ? 

Buck.  Give  me  fo  breath,  fome  little  paufe,  dear  lord, 
Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this  : 
I  will  refolve  your  grace  immediately. 

[Exit.  Buckingham. 

Catcf.  The  king  is  angry  ;  fee,  he  gnaws  his  lip. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools, 
And  unrefpeclive  boys ;  none  are  for  me 
That  look  into  me  with  confiderate  eyes  :  — ; 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpedl — 

Bov 

Page.  My  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know'ft  thou  not  any  whom  corrupting  gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  clofe  exploit  of  death  ? 

Page.  I  know  a  difcontented  gentleman 
Whofe  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  mind : 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators  ; 
And  will,  not  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing, 

K.  Rich.  What  is  his  name? 
Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is — TyrreL 
K.  Rich.  I  partly  know  the  man;  Go,  call  him  hither, 
boy.  [Exit  Boy. 

The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 
No  more  iball  be  the  aeighbour  to  my  counfels; 
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Hath  he  fo  long  held  out  with  me  untirM, 

And  ftops  he  now  for  breath  ? — Well,  be  it  fo.  ■      ' 

Enter  Stanley. 

How  now,  lord  Stanley  ?  what's  the  news? 

Stan,  Know,  my  loving  lord, 
The  marquis  Dorlet,  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 

K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Catefby  :  rumour  it  abroad 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  very  grievous  Tick : 
J  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
inquire  me  out  fome  mean-born  gentleman 
Whom  I  will  m.arry  ftraight  to  Clarence'  daughter: — 
The  boy  is  foolifli,  and  I  fear  not  him. — 
Look,  how  thou  dream'ft  : — I  fay  again,  give  out 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  fick,  and  like  to  die: 
About  it ;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon. 
To  ftop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. — 

[Exit  Catesbt, 
I  muft  be  marry'd  to  mv  brother's  daughter, 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  glafs: — 
Murder  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her  ! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain !   But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  {\x\  will  pluck  on  fm. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. — 

£»;^rTYRREL. 

Is  thy  name — Tyrrel  ? 

Tyr,  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  mofl:  obedient  fubje6i. 

X  Rich,  Art  thou,  indeed  ? 

Tyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  lord. 

K,  Rich.  Dar'il;  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine? 

Tyr.  Pleafe  you  ;  but  I  had  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thou  haft  it :  two  deep  enemies, 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon : 
Tyrrel,  I  meanthofe  baftards  in  the  Tower. 

Tyr,  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them 
And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

X  Rich.  Thou  fmg'ft  fweet  muficko  Hark,  come  hither, 
Tyrrel; 
Go,  by  this  token':— Rife,  and  lend  thine  ear  i      [  If'hifpers. 
There  is  no  more  but  fo  : — Say,  it  is  done, 
And  1  will  love  thee,  and  pveler  thee  lov  it. 
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lyr,  I  will  difpatch  it  flraight. 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 

Bud.  My  lord,  I  have  confider'd  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in. 

IL  Rich,  Well,  let  that  reft.    Dorfet  is  fled  to  Richmond. 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 

K,  Rich.    Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  fon: — Well,  look 

to  it. 
BucL  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd  ; 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  1  fhall  polTefs. 

K,  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife;  if  fhe  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  (hall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.   What  fays  your  highnefs  to  ray  juft  requeft  ? 
K.  Rich,  I  do  remember  me — Henry  the  fixth 
Did  prophefy  that  Richmond  fhould  be  king. 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  boy. 
A  king  ! —perhaps — 
Buck.  My  lord- 

K,  Rich,    How  chance,  the  prophet,  could  not  at  that 
time 
Have  told  me,  1  being  by,  that  I  fhould  kill  him .? 
Buck.  My  lord,  your  promife  for  the  earldom — - 
K.  Rich.  Richmond  ! — When  laft  I  was  at  Exeter, 
The  mayor  in  courtfy  fhewed  me  the  caille. 
And  caird  it — Rouge-mont :  at  which  name  I  ftartcd  ; 
Becaufe  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once 
I^ould  not  live  long  after  I  faw  Richmond, 
Buck.  My  lord— 
K.  Rich,  Ay,  what's  o'clock  } 
Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  promis'd  me. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  but  v/hat's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  ten. 
K.Rich.   Well,letitftrike. 
Buck.  Why  let  it  ilrike  ? 

K.  Rich,  Becaufe  that,  like  a  Jack,  thou  keep'ft  the  ftroke 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  a  giving  vein  to-day, 

E 
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Buck.  Why,  then  refolve  me  whe^r  you  will,  or  nov 
K,  Rich,  Thou  troubleft  me  ;  I  am  not  in  the  vein. 

[Exir. 
Buck.  Is  it  even  fo  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 

With  fuch  contempt  ?  made  I  him  king  for  this  ? 

O,  let  me  think  on  Haftings  ;  and  be  gone 

To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.  [Exit. 


SCENE      III. 

^«*VrTYRREL. 

Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  acft  is  done  v 
The  mod  arch  deed  of  piteous  maffacre 
Tnat  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton  and  Forreft,  whom  I  did  fuborn 
7'o  do  this  piece  of  ruthlefs  butchery. 
Albeit  they  were  flefhM  villains,  bloody  dogs,. 
Melting  with  tendernefs  and  mild  companion,. 
Wept  iike  two  children  in  their  death's  fad  ftory. 
O  tbuSy  quoth  Dighton,  I^y  the  gentle  babes — 
ThuSy  thuSy  quoth  Forreft,  girdling  one  another 
JVithin  their  alabajier  innocent  arms : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  ajialky 
Which^  in  their  fmnmer  beauty  kijs'd  each  other, 
A  book  of -prayers  on  their  pillow  lay  \ 
Which  once^  quoth  Forreft,  almoji  changed  my  mind: 
But^  O,  the  devil — there  the  villain  ftopp*d  j 
When  dighton  thus  told  on — we fmoiher'' d 
*The  mojl  replenijh^ dfweet  work  of  nature, 
That,  from  the  prime  creation  e\rj})e  fram^d-^y 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe,. 
They  could  not  fpeak ;  and  fo  I  left  them  both 
To  bear  thefe  tidings  to  the  bloody  king. 

Enter  King  Richard. 

And  here  he  comes : — All  health,  my  fovereign  lord  f 
K.  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel  ?  am  I  happy  in  thy  news? 
Tyr,  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charga 

Beget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then, 

For  it  is  done. 
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K,  Rich.  But  didft  thou  fee  them  dead  ? 

Tyr.  I  did,  my  lord. 

K,  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 

Tyr.  The  chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  them; 
But'where,  to  fiiy  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K,  Rich.  Coine  to  me,  Tyrrel,  foon  after  fupper. 
When  thou  Ihalt  teli  the  procefs  of  their  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  inheritor  or  thy  defire. 
Farewell,  till  then. 

Tyr,   I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit, 

K.  Rich.  The  Ton  of  Clarence  have  I  penn'd  up  clofe  ; 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage  ; 
The  Tons  of  Edward  fleep  in  Abraham's  bofom, 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Bretagne  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter. 
And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  the  crown, 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  woer. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.   My  lord— 

K,  Rich.  Good   news  or  bad,    that  thou  com'ft    in  fo 
bluntly  ? 

Catef.  Bad  news,  my  lord  :  Morton  is  fled  to  Richmond  ; 
And  Buckingham.,  back'd  by  the  hardy  Welfhman, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  ftiil  his  power  increafeth. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richm.ond  troubles  me  more  near 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  raih-levicd  ftrength. 
Come — I  have  learn'd  that  fearful  commenting 
Is  leaden  fervitor  to  dull  delay ; 
Delay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pac'd  beggary: 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king  ! 
Go,  mufter  m.en  :  my  counfel  is  my  fhield  ; 
We  muft  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field.         [Exit, 

SCENE     IV. 
Enter  ^em  Margaret, 

^.  Mar.  So,  now  profperity  bej>;ins  to  mellow. 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 

£2 
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Here  In  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurk'ol, 

To  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. 

A  dire  indu6lion  am  1  witnefs  to. 

And  will  to  France  ;  hoping,  the  confequence 

Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical. 

Withdraw  thee,  wretched  Margaret ! — Who  comes  here  I 

Enter  the  ^een^  and  the  Diitchefs  ^YoRK. 

^een.  Ah,  my  poor  princes  !  ah,  my  tender  babes  \ 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  fweets  ! 
If  yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  the  air, 
And  be  not  fixM  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings^ 
And  hear  your  iBOther's  lamentation  ! 

^  Mar.  Hover  about  her;  fay  that  right  for  right 
Hath  dimm'd  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 

Dutch.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice. 
That  my  woe-weary'd  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute. — 
Edvi^ard  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

^  Mar,  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet^ 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 

^ecn.  Wilt  thou,  O  God  !  fly  from  fuch  gentle  lambs^ 
And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 
Why  didit  thou  fleep  when  fuch  a  deed  v.'as  done  ? 

^-Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  fon. 

Dutch.  Dead  life,  blind  fight,  poor  moi  tal  living  ghoft. 
Woe's  fcene,  world's  fhame,  grave's  due  by  life  ulurp'd, 
Brief  abftra6t  and  record  ©f  tedious  days, 
Reft  thy  unreft  on  England's  lawful  earth,       [Sitting  down^ 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood  ! 

^een.  Ah,  that  thou  wouldft  as  foon  afford  a  grave, 
As  thou  canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat  j 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here  \ 
Ah,  who  hath  any  caule  to  mourn,  but  we  ? 

[Sitting  down  by  her^ 

^,  Mar.  If  ancient  forrowbe  moft  reverent, 
(Give  mine  the  benefit  of  figniory. 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 

[Sitting  down  witkthem.. 
If  forrow  can  admit  fociety, 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine  ; 
1  had  an  Edward  till  a  Kkhard  kiil'd him; 
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I  had  an  hufband  till  a  Richard  Icill'd  him  : 
Thou  hadft  an  Edward  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him: 
Thou  hadft  a  Richard  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Dutch.   I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didft  kill  him  ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too  and  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

^.  Mar,  Thou  had'ft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard  kill'd 
hin-». 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  ; 
The  dog  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes. 
To  worry  Iambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  blood : 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy- work  ; 
That  excellent  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth, 
That  reigns  in  o^alled  eyes  of  weeping  fouls. 
Thy  womb  letloofe  to  chafe  us  to  our  graves.-— 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofmg  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the  iflue  of  his  mother's  body, 
And  makes  her  pue-fellow  with  others'  moan! 

Dutch.  O,  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes  : 
God  witnefs  with  me,  1  have  wept  for  thine. 

^.  Mar.  Bear  with  me  ;  I  am  hungry  for  revenge. 
And  now  I  cloy  me  w4th  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward  ; 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward  ; 
Young  York  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they 
Match  not  the  high  perfedion  of  my  lofs. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Edward  ; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play. 
The  adulterate  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey, 
Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dufky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer; 
Only  refer v'd  their  fadtor,  to  buy  fouls, 
And  fend  them  thither :  But  at  hand,  at  hand, 
Enfucs  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end  : 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray. 
To  have  him  fuddenly  convey'd  from  hence  ;— 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  live  to  fay.  The  dog  is  dead  ! 

^een.  O,  thou  didft  prophefy  the  time  would  come 
That  I  fnould  wifti  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe 
That  bottled  fpider,  that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 
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^  Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then  vain  flourlfli  of  my  fortune : 
I  call'd  thee  then  poor  fliiidow  painted  queen  ; 
The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was. 
The  flattering  index  of  a  direful  pageant, 
Oneheav'd  a  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes  ; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  waft;  a  garifti  flag, 
To  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  fhot; 
A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 
A  queen  in  jeft,  only  to  fill  the  fcene. 
Where  is  thy  hufband  now  ?   where  be  thy  brothers  ! 
Where  be  thy  two  fons  ?  v/herein  doft  thou  joy  ? 
Who  fues,  and  kneels,  and  fays — God  fave  Xh?.  queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flatter'd  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  follow'd  thee  ? 
Decline  all  this,  and  fee  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  Vv^ife,  a  moft  dil'lrefs'd  widow  j 
For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name; 
For  one  being  fu'd  to,  one  that  humbly  fues ; 
For  queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care : 
For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one  j 
For  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  courfe  or  juftice  wheel'd  about, 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  ; 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  thou  wert, 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didft  ufurp  my  place,  And  doft  thou  not 
XJfurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burthen'd  yoke  ; 
From  which  even  here  I  flip  my  wearied  head, 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewell,  York's  wife — and  queen  of  fad  mifchance — 
1'hefe  Englifh  woes  (hall  make  me  fmile  in  P'rance. 

^een.   O  thou  well  fKili'd  in  curfes  !   ftay  a  while, 
And  teach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

^.  Mar.   Forbear  to  fieep  the  nighi.,  and  faft  the  day ; 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  ; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fairer  than  they  were. 
And  he  that  flew  them  fouler  than  he  is: 
Bettering  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufcr  worfc  ; 
Revolving  tliis  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe. 

^ueen^  My  words  are  dull,  O,  quicken  them  with  thine  \ 
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^.  Mar»  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [^at// Margaret. 

D-utch.  "\A'  h y  fhould  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 

^leen.  Windy  attornies  to  their  client  woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteftate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  niifi-ries  ! 
Let  them  have  fcope  :  though  what  they  do  impart 
Help  nothing  elfe,  yet  they  do  eafe  the  heart. 

Dutch.  If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue-ty'd  :  go  v/:th  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  let's  fmother 
My  damned  fon  that  thy  two  fweet  fons  fmother'd. 

[Drum  within, 
I  hear  his  drum — be  copious  in  exclaims. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Train,  marching* 

K,  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition  ? 

Dutch.   O,  fhe,  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 
From  all  the  daughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

^ueen.  Hid*ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown. 
Where  fhould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  {laughter  of  the  prince  that  ow'd  that  crown. 
And  the  dire  ceath  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  viliain-fl^ve,  where  are  my  children? 

Dutch.  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is  thy  brother  Cla- 
rence ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  fon  ? 

^een.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey  ? 

Dutch.  Where  is  kind  Haftings  ? 

K.  Rich.  A  flourifti,  trumpets  ! — ftrike  alarum,  drums  ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  thefe  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed  :   Strike,  I  fay. — 

[Flourijh,     Alarums,, 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamourous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 

Dutch.   Art  thou  my  fon  } 

K,  Rich.  Ay;  1  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourfelf, 

Dutch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof, 

Puich,  Oj  let  me  fpeak. 
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A^  Rich,  Do,  then  ;  but  I'll  not  her, 

Dutch.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 

K.  Rich*  And  brief,  good  mother ;  for  I  am  in  haftc. 

Dutch,  Art  thou  fo  hafty  ?  I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
God  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agony. 

K.  Rich.   And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  ? 

Dutch,  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well, 
Thou  cam'ft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
A  grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me  j 
Tetchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy  j 
Thy  fchool-days  frightful,  defperate,  wild,  and  furious  ; 
Thy  prime  of  manhood  daring,  bold,  and  venturous  ; 
Thy  age  confirm'd,  proud,  fubtle,  fly,  and  bloody, 
More  mild,  but  yet  more  harmful,  kind  in  hatred  : 
What  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name 
That  ever  grac'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K,  Rich,  Faith,  none  but  Humphry  Houre,  that  call'd 
your  grace 
To  breakfaft  once  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  fight. 
Let  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  you,  madam.— 
Strike  up  the  drum. 

Dutch.  I  pry'thee,  hear  me  fpeak. 

K,  Rich,  You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 

Dutch,  Hear  me  a  word  ; 
For  I  fhall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

K.Rich.  So. 

Dutch.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God's  juft  ordinance 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror ; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  fhall  perifh. 
And  never  look  upon  tky  face  agaiu. 
Therefore  take  with  thee  my  mofl  heavy  curfe, 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more 
Than  all  the  complete  armour  that  thou  wear'fl ! 
My  prayers  on  the  adverfe  party  fight ; 
And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Edward's  children 
Whifper  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies, 
And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  victory  I 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end; 
Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.         [Exit, 
^et:n.  Though  far  more  caufe,  yet  much  lefs  fpirit,  to 
curfe 
Abides  in  me :  I  fay  amen  to  her.  \Going, 
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K,  Rich,  Stay,  madam,  I  muft  fpeak  a  word  with  you. 

^leen.  I  have  no  more  Tons  of  the  royal  blood 
For  thee  to  murder:  for  my  daughters,  Richards^ 
They  fhall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  queens; 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.   You  have  a  daughter,  call'd  Elizabeth, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

^een.  And  muft  Ihe  die  for  this  ?   O,  let  her  live. 
And  I'll  corrupt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty ! 
Slander  niyfelf^  as  falfe  to  Edward's  bed  i 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy  ; 
So  fhe  may  live  unfcarr'd  of  bleeding  flaughter 
I  will  confefs  fhe  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K,  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  fhe  is  of  royal  blood. 

^ucen.  To  fave  her  life,  I'll  fay — fhe  is  not. 

K.  Rich,   Her  life  is  fafeft  only  in  her  birth. 

^leen.  And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 

K.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  birth  good  itars  were  oppofite, 

^ueen.   No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary. 

K.  Rich.   All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  deftiny. 

^ueen.  True,  when  avoided  grace  makes  deftiny  : 
My  babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  blefs'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 

jt.  Rich.  You  fpeak  as  if  that  I  had  flain  my  couflns, 

^leen.  Couhns,  indeed  ;  and  by  their  uncle  cozen'd 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  life. 
Whofe  bands  foever  lanc'd  their  tender  hearts, 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,  gave  dire6iion  : 
No  doubt  the  murderous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 
^Till  it  was  wetted  on  thy  ftone-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  ftill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame. 
My  tongue  fhould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys 
'Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes  ; 
And  I,  in  fuch  a  defperate  bay  of  death, 
Like  a  poor  bark,  of  fails  and  tackling  reft. 
Rufh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bofom. 

K.  Rich.  Madam,  fo  thrive  I  in  my  enterprize 
And  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars. 
As  I  intend  -^^ore  good  to  you  and  your's 
Than  ever  you  or  your's  by  me  were  harm'd  ' 

^cen.  What  good  is  covered  with  the  face, of  heaven 
To  be  difcover'd,  that  can  do  me  good? 
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K.  Rich.  The  advancement  of  your  children,  gentle  lady. 

^leen.  Up  to  fome  fcafFoId,  there  to  lofe  their  heads. 

K.  Rich,  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune. 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glory. 

^.ee::.   Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it ; 
Tell  me,  what  ftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
Canfl  thou  demife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

A^.  Rjeh.  Even  all  i  have ;  ay,  and  myfelf  and  all. 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine  ; 
So  in  the  lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
Thou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs 
Which,  thou  fuppofeft,  I  have  done  to  thee. 

^leen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnefs 
Laft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs'  date. 

K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that,  from  my  foul,   I   love  thy 
daughter, 

^ueen.  My  daughter's  mother  think  it  with  her  foul, 

K.  Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 

^ucen.  That  thou  doft  love  my  daughter,  from  thy  foul : 
So,  from  thy  foul's  love,  didft  thou  love  her  brothers  5 
And,  from  my  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning  ; 
I  mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 

^een.  W  ell  then,  who  doft  thou  mean  fliall  be  her  king? 

K.  Rich,  Even   he  that  makes  her   queen ;    Who    elfe 
fhould  be  ? 

^ueen.  What,  thou  ? 

K.  Rich..  I,  even  I ;  What  think  you  of  it,  madam  ? 

^een.  How  canft  thou  woo  her  I 

K.  Rich.  That  I  v/ould  learn  of  you. 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour, 

^leen.   And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 

K.  Rich,  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 

^lecn.  Send  to  her  by  the  man  that  flew  her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts  j  thereon  engrave 
Edward,  and  York  ;  then,  haply,  will  fhe  weep  : 
Therefore  prefent  to  her— as  fometime  Margaret 
Did  to  thy  father,  fteep'd  in  Rutland's  blood — 
A  handkerchief;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  fap  from  her  fweet  brothers'  bodies^ 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  withal. 
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If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 

Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds  ; 

Tell  her  thou  niad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 

Her  uncle  Rivers  ;   av,  and,  for  her  fake, 

Mad'ft  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K,  Rich.  Yoa  mock  me,  madam  j  this  is  not  the  way 
To  v/in  you  daughter. 

^en.  There  is  no  other  way, 
Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  fhape ; 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 

K.  Rich.   Say,  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her  ? 

^ueen.   Nay  then  indeed,  file  cannot  choofe  but  hate  the?, 
Havino;  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoil. 

K.  Rich,  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot,  be  now  amended; 
Men  fhall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes. 
Which  after-hours  give  leifure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  frx^m  your  fons. 
To  make  amends  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter. 
If  I  have  kiird  the  iffue  of  your  womb, 
To  quicken  your  increafe  I  will  beget 
Mine  ifme  of  your  blood  upon  your  daughter. 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefs  in  love 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother  ; 
They  are  as  children,  but  one  ftep  below. 
Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  very  blood  ; 
Of  ail  one  pain — fave  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth. 
But  mine  fhall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  lo(s  you  have,  is  but — a  fon  being  king. 
And,  by  that  lofe,  your  daughter  is  made  queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would. 
Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  1  can, 
Dorfet  ycmr  fon,  that,  with  a  fearful  foul. 
Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil. 
This  fair  alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 
To  high  promotions  and  great  dignity. 
The  king,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter— wife^ 
Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet — brother; 
Again  fhall  you  be  mother  to  a  king, 
A'ld  all  the  ruins  of  diilrefsful  times 
Bepair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 
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What;  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee  : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  fhed 
Shall  come  again  transfonn'd  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan  v/ith  intereft 
Of  ten  times  double  gain  ©f  happinefs.  - 
Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 
Make  bold  her  bafliful  years  v/ith  your  experience; 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  infpiring  flame 
Of  golden  fov'reignty  ;  acquaint  the  princefs 
With  the  fwect  filent  hours  of  marriage  joys  : 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifed 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come. 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed  ; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conqueft  won, 
And  file  ihall  be  fole  vi61;rcfs,  Csfar's  Caefar. 

^leen,  V/hat  were  1  beft  to  fay  ?  her  father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord  ?  Or  fhall  I  fay  her  uncle  ? 
Or  he  that  flew  her  brothers  and  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  fhall  I  woo  for  thee. 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love. 
Can  make  feem  pleafmg  to  her  tender  years  ? 

K.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  alliance. 

^leen.  Which  fhe  fhall  purchafe  with  flill  lafling  war. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  her  the  king,  that  may  command,  entreats. 

^een.  That  at  her  hands  which  the  king's  King  forbids. 

K,  Rich*  Say,  fhe  fhall  be  a  high  and  mighty  queen. 

^een.  To  v/ail  the  title,  as  her  m.cther  doth. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaflingly. 

Queen.  But  how  long  fhall  that  title,  ever,  lafl  ? 

K'  Rich.  Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's  end, 

^een.  But  how  long  fairly  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft  ? 

K,  Rich,  As  long  as  heaven,   and  nature,  lengthens  it> 

9^ee7i.  As  long  as  hell,  and  Richard  likes  of  it. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  fov'reign,  am  her  fubjedt  low. 

^een.  But  fhe,  your  fubje&,  loaths  fuch  fov'reignty. 

K.  Rich,  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Queen.  An  honefl  tale  fpeeds  beft,  being  plainly  told. 

K.  Rich.  Then,  in  plain  terms,  tell  her  my  loving  talc. 

^een,  Plain^  and  not  honeflj  is  too  harfh  a  ftyle. 
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K.  Rich.   Your  reafons  are  too  (hallow  and  too  quick. 

^leen,  O,  no,  my  reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead  ^ — 
Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  infants,   in  their  graves. 

K,  Rich.   Harp  not  on  that  ftring,  madani ;  that  is  paft. 

Clueen.  Warp  on  it  ftill  fhall  I  tilt  heart-ftrings  break. 

K.  Rich.    Now,   by   my   george,    my  garter,   and   my 
crown — 

Queen.  Profan'd,  diflionour^d,  and  the  third  ufurp*d. 

A'.  Rich.  I  fwear. 

^ieen.  By  nothing  :  for  this  is  no  oath. 
The  george,  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour ; 
The  garter,  blemifh'd,  pawnM  his  knightly  virtue ; 
The  crown,  ufurp'd,  difgrac'd  his  kingly  glory: 
If  fomething  thou  wouldft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  thou  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd. 

K,  Rich.  Now  by  the  world — 

^een.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K*  Rich.  My  father's  death— 

^een.   Thy  life  hath  that  difhonour'd. 

K^  Rich.  Then,  by  myfelf— 

^een.   Thyfelf  is  felf-mifusM. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  heaven — 

^een.   Heaven's  wrong  is  moft  of  all. 
If  thou  didft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heaven, 
The  unity,  the  king  my  hufband  made,  i 

Had  not  been  broken,  nor  my  brother  flain. 
If  thou  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  him. 
The  imperial  metal,  circling  now  thy  head, 
Had  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child  ; 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathing  here. 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed  fellows  for  duit. 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  for  worms. 
What  cau'ft  thou  fwear  by  now? 

A'.  Rich.  By  time  to  come. 

^leen.  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'erpaft ; 
For  i  myfelf  have  many  tears  to  wafh 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  paft,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whofe  parents  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 
Ungovern'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age  ; 
The  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butcher 'd, 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  their  age  : 
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Swear  not  by  time  to  come  ;  for  thou  haft  '-; 

Mifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ili-us*d  o'erpaft. 

K.  Rich.   As  I  intend  to  profper,  and  repent  F 
So  thrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hoftile  arms  !   myfelf,  myfeif,  confound  I 
Heaven  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours  ! 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light ;  nor  night,  thy  reft  ' 
Be  oppofite  all  planets  of  good  iuck 
To  my  proceedings,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter  ! 
In  her  confifts  my  happinefs,  and  thine  ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myfelf,  and  thee, 
Herfeir,  the  land,  and  many  a  chriftian  foul. 
Death,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay  : 
It  cannot  be  avoided,  but  by  this  : 

It  will  not  be  avoided,  but  by  this.  ^ 

Therefore,  dear  mother  (I  muft  call  you  fo), 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her  : 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  : 
Not  my  deferts,  but  what  I  will  deferve  j 
Urge  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times, 
And  be  not  peevifli  found  in  great  defigns. 

^eF?7.   Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus  i^ 

A.  Rieh.   Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  thee  to  do  good. 

Queen.  Shall  I  forget  myfelf  to  be  myfelf? 

K*  Rich.  Ay,  if  your  felPs  remembrance  wrong  yourfelf, 

^een.   But  thou  didft  kill  my  children. 

K.  Rch.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them  i 
Where  in  that  neft  of  fplcery,  they  fliall  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,  to  your  recomforture, 

^een.   Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 

K.  Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 

Queen.  I  go.— Write  to  me  very  fnortly, 
And  you  ftiall  underftand  from  me  her  mind. 

K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  farewell. 

[KiJJing  her.     Exit  ^ueen^ 
Relenting  fool,  and  ftiallow,  changing — woman  ! 
How  now  ?   what  news  ? 

Ei,ter  Ratcliff  and  Catesby, 
Rat.  Moft  mighty  fovereign  on  the  weftern  coaft 
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Rideth  a  puifTant  navy  ;  to  the  fhore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back  : 
*Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expedling  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

K.  Rich,^ Some  light-foot  friend  polt  to  the  duke  of  Noo'* 
folk— 
Ratcliff,  thyfelf— or  Catefby  i   where  is  he  ? 

Catef,  Here,  my  good  lord. 

K.  Rich,   Catefby,  fly  to  the  duke. 

Caie/i  I  will,  my  lord  with  all  convenient  hafte. 

K,  Rich.  Ratcliff,  come  hither:  Poft  to  Salifbury ; 
When  thou  thcu  hither — Dull  unmindful  villain, 

[To  Catesby. 
Why  ftay'ft  com'ft  here,  and  go'il  not  to  the  duke  ? 

Catef,  Firft,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  hignefs  pleafure, 
What  from  your  grace  I  fhall  deliver  to  him. 

K.  Rich.   O,  true,  good  Catefby  1 — Bid  him  levy  ftraight* 
The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  be  can  make, 
And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salilb^ury. 

Caicf.   I  go.  [Exit: 

Rat.  What,  may  it  pleafe  you,  fliall  I  do  at  Salifbury  ? 

K.  Rich.  "W  hy,  what  wouldft  thou  do  there  before  I  go  ? 

Rat,  Your  highnefs  told  me  I  fhould  poft  before. 

Enter  Lord  STANLEY. 

A'.  Rich,  My  mind  is  chang'd. — Stanley,  what  news  with 

you  ? 
Stan.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  pleafe  you  with  the  hear- 

Nor  none  fo  bad  but  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle  !  neither  good  nor  bad  ! 
What  need'it  thou  run  fo  many  miles  about. 
When  thou  may'ft  tell  thy  talc  the  neareft-  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news  ? 

Stan.  Richmond  is  on  the  feas. 

K,  Rich.  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  feas  on  him  I 
White-liver*d  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 

Stan.  I  know  not>  mighty  fovereign,  but  by  guefs  ? 

K.  Rich,  Well,  as  you  guefs  ? 
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Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet,  Barkingharrij  and  Mortor^, 
He  makes  for  England,  here  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Rich.  Is  the  chair  empty  ?   is  the  fv/ord  unfway'd  ? 
Is  the  king  dead  ?  the  empire  unpoffefs'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive  but  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  king  but  great  York's  heir  ? 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  feas  ? 

Stan.    Qnlefs  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 

K,  Rich,  Unlefs  for  that  he  comes  to  be  your  liege. 
You  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Welchman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  mighty  liege  ;  therefore  miftruft  me  not. 

K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back  ; 
Where  be  thy  tenants  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  fliore, 
Safe-condu6ting  the  rebels  from  their  fhips  ? 

Stan,   No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in  the  north. 

K..  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me :  What  do  they  in  the  north 
When  they  (hould  ferve  their  fovereign  in  the  weft  ? 

Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  king  : 
Pleafeth  your  majefly  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  grace 
Where,  and  what  time,  your  majefty  ifliall  pleafe. 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,    thou   wouldft   be  gone   to  join   with 
Richmond  : 
But  ril  not  truft  you,  fir. 

Stan.  Moft  mighty  fovereign. 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friendfhip  doubtfu^l ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  falfe. 

K.  Rich,  Well  go,  mufter  thy  men.     But,  hear  you,  leave 
behind 
Your  fon,  George  Stanley  :  look  your  heart  be  firm. 
Or  elfe  his  head's  aflurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan,  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to  you. 

[Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Mef.  My  gracious  fovereign,  now  in  Devonfhire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed, 
ISir  Edward  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate. 
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Bifhop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 

With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Mefjenger, 

2  Mef,  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guildfords  are  in  arms  \ 
And  every  hour  more  competitors 
Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  ftrong. 

Enter  another  MeJJenger, 

2  Mef,  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buckingham — 

JC.  Rich.  Out  on  ye,  owls  '  nothing  but  fongs  of  death  ? 

-  [HeJirihsMm. 

There,  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news. 

3  Mef,  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  majefty 
Is — -that,  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  : 
And  he  himfelf  wander'd  away  alone. 

No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh,  I  cry  you  mercy ! 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine. 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

3  Mef*  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  liege. 

Enter  another  Meffenger* 

4  Mef.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel  and  lord  marquis  Dorfet, 
^Tis  faid,  my  liege,  in  Yorkfhire  are  in  arms. 

But  this  good  comfart  bring  I  to  your  highnefs— 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  difpers'd  by  tempeft: 
Richmond,  in  Dorfetfliire,  fent  out  a  boat 
Unto  the  fhore,  to  afk  thofe  on  the  banks 
If  they  were  his  affiftants,  yea  or  no ; 
Who  anfwered  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party  :  he  miftrufting  them,  . 

Hois'd  fail,  and  made  his  courle  again  for  Bretagne. 

K.  Rich,  March  on,  march  on,  fmce  we  are  up  in  arms; 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies, 
Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  rebels  here  at  home. 

h 
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Emer  Catesby, 

Catef,  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Buckingham  Is  taken, 
That  is  the  beft  news ;  that  the  earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  power  landed  at  Milford 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told. 

K.  Rich.   Away  toward  Salifbury  ;  while  we  reafon  here 
A  royal  battle  might  be  Won  and  loft : 
Some  one  take  order,   Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salifbury  :— the  reft  march  on  \^ith  me.  [Exetmt, 


S  C  E  N  E    V.    Z^r^  Stanley V  Houfe. 
Enter  Lord  Sv akl.'Ey  and  Sir  Christopher  Urswicki 

Stan,  Sir  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me  :— 
That  in  the  ftye  of  this  moft  bloody  boar, 
My  Ton,  George  Stanley,  is  frank'd  up  in  hold ; 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  that  with-holds  my  prefent  aid. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chrif.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'rford-weft,  in  Walts. 

Stan.  What  men  of  name  refoxt  to  him  ? 

OjriJ,  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  and  Sir  William  Stanley  ; 
Oxford^  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew ; 
And  many  other  of  great  name  and  worth  : 
And  toward  London  do  they  bend  their  courfe. 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan,  Wellj  hie  thee  to  thy  lord,  commend  me  to  himj. 
Tell  him  the  gueen  hath  heartily  confented 
Hefhall  efpoufe  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
Thefe  letters  wUl  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewell.  [Ex(MnU 
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A  C  T    V. 

SCENE    I.     Sail/bury. 

EnUrthe  Sheriffs  with  Buckingham  led  to  Exetiition* 

BtrCKINGHAM. 

Will  not  king  Richard  let  me  fpeak  with  him  ? 

Sher.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  therefore  be  patient. 

Buck.  Haftings,  and  Edward's  children,  Rivers,  Grey, 
Holy  king  Henry,  and  thy  fair  Ton  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcarried 
By  underhand  corrupted  foul  injuftice  ; 
If  that  your  moody  difcontentecl  fouls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour. 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  deftruvSlion  ! 
This  is  All-Souls'  day,  fellows  is  it  not? 

Sher.  It  is  my  lord. 

Buck,  Why  then  AU-Soiils'  day  is  m.y  body's  doomfday. 
This  is  the  day,  which,  in  king  Edward's  time, 
I  wifh'd  might  fall  on  me  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies  ; 
This  is  the  day  wherein  I  wiih'd  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  moft  I  trufted ; 
This,  this  All- Souls'  day  to  my  fearful  foul 
Is  the  determin'd  refpite  of  my  wrongs. 
That  high  All-ieer  wh^m  I  daily'd  wirh. 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head 
And  giveninearneft  whati  begg'd  injefl:. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  man 
To  turn  their  own  points  o\\  their  mailers'  bofoms : 
Thus  Margaret's  curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  neck — 
J4^hen  hcy  quoth  {he,  Jhalljplit  thy  heart  withforroWy 
Remember  Margaret  was  a  prophetefs. — 
Come,  firs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  fhame ; 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  dw^.  of  blame.- 
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SCENE    II.     Tamworth,  on  the  borders  of  Leicejierjhlru 
A  Camp, 

Enter  Henry  £Wy  Richmond,  Earl  of  Oxford,  Sir 
L    James    Blunt,  8ir  Walter  Herbert,  and  others^ 
with  Drum  and  Colours 

Rkhm,  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  moft  loving  friends, 
BruisM  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny' 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comfort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  ufurping  boar, 
That  fpoiledyour  fummer  fields  and  fruitful  vines, 
Swiiis  your  warm  blood  like  wafh,  and  makes  his  trough 
In  your  embowell'd  bofoms— this  foul  fwine 
Lies  now  even  in  the  center  of  this  ifle. 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicefter,  as  we  learn  : 
From  Tamworth  thither  is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  God's  name,  cheerly  on  courageous  friends, 
To  reap  the  harveft  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  fliarp  war. 

Oxf  Every  man's  confcience  is  a  thoufand  fwords 
To  fight  againft  that  blood  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not  but  his  friends  will  turn  to  us. 

BlunL  He  hath  no  friends  but  who  are  friends  to  fear  ; 
Which,  in  his  deareft  need,  will  fly  from  him, 

Rkhm.  AH  for  our  vantage.  Then  in  God's  name,  march; 
True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  fwallow's  wings  ; 
Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  meaner  creatures  kings.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE     m.    Bofworth  Field. 

Enter  King  U  ich  ard  in  Arms,  with  the  Duke  of  NoR Folk, 
Earl  of  SumKY^  and  others, 

K^  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  tent,  even  here  in  Bofworth- 
Field. — 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  h^  I 
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Sur,  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks: 

K,  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk— 

Nor^  Here,  moft  gracious  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,   we  muft  have  knocks  ;   Ha  !  muft  we 
not? 

Nor.  We  muft  both  give  and  take,  my  loving  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent :  Here  will  I  lie  to-night; 
But  where  to-morrow  ;   Well,  alPs  one  for  that.-^ 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors  ? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  power. 

K.  Rich.   Why,  our  battalia  trebles  that  account : 
Befides,  the  king's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftre^igth, 
W'hich  they  upon  the  adverfe  facStion  want. 
Up  with  the  tent. — Come,  noble  gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  vantage  of  the  ground;— 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction : 
Let's  want  no  difcipline,  make  no  delay  : 
For,  lords,  to-morrow  is  a  bufy  day.  [ExeunU 

Enter  on  the  other  Side  of  the  Fieidy  Richmond,  SirWi-Ll 
LiAM  Brandon,  Oxford,  Dorset,  ^r. 

Richm.  The  weary  fun  hath  made  golden  kt^ 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car. 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow.— 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  (hall  bear  my  ftandard.— * 
Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent; 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle. 
Limit  each  leader  to  his  feverai  charge,  ^  ,:" 

And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxford— -you,  Sir  William  Brandon—. 
And  you  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  ftay  with  me  : — 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  keeps  his  regiment: — 
Qood  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to  him, 
And,  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning, 
Defire  the  earl  to  fee  me  in  my  tent : — 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  do  you  know? 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  colours  much 
(Which  v/ell  I  am  aflur'd  I  have  not  done) 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  leaft 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king,  ^  ~ "^^ 

Richm.  If  without  peril  it  be  polTible, 
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Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him. 
And  p;ive  him  from  me  this  moft  needful  note. 

Blwit.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  undertake  it ; 
And  fo  God  give  you  quiet  reft  to-night; 

Richm.  Good  night,  good  captain  Blunt.     Come,  gen- 
tlemen. 
Let  us  confu't  upon  to-morrow's  bufmefs ; 
In  to  my  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  ccld. 

[1  hey  withdraw  into  the  tenU 

Enter,  to  his  Tdni,  King  Richard,  RatclifFj  Norfolk, 

<2«iCATESBy» 

K.  Rich.  What  is*t  o'clock  ? 

Catef,  It's  fupper  time  my  lord; 
It's  nine  o'clock, 

K*  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to-night. — 
Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper. — 
What,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was,— 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Catef.  It  is,  my  liege  ;  and  all  things  are  in  readinefs. 

K.  Rich,  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge  ; 
life  careful  watch,  chufe  trufty  centinels. 

Nor,  I  go,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich,  Stir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Norfolk. 

Nor,  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  [Exit, 

K,  Rich.  RatclifF— 

Rat,  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich,  Send  out  a  purfulvant  at  arms 
To  Stanley's  regiment;  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  fun-rifmg,  left  his  fon  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night. — 
Fill  me  a  bov/1  of  wine  : — Give  me  a  watch  :  — 

[To  Catesby; 
Saddle  white  Surry  for  the  field  to  morrow. — 
Look  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 
RatclifF 

Rat.  M)lord? 

jr.  Rich.  Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  lord  Northumber- 
land ? 

Rat*.  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surry,  and  himfelf, 
Much  about  cock-fhut  time,  from  troop  to  troop. 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 


KING    RICHARD    III.  i/ 

K.  Rich.  I  am  fatisfy'd.     Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine : 
I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit, 
Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  vvjnt  to  have.-^ 
So,  fet  it  down.     Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Rat.   It  is,  my  lord 

K.  Rich,  Bid  my  guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent 
And  help  to  arm  me,  RatclifF.— -Leave  me,  I  fay. 

[Exit  Rat  CLIFF. 

Richmond's  Tent  opens  anddtfcovers  him  and  his  Officers^  ^c 
Enter  Stanley. 

Staji,  Fortune  and  victory  fit  on  thy  helm  I 

Richm.  Ajl  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can  afFord 
Be  to  thy  perfon,  noble  father-in-law  ! 
Tell  me  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother, 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good:— 
So  much  for  that.— The  filent  hours  fteal  on. 
And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafen  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  ftrokes  and  mortal  ftaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may  (that  which  I  would  I  cannot). 
With  beft  advantage  will  deceive  the  time 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  Ihock  of  arms : 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  two  forward, 
Left,  being  feen,  thy  tender  brother  George 
Be  executed  in  his  fathers  fight. 
Farewell :  the  leifure  and  the  fearful  time 
Cut  of  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  interchange  of  fweet  difcourfe, 
Which  fo  long  fundred  friends  fhould  dwell  upon ; 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rights  of  love  I 
Once  more  adieu  : — Be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well  I 

Richm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment: 
J'U  ftrive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a  nap  j 
Left  leaden  flumber  pieze  me  down  to-morrow, 
When  1  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  victory  : 
Once  morp  good  night,  kind  lords  and  gentlemen. 

lEx€unt  lords^  (5^r# 
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O  Thou!  whofe  captain  I  account  myfelf, 

Looli;  oii  at  J  forces  with  a  gracious  eye; 

put  in  their  t;  inds  thy  bruifing  irons  of  wrath. 

That  they  may  crufli  down  with  a  heavy  fall 

The  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries  ! 

Make  us  thy  minifters  of  chaitifemcnt. 

That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  vi6lory  ! 

To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchfull  foul, 

Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes ; 

Sleeping  and  waking,  O  defend  me  ftill !  [Skefs^ 

Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Prince  Edwarb,  Son  to  itEi^KY  th  Sixths 

Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow ! 

[To,  K,  Rich. 
Think  how  thou  ftab'dft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
At  Tewkfbury  ;  Defpair  therefore  and  die  !  — 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond  5  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[To  RXCHM* 
Of  butcher'd  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  Henry's  ifTue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

Enter  thi  Ghoji  £/*  Henry  the  Sixths 

Ghoft,  When  I  was  mortal  my  anointed  body 

[To  K.  Ricm 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes : 
Think  on  the  tower  and  me  ;  Defpair  and  die  j 
Henry  the  fixth  bids  thee  defpair  and  die  ; 
Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror  1 

[71?  RiCHM, 
Harry,  that  prophefy'd  thou  fhouldft  be  king, 
Doth  comfort  the  in  thy  fleep  j  Live  and  flourifli ! 

Epter  the  GhoJi  ^ Clarence. 

Ghdi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow  ! 

[JoK.^iQll. 
I,  that  was  wafh'd  to  death  with  fulfr  me  wine. 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  ! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
,  And  fall  thy  edgelefs  (word  j  Defpair  and  die  !—• 
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Thou  ofFspring  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafler, 

[To  RiCHM. 

The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee  ; 
Good  angels  guard  thy  battle  I  Live  and  flourifn  ! 

Enter  the  Ghojls  o/RiVERS,  Grey,  ajid  Vaughan. 

Rh.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  fouJ  to-morr<»w, 

[To  K,  Rich. 
Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret !  Defpair  and  die  I 

Grey,  Think  upon  Grey,  and  let  thy  foul  defpai.  ! 

[To  K,  Rich. 
Vciugh.   Think  upon  Vaughan  ;  and,  with  guilty  fear, 
Let  fail  thy  lance  !    Defpair  and  die  ! — 

[ToK.KiCYi. 
All.   Awake  I  and  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard's  bofora 
Will  conquer  him  y — awake  and  win  the  day  ? 

[ToRl^HM. 

Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Lord  Hastinps. 

Ghoft.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake  ; 

[To  K.  Rjc«. 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days  ! 
Think  on  lord  Haftings  ;  and  defpair  and  die ! — 

Quiet  untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake  I 

[To  RjCHA^, 

Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  fake  !  ' 

Enter  the  Ghojls  of  the  two  yowig  Princes. 

Ghojis,  Dream  on  thy  coufms  fmother'd  in  the  tower;    ^ 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bofom,  Richard, 

[To  K,  Kick, 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  fliame,  and  death  ' 
Thy  nepheivs'  fouls  bid  thee  delpair  and  die ! — 

Sleep,  Richmond,  fleep  in  peace  and  wake  in  joy ; 

[To  RiCHM. 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy  ! 
Live  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  kings  ! 
Edward's  unhappy  fons  do  bid  the  flourifh. 
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Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Lady  Anne. 

Ghojl,  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anne  thy  wife, 

[21?  AT.  Rich. 

That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee. 
Now  fills  thy  deep  with  perturbations  : 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me. 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword  ;  Defpair  and  die  f 
Thou,  quiet  fouL  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep  ; 

\1q  Richm. 
Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  victory. 
Thy  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  fpr  thee. 

Enter  the  Gho/i  of  Buck  iiiGu  am. 

Gho/i*  The  firft  was  I  that  help'd  thee  to  the  crown ; 

[7o.  K.  Rich. 
The  lall  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny  ; 
O,  in  the  battie  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltinefs  ! 
Dream  on,  dream  on  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  ; 
Fainting,  defpair  ;  defpairing  yield  thy  breath  ! — 
I  dy'd  for  hope  ere  I  could  lend  the  aid ; 

[To  Rtchm, 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  not  thou  difmayM  : 
God  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide. 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

[The  Ghofjs  vanijh, 
K,  RiCHARcy^^r/j  out  of  his  Dream, 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  horfe bind  up  my  wounds—^ 

Have  mercy,  Jefu  ! — Soft ;  I  did  but  dream. — 

0  coward  confcience  how  doft  thou  aifli6t  mc  I-rr 
The  lights  burn  blue.  -  Is  it  not  dead  midnight  ?  ' 
Cold  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  flefh  !    , 
What  do  I  fear  !  myfelf !  there's  none  elfe  by  : 
Richard  loves  Richard  ;  that  is,  I  am  I. 

Is  there  a  murd'rer  here  ?  No  j — Yes  ;  I  am  : 

Then  fly — What,  from  myfelf !  Great  reafon  :  Why  I 

Left  I  revenge.     What !  myfelf  on  myfelf! 

1  love  myfelf.     Wherefore  ?   for  any  go©d 
That  I  myfelf  have  done  unto  myfelf? 

O,  no  :  alas,  I  rather  hate  myfelf? 
For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myfelf. 
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J  am  a  villain:  Yet  I  lie,  I  am  not. 

Fool,  of  thyfelf  fpeak  well :— FooU  do  not  flatter. 

My  confcience  hath  a  thoarand  feveral  tongues, 

Atid  evey  tongue  brings  in  a  fevera!  tale. 

And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 

perjury,  perjury,  in  the  higheft  degree  ; 

Murder,  ftcra  murder  in  the  dir'ft  degree  ; 

All  feveral  fjns,  all  us*d  in  each  degree. 

Throng  to  the  bar,  eying  all — Guilty  '   guilty  1 

I  fhall  iefpair — There  is  no  creature  loves  me  ; 

And,  ;f  1  die,  no  foul  fhail  pity  me  : 

Kay,  vi'heiefore  Ihould  they,  fince  that  I  myfelf 

Find  in  myfelf  no  pity  to  myfelf. 

Merhought  the  Ibuls  of  all  thac  I  had  murder'd 

^amc  to  my  tent,  and  every  one  did  threat 

To-murrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Kichard. 

Enter  Rat^liff. 

Rat.   My  lord 

^.  Rich,  Who's  there  ? 

Rat    iVivlprd,  'tis  I  :    The  early  viflage  cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  j 
Your  friends  are  up  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  Rich.   O  Ratcliff,  I  have  dream'd  a  fearful  dream  ! 
"^hat  think'ft  thou  ?  will  our  friends  all  prove  true  ? 

Rat.   No  doubt,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Ratciiff  I  fear,  I  fear— 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of  fhadows. 

K,  Rich.  By  the  apoftle  Paul  fhadows  to-night 
Have  ftruck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 
Armed  in  proof  and  led  by  (hallow  Richmond, 
It  is  not  yet  near  day^      Come,  go  wit^i  me 
Under  our  tents  ;  I'll  play  the  eaves-dropper 
To  hear  if  any  mian  to  fhrink  from  me. 

f^Exeunt  K,  R] CHARD  and  RATCLifir, 

Richmond  wakes.     Enter  Oxford  and  others. 

Lords,  Good-morrow,  Richmond. 
Richm,  'Cry  mercy,  lords  and  watchful  gentlemen. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here. 
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Lords,  H©w  have  you  flept,  my  lord  ? 

Richrn,   The  rweeteft  fleep  and  faireft-boding  dreams 
That  ever  enter'd  in  adrowfy  head 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  lords. 
Methought  their  fouls,  v/hofe  bodies  Richard  murder'd. 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cry'd — On  !   Victory ! 
I  promife  you  my  heart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream* 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords  I 

Lords.  Upon  the  flroke  of  four. 

Richn.  Why  then  'tis  time  to  arm  and  give  dire(3:ion.~ 

[^He  advances  to  the  Troops* 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  upon  :  Yet  remember  this — 
God  and  cur  good  caufe  fight  upon  our  fide  \ 
The  prayers  of  holy  faints  aiid  wronged  fouls, 
Like  high-rearM  bulwarks  itand  before  our  faces  ; 
Kichard  except,  thofe  whom  we  fight  againft 
Had  rather  have  us  win  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he  they  follow?  truly  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant  and  a  homicide  ; 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablifli*d  5 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath. 
And  flaughter'd  thofe  that  were  the  means  to  help  him  5 
A  bafe  foul  ftone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet : 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  : 
Theu  if  you  fight  againft  God's  enemy 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers  ; 
If  you  do  fweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 
You  fleep  in  peace  the  tyrant  being  flain; 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  country's  foes, 
Your  country's  fat  fliall  pay  your  pains  the  hire  ? 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguard  of  your  wives 
Your  wives  fhall  welcome  home  the  conquerors; 
If  you  do  free  your  children  from  the  fword 
Your  children's  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 
Then  in  the  name  of  God  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  ftandards  draw  your  willing  fwords  :— 
For  me  the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  ^je  this  cold  corpfe  on  the  earth's  cold  face> 
But  if  I  thvive  the  gain  of  my  attempt 
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The  leaft  of  you  (hall  are  his  part  thereof. 

Sound  drums  and  trumpets  bold  and  cheerfully, 

God  and  faint  George  i  Richmond  and  vij3:ory  \     lExettnt^ 

Re-enter  Kin^  Richard,  Ratcliff,  &c, 

K,  Rich.  V/hat  faid  Northumberland  as  touching  Rich- 
mond ? 

Rat.  That  he  was  never  train'd  up  in  arms. 

K.  Rich.  He  faid  tlie  truth  :  And  what  faid  Surrey  then? 

Rat,  He  fmii'<l,  and  faid  the  better  for  our  purpofe. 

K.  Rich,  He  was  i'the  right ;  and  (o  indeed  it  is. 
Xcll  the  clock,  there.— -Give  me  a  kalendar. —   [C/acJ^Jiriia^ 
Who  faw  the  fun  to-day? 

Rat.  Not  I,  iTiv  lord. 

K.  Rirh,  Then  he  difdains  to  fhine  ;  for,  by  the  book. 
He  {hould  have  brav'd  the  eaft  an  hour  ago  : 
A  black  day  it  will  be  to  fomebody.— — » 
Ratcliff— 

Rat.  My  lord  1 

K.  Rirh.  The  fun  will  not  be  feen  to-day ; 
The  iky  doth  frown  and  lour  upon  our  army« 
I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  v/ere  from  the  ground. 
Not  fliine  to-day  ]"    Why  what,  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond  ?  for  the  felf  fame  heaven 
That  frowns  on  mc  looks  fadly  upon  him. 

Enter  Nor? OLKo 

Nor*  Arm,  Arm,  my  lord  ;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  field. 

K*  Rich.  Come  bulile,  buftle  ; — Caparifon  my  horfe  , 

Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power: — 

I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain. 

And  thus  my  battle  ihall  be  order'd  : — 

My  fore  ward  ihali  be  drawn  out  all  in  length, 

Conflfting  equally  of  horfe  and  foot ; 

Our  archers  (hall  be  placed  in  the  midft. 

John  duke  of  Norfolk,    Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 

Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horfe. 

They  thus  directed  we  will  follow 

In  the  main  battle ;  whofe  puifTance  on  either  fide 

Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefeft  hor(e. 
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This,  and   faint    George   to   boot!— What   think'ft    thoa 
Norfolk  ? 
Nor,  A  good  direction,  warlike  foveFcign.— 
This  found  i  on  my  tent  this  morning.        [Giving  a  Scroll 

K.  Rich.  Jocky  of  Norfolk  he  not  too  bold,  [Reads, 

For  Dickon  ihy  mafler  »  bought  and  fold, 

A  thing  devlfed  by  the  enemy  — 

Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  his  charge  r 

Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  fouls  } 

For  confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 

Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  awe  ; 

Oar  ftrong  arm  be  our  confcience,  fwords  our  law, 

March  on,  join  bravely,   let  us  to't  pell-mell ; 

If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. — 

What  fhall  1  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd?" 

Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal  ;— 

A  fort  of  vagabonds,  rafcals,  and  runaways,  _  1 

A  fcum  of  Bri tains,  and  bafe  lackey  peafants. 

Whom  their  o'er-cloy'd  country  vomits  forth 

To  defperate  ventures  and  afTurM  deftru6tion. 

You  fleeping  fafe  they  bring  you  to  unreft ; 

You  having  lands,  and  bleil  with  beauteous  wives. 

They  would  diiirain  the  one,  diftain  the  other. 

And  who  doth  lead  them  but  a  paltry  fellow, 

Long  kept  in  Brittaine  at  our  brother's  coft  ? 

A  milkfop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 

Felt  fo  much  cold  as  over  (hoes  in  fnow  ? 

Let's  whip  thefe  flragglers  o'er  the  feas  again  > 

Lafli  hence  thefe  over-  weening  rags  of  France, 

Thefe  famifh'd  beggars,  v,/eary  of  their  lives  ; 

Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 

For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  h'<d  hang'd  themfelves^ 

If  we  be  conquer'd  let  men  conquer  us. 

And  not  thefe  baftard  Brittaines,  whom  our  fathers 

Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump'd^ 

And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  fliame. 

Shall  thefe  enjoy  our  lands,  lie  with  our  wives, 

Ravifh  our  daughters  ? — Hark,  I  hear  their  drum. 

[Drum  afar  aff. 
Fight,  gentlemen  of  England  \  fight,  bold  yeomen  ! 
Draw  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head  ! 
Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard  and  ride  in  blood  ; 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves  !— 
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Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

What  fays  lord  Stanley ;  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 

Mef.  My  lord  he  doth  deny  to  come. 

K.  Rich,  OiFwith  his  Ton  George's  head. 

Nor,  My  lord  the  enemy  hath  pad  the  marfli ; 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K,  Rich,  A  thoufand  hearts  are  great  within  my  bofom: 
Advance  our  ftandards,  Tet  upon  our  foes  ; 
Our  ancient  word  <i^  courage,  fair  Saint  George, 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons  f 
Upon  them  !   Victory  fits  on  our  helm.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE      IV. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field,     Alarum,  Excurfimt, 

Enter  Cat£sby. 

Catef,  Refcue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk  I  refcue  !  refcue ! 
The  king  ena£i:s  more  wonders  than  a  man. 
Daring  an  oppofite  to  every  danger  ; 
His  horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  flghts, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death  J 
Hefcue,  fair  lord !  or  elfe  the  day  is  loftl 

Alarum,     Enter  King  Richard. 

K,  Rich.  A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  I 
Catef.  Withdraw,  my  lord,  I'M  help  you  to  a  horfe  I 
K.  Rick,  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  caft. 

And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  die  : 

I  think  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field  ; 

Five  have  I  flain  to  day  inftead  of  hjm  : — 

A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  !  {^Exeunt. 

Alarums,      Enter  King   Richard    and  Richmond;   they 
fghf^RjQHARDisJIain. 

Retreat  and  Flourijh,     Enter  RiCHMoND,STANLEy  bearing 
the  CroiVKy  with  divers  other  Lords, 

Richm,  God  and  your  arms  be  prais*d,  victorious  friends  5 
fThe  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead, 
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Stan.  Courageous  Richmond,  well  haft  thou  acquit  thee  f 
Lo,  here,  the  long-ufurp'd  royalties, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bl®ody  wretch 
Havre  I  placki'd  off  to  grace  thy  brows  withal  j 
Wear  it,  enjoy  ft,  and  make  ufeof  it. 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven  fay  amen  to  all  [ 
But  tell  me,  is  young  George  Stanley  living? 

Stan,  He  is,  my  lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  town ; 
Wither^  if  itpleafe  you,  we  may  now  withdraw  us. 

Richm.  What  men  of  name  are  flain  on  either  fide  ? 

Stan.  John  duke  of  Noribllc,  Walter  lord  Ferrers,  fir  • 
Robert  Brakenbury,  and  fir  William  Brandon. 

Richm.  Inter  their  bodies  as  become  their  births» 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  iied 
That  in  fubmiffion  will  return  to  us  ! 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament. 
We  will  unite  the  white  rofe  and  the  red  :— 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjun£bion 
That  long  hath  frownM  upon  their  enmity  !— 
What  traitor  hears  me  and  fays  not — amen  ! 
England  hath  long  been  mad  and  fcarr'd  herfelf ; 
The  brother  blindly  fhed  the  brother's  blood, 
The  father  rafhly  flaughterM  his  own  fon, 
The  fon^  compell'd,  been  butcher  to  the  fire  i  J] 

Ail  this  divided  York  and  Lancafter 
Divided  in  their  dire  divifion. — 
O,  now  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  fucceeders  of  each  royal  houfe, 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  ^ 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  they  will  be  fo). 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth'd-fac'd  peace. 
With  fmiling  plenty  and  fair  profperous  days  ! 
Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood  ! 
Let  them  not  live  to  tafte  this  lands  increafe, 
That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peace  I 
Now  civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  peace  lives  again  ; 
That  file  may  long  live  here,  God  fay— Amen! 

T  H  E      E  N'^  D » 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS. 

MEN. 

iT/r^  Henry  the  Eighth, 

Cardinal  WoLSEY.     Cardinal  Campeius. 

Capucius,  Arihajfador  from  the  Emperor  Charles  F. 

C  R  A  N  M  E  R ,  Archbijhop  of  Canterbury, 

Duke  of  l<i  oRvotK.     Dnke  of  Buckingham, 

Duke  of  Suv FOLK.     Earl  of  Surrey, 

Lord  Chamberlain.    Sir  Thomas  Audley,  Lord-Keeper, 

G  A  R  D I N  E  R ,  Bijhop  of  Winch  eft  er, 

BiJhopof'Li'iiicoL'^.  Zcr^ Abergavenny.  L^r^ Sands. 

i^/r  Henry  Guildford.     *S'/r  Thomas  Lovel. 

Sir  Anthony  Denny.     ^J/r  Nicholas  Vaux. 

Sir  William  Sands. 

Cromwell,  Servant  to  Wolfey. 

Griffith,  Gentleman-Ufher  to  ^een  Katharine, 

Three  other  Gentlemea. 

DoSlor  Butts,  Phyfician  to  the  King, 

Garter,  King  at  Arms. 

Surveyor  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

Brandon,  and  a  Serjeant  at  Arms, 

Door-Keeper  of  the  Council-Ch amber.    Porter,  and  his  Man^ 

WOMEN. 

^een  Katharine. 
Anne  Bullen. 

An  Old  Lady,  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen, 

Patience,  Woman  to  ^een  Katharine. 

Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  dumb  Shows.  Women  af^ 
tending  upon  the  ^een ;  Spirits y  which  appear  to  her. 
Scribes y  Officers,  Guards,  and  other  Attendants. 

The  Scene  lies  mojlly  in  London  and  Wejlrninjlcr ;  once  at 
Kimbolton, 
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ACT      I. 

SCENE       I.     London. 

4n  Antl chamber  in  the  Palate,  Enter  the  Duke  of  Nor- 
folk, at  one  door  \  at  the  other ,  the  Duke  ^Buck- 
ingham, and  the  Lord  Abergavenny. 

Buckingham, 

GOOD  morrow,  and  well  met.     How  have  you  done 
Since  laft  we  faw  in  France  ? 

t^or,   I  thank  your  grace  : 
Healthful ;  and  ever  fmce  a  frefh  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck,  An  untimely  ague 
Stay'd  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  fons  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men. 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.   'Twixt  Guines  and  Arde! 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  them  falute  on  horfe-back  ; 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together  ; 
Which  had  they ,  what  four-thron'd  ones  could  have  welgh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifonef. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
A  view  of  earthly  glory  :  Men  might  fay, 
'Till  this  time  pomp  was  fmgle,  but  now  marry'd 
To  one  above  itfelf.     Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  mafter,  'till  the  laft 
Made  former  wonders  its  :  To-day,  the  French, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 
i§hone  down  the  Engliih  \  and^  to-morrow,  they 

A  %  Made 
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Made  Britain,  India  :  every  man,  that  flood, 

Shew'd  like  a  mine.     Their  dwarfilh  pages  weftJ 

As  cherubims,  all  gilt :  the  madams  too, 

Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 

The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 

Was  to  them  as  a  painting  :  now  this  mafk 

Was  cry'd  incomparable  ;  and  the  enfuing  night 

Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.     The  tw^o  kings. 

Equal  in  lultre,  were  now  beft,  now  worft, 

As  prefence  did  prefent  them  ;  him  in  eye, 

Still  him  in  praile  :  and,  being  prefent  both, 

'Twas  faid,  they  faw  but  one  ;  and  no  difcerner 

Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.     When  thefe  funs 

(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challeng'd 

The  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 

Beyond  thought's  compafs  ;  that  former  fabulous  ftory. 

Being  now  feen  poflible  enough,  got  credit, 

That  Bevis  was  believ'd. 

Buck.  Oh  !  you  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  worfhip,  and  afFe£l 
In  honour  honefty,  the  tra<9:  of  every  thing 
Would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life. 
Which  action's  felf  was  tongue  to.     All  was  royal  ; 
To  the  difpofmg  of  ii  nought  rebell'd. 
Order  gave  each  thing  view  ;  the  office  did 
Diftinftiy  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs- 
Of  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.  One  certes,  that  promifes  no  element 
In  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  I  pray  you,  ^  who,  my  lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  difcretion 
Of  the  right  reverend  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pye  is  frec*«J 
From  his  ambitious  finger.     What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?  I  wonder 
That  fuch  a  keech  can,  with  his  very  bulk. 
Take  up  the  rays  o'the  beneficial  fun. 
And  k^ep  it  from  the  earth. 

Km 
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Nor,  Surely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  ftuff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends  : 
For,  being  not  propt  by  anceftry  (whofe  grace 
Chalks  fucceflbrs  their  way),  nor  cali'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  the  crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  aililbnts,  but,  fpider-like, 
Out  of  his  felf-drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  ; 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Al?er.   I  cannot  tell 
What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  fome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that  ;  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him  :  Whence  has  he  that  ? 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard  ; 
Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 
~     Buck.  Why  the  devil, 

Upon  this  French  going-out,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without   the  privity  o'the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  IhouU  attend  on  him  r  He  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  ;  for  the  moft  part  fuch 
Too,  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  and  his  own  letter. 
The  honourable  board  of  council  out, 
Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers. 

JI?er.   I  do  know 
Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  leaft,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  ne\^er 
They  fhall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck.  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  manors  on  them 
For  this  great  journey.     What  did  this  vanity. 
But  minifter  communication  of 
A  mo(t"  poor  iffue  ? 

Nor.  Grievingly,  I  think  ; 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
The  coil  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  Every  man, 
After  the  hideous  florm  that  follow'dj  w^as 

A3  A  thing 
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A  thing  Infpir'd  ;  and,  not  confulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophecy — That  this  tempeft 
Dafhing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor,  Which  is  budded  out? 
For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attach 'd 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourfieaux. 

Aher.   Is  it  therefore 
The  ambaifador  is  filenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry  is't. 

Aber,  A  proper  title  of  a  peace  ;  and  purchased 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate  ! 

Buck,     Why,  all  this  bufmefs 
Our  reverend  cardinal  carry 'd. 

Nor.-  Like  it  your  grace. 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.     I  advife  you 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wifhes  towards  you 
Honour  and  plenteous  fafety),  that  you  read 
The  cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together  :  to  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effe6t,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  power  :  You  know  h/'s  nature. 
That  he's  revengeful  ;  and  I  know,  his  fword 
Hath  a  fharp  edge :  it's  long,  and,  it  may  be  faid. 
It  reaches  far  ;  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bofom  up  my  counfel. 
You'll  find  it  wholefome.     Lo,  where  comes  that  rock^ 
That  I  advife  your  fhunning. 

Enter  Cardinal  Wolsey,  the  Purfe  borne  hefln  hlm^ 
certain  of  the  Guards  and  two  Secretaries  with  Papers, 
The  Cardinal  In  his  Pajfage  fixeth  his  Eye  on  Bucking- 
ham, flw^BuCKiNGHAM  i??j  ^'w,  both  full  of  Difdain. 

Wol,  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  furveyor  ?    ha  ! 
Where's  his  examination  r 
Seer,  Here,  fo  pleafe  you. 
Wol,  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  \ 
Seer.  Ay,  pleafe  your  grace. 

Wol,  Well,  we  fhall  then  knov\r  more  \  and  Bucking- 
baiQ 

Shall 
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Shall  lefTen  this  big  look. 

[_Exeunt  Cardinal f  and  his  Train. 

Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him  \  therefore,  beil 
Not  wake  him  in  his  flumber.     A  beggar's  book 
Out-worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor.  What,  are  you  chaf 'd  ? 
Aik  God  for  temperance  ;  that's  the  appliance  only 
Which  your  difeafe  requires. 

Buck.   I  read  in  his  looks 
Matter  againft  me  ;  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me,  as  his  abje6l  obje^fl :  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  with  fome  trick  :  He's  gone  to  the  king ; 
I'll  follow,  and  out-flare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord, 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  choler  qyeftion 
What  'tis  you  go  about :  To  climb,  deep  hills^ 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft  :  Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horfe  ;  who  being  allow'd  his  way. 
Self-mettle  tires  him.     Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advife  me  like  you  :  be  to  yourfelf 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck,   I'll  to  the  king  ; 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipfwich  fellow's  infolence  ;  or  proclaini 
There's  difference  in  no  perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd ; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot 
That  it  do  fmge  yourfelf:  We  may  out-run. 
By  violent  fwiftnefs,  that  which  we  run  at. 
And  lofe  by  over-running.     Know  you  not. 
The  fire,  that  mounts  the  liquor  'till  it  nan  o'er. 
In  feeming  to  augment  it,  wafles  it  ?  Be  advis'd  ; 
I  fay  again,  there  is  no  Englifh  foul 
More  ftronger  to  dire6l  you  than  yourfelf ; 
If  with  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  paflion. 

Buck.  Sir, 
I  am  thankful  to  you  ;  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  prefcription  ; — but  this  top-proud  fellow, 

B  (Whom 
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(Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  fmcere  motions)  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  fee  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

ISIor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  fay't ;  and  make  my  vouch  sis 
ftrong 
As  fhore  of  rock.     Attend.     This  holy  fox. 
Or  wolf,  or  both  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous. 
As  he  is  fubtle  ;  and  as  prone  to  mifchief. 
As  able  to  perform't  \  his  mind  and  place 
Infe6ling  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally). 
Only  to  fhew  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  fuggefts  the  king  our  mafler 
To  this  laft  coftly  treaty,  the  interview. 
That  fwallow'd  fo  much  treafure,  and,   like  a  glafs> 
Did  break  i'  the  rinfing. 

Nqv.  'Faith,  and  {<:)  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour.  Sir.     This  cunning  car- 
dinal 
The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew. 
As  hi mfelf  pleas 'd  ;  and  they  were  ratify 'd, 
As  he  cry'd,  Thus  let  be  :  to  as  much  end, 
As  give  a  crutch  to  the  dead  :   But  our  court  cardinal 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well ;  for  worthy  Wolfey, 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows 
(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  the  old  dam,  treafon) — Charles  the  emperor^ 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  queen  his  aunt 
(For  'twas,  indeed,  his  colour  ;  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey)  here  makes  vifitation  : 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betvvixt 
England  and  France  might,  through  their  amity. 
Breed  him  feme  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  league 
Peep'd  harms  that  menac'd  him  :  He  pnvily 
Deals  with  our  cardinal  \  and,  as  I  trow — 
Which  I  do  well  ;  for,  I  am  fure,  the  emperor 
Pay'd  ere  he  promis'd  ;  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
Ere  it  was  aik'd — but  wlien  the  way  was  mad«. 

And 
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And  pav'd  with  gold,  the  emperor  thus  defir'd  ;-^ 
That  he  would  pieafe  to  alter  the  king's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.     Let  the  king  know 
(As  loon  he  Ihall  by  mej  that  thus  the  cardisiiil 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  ;is  he  pleafes. 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Non  I  am  forry 
To  hear  this  of  him  ;  and  could  wi(h,  he  were 
Something  mlftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fyllable  ; 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fhapCj 
He  (hall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  Brandon  ;  a  Serjeant  at  Arms  before  hlmt  and  tivi 
or  three  of  the  Guard. 

Bran.  Your  office,  ferjeant  ;  execute  it. 

Serj.  Sir, 
My  lord  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  earl — ■ 
Of  Hereford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrcll  thee  of  high  treafon,  in  the  name 
Of  our  mofl  fovereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord, 
The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  \  I  (hall  perifh 
Under  device  and  practice. 

Bran.   I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  bufmefs  prefent  :   'Tis  his  highnefs'  pleafurc 
You  ihall  to  the  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  innocence  ;  for  that  dye  is  on  me 
Which   miikcs  my    whiteft   part   black.      The  will  Q^ 

heaven 
Be  done  in  tliis  and  all  things  ! — I  obey. — 
O  my  lord  Aberga'ny,  fare  you  well. 

Bran.  Nay,  he  muil  bear  ycu  company  : — The  king 

[To  Aberc. 
Is  pleas'd  you  fhall  to  the  Tower,  'till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Abcr.  As  the  duke  faid. 
The  will  of  heaven  be  done,  and  the  king's  pleafure 

B  ^  By 
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By  me  obey'd. 

Bran.  Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  king,  to  attach  lord  Montacute  ;  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  duke's  confefTor,  John  de  la  Court, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor — 

Buck.  So,  fo  ; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  of  the  plot :  No  more,  I  hope. 

Bran.  A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 

Buck.  O,  Nicholas  Hopkins  ? 

Bran.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  is  falfe  ;  the  o'er-great  cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold  :  my  life  is  fpann'd  already  : 
I  am  the  fhadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
"Whofe  figure  even  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on. 
By  dark'ning  my  clear  fun. — My  lord,  farewel.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     n.      The  Chuncil'Chamber.     Cornet, 

Enter  King  HE^RYf  leaning  on  the  Cardinal* s  Shoulder', 
the  Nohlesy  and  *y/r  Thomas  Lovel.  The  Cardinal 
places  himjelf  under  the  Kings  Feet,  on  his  right  Side, 

King.     My  life  itfelf,  and  the  heft  heart  of  it, 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  I  flood  i'  the  level 
Of  a  full  charged  confederacy  ;  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  chok'd  it. — Let  be  calPd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  :  in  perfon 
I'll  hear  him  his  confeflions  juftify  ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treafons  of  his  mafter 
He  fhall  again  relate. 

A  Noife  within,  crying.  Room  for  the  Qiieen.  Enter  the 
^een,  ufncred  by  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and  Suf- 
folk :  JJje  kneels.  The  King  rifethfrom  his  State,  takes 
her  up,  kijj'es,  and placeth  her  by  him. 

^leen.  Nay,  vs^e  muft  longer  kneel ;  I  am  a  fultor. 
KitJg.  Arife,  and  take  your  place  by  us : — Half  your 
fuit 
"Kever  name  to  us ;  you  have  half  our  power  ; 

The 
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The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ailc,  is  given  ; 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 

^leen.  Thank  your  majefty. 
That  you  would  love  yourfelf ;  and,  in  that  love. 
Not  unconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Oi  my  petition. 

King,  Lady  mine,  proceed. 

^leen.  I  am  folicited,  not  by  a  few. 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  your  fubje£ls 
Are  in  great  grievance  :  There  have  been  commiffions 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties  : — wherein,  although, 

[To  WoLSEY. 

My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 

Moft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 

Of  thefe  exadions,  yet  the  king  our  mafter 

(Whofe  honour  heaven  fhield  from  foil !)  even  he  efcapes 

not 
Language  unmannerly,  yea,  fuch  which  breaks 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almoft  appears, 
It  doth  appear  :  for,  upon  thefe  taxations, 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  of  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who. 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compelled  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,  in  defperate  manner 
Daring  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

King.  Taxation  ! 
Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation  ? — My  lord  cardinal. 
You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

fVol.     Pleafe  you.  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  fingle  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  ftate  \  and  front  but  in  that  file- 
Where  others  tell  fleps  with  me, 

^een^  No,  my  lord, 

B  3  Yog. 
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You  know  no  more  than  others :  but  you  frame  ■ 

Things,  that  are  known  alike  ;  which  are  not  wholefome  i 

To  thofe  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  muft 

Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.     Thefe  exadions, 

Whereof  my  fovereign  would  have  note,  they  are  ' 

MoH:  peftilent  to  the  hearing  ;  and,  to  bear  them,- 

The  back  is  facrince  to  the  load.     They  fay,  - 

They  are  devis'd  by  you  ;  or  elfe  you  fuffer 

Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still  exadion  ! 
The  nature  of  it  ?   In  what  kind,  let's  know, 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

^een.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tempting  of  your  patience  ;  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon.     Tis  the  fubjeft's  grief 
Comes  through  commiflions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levy'd 
Vv^ithout  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  your  wars  in  France  :  This  makes  bold  mouths : 
Tongue  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  their  curfes  now, 
Live  where  their  prayers  did  ;  and  it's  come  to  pafs, 
"That  tractable  obedience  is  a  Have 
To  each  incenfed  will.     I  would,  your  highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  bufmefs. 

King.   By  my  life. 
This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

PP^'oL  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  fingle  voice  ;  and  that  not  pad  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges.      If  T  am 
Traduc'd  by  ignorant  tongues — which  neither  knovr 
My  faculties,  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing — let  vnQ  fay, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 
That  virtue  mu(t  go  through.     We  muft  not  ftint 
Our  neceifary  a6lions,  in  the  fear 
To  cope  malicious  cenfurers  ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fifheg,  do  a  velfel  follo-w 

That 
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That  is  new  trimm'd  ;  but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.     What  we  oft  do  beft. 
By  fick  interpreters,  once  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  ;  what  worft,  as  oft, 
Hitting  a  groller  quality,  is  cry'd  up 
For  our  beft  aft.     If  we  fliall  ftand  ftill. 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at, 
We  fhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit,  or  fit 
State  flatues  only. 

King.  Tilings  done  well. 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  their.felves  from  fear  ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  iifue 
Are  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  com  mi  (lion  ?   I  believe,  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fubjeds  from  our  laws, 
And  ftick  them  in  our  will.     Sixth  part  of  each  ? 
A  trembling  contribution  !  Why,  we  take, 
From  every  tree,  lop,  bark,  and  part  o'  the  timber ; 
And,  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus  hack'd, 
The  air  will  drink  the  fap.    To  every  county. 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  commillion  :  Pray  look  to't ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

WoL  A  word  with  you.  [To  the  Secretary, 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  everj  fhire. 
Of  the  king'c  grace  and  pardon.     The  griev'd  commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me  ;  let  it  be  nois'd. 
That,  through  our  interceifion,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes  :   I  fhall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary, 

Enter  Surveyor. 

^een.  I  am  forry  that  the  duke  of  Buckingham     • 
Is  run  in  your  difpleafure. 

King.   It  grieves  many  : 
The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  a  moft  rare  fpeaker. 
To  nature  none  more  bound  :   his  training  fuch. 
That  he  may  furnifh  and  inftru6l  great  teachers, 
And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  himfelf.     Yet  fee, 

B  4  Whe» 
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When  thefe  fo  noble  benefits  fliall  prove 
Not  well  difpos'd,  the  mind  growing  once  corrupt, 
They  turn  to  vicious  forms,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.     This  man,  fo  complete. 
Who  was  enroll'd  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we, 
Almoft  with  ravifh'd  lift'ning,  could  rot  find 
His  hour  of  fpeech  a  miniite  ;  he,  my  lady, 
Hath  into  monftrcus  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  befmear'd  in  hell.     Sit  by  us  ;  you  (hall  hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 
Things  toftrike  honour  fad. — Bid  him  recount 
The  fore -recited  pradices  ;  v/hereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.  Stand  forth  ;  and  with  bold  fpirit  relate  what  you,. 
Moil  like  a  careful  fubjed,  have  colleded 
Out  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 

FAng.  Speak  freely. 

Sur%).   Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  every  day 
It  would  infe6t  his  fpeech.  That,  if  the  king 
Should  without  iHiie  die,  he'd  carry  it  fo 
To  make  the  fceptre  his  :  Thefe  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law. 
Lord  Aberga'ny  ;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

Wol.  Pleafe  your  highnefs,  note 
This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  by  his  wifh,  to  your  high  perfoi^ 
His  will  is  moil  malignant ;  and  it  ftretches 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

^ce^.  My  learn'd  lord  cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity.  -^ 

King,  Speak  on : 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown. 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this 
Jy  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

King.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

^urv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar. 

His 
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His  confefTor ;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  fovereignty. 

King.  How  know '11:  thou  this  ? 

Surv.  Not  long  before  your  highnefs  fped  to  France, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  parifh 
Saint  Lawrence  Pountney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  ?   I  reply'd, 
Men  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious 
To  the  king's  danger.     Prefently  the  duke 
Said,  'Twas  the  fear,  indeed  ;  and  that  he  doubted, 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk  ;  that  ofty  fays  he. 
Math  Jent  to  yncy  wijhing  me  to  permit 
Ifohn  de  la  Court y  my  chaplain^  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of jome  moment: 
Whom  after  under  the  confefjions  feal 
He  folemnly  had f worn y  thaty  what  he  f poke, 
IVLy  chaplain  to  no  creature  livingy  but 
To  nUy  fhould  utter y  with  demure  confidence 
This  paufiUgly  enfud — Neither  the  king  nor  his  heirs 
(Tell  you  the  duke)  jhall  prof  per :  hid  him  ftn-vt 
For  the  love  of  the  commonalty  ;  the  duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

^een.  If  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants  :  Take  good  heed. 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon. 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul ;  I  fay,  take  heed  \ 
Yes,  heartily  befeech  you. 

King,   Let  him  on  : 
Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  By  the  devil's  illufions 
The  monk  might  be  deceiv'd  ;  and  that  'twas  dang'rous 

for  him 
To  ruminate  on  this  fo  far,  until 
It  forg'd  him  fome  defign,  v/hich,  belnor  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do  :  He  anfwer'd,  Tufh  ! 
//  can  do  me  no  damage :  adding  further. 

That, 
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That,  had  the  king  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'cl, 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Level's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

King.  Ha!   what,  fo  rank?  Ah,  ha! 
There's  mifchief  in  this  man  : — Canll  thou  fay  further  ? 

Surv.  I  can,  my  liege» 

King»  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Green viach, 
After  your  highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer — ■ 

King.  I  rem.ember 
Of  fuch  a  time  : — Being  my  fworn  fervant, 
The  duke  retain'd  him  his. — But  on — What  hence  ? 

Surv,  If  J  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed. 
As  to  the  'Tower i  I  thought^  I  would  have  plafd 
T^he  part  my  father  meant  to  aSi  upon 
The  ufurpor  Richard :  ivhoy  being  at  Salifbury, 
■  Jldadefuit  to  come  in  his  prefence  ;  which  if  granted. 
As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty^  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King,  A  giant  traitor?! 

ff^ol.  Now,  madam,  may  his  highnefs  live  in  freedora, 
^nd  this  man  out  of  prifon  ? 

^leen.  God  mend  all  I 

Hing.  There's   fomething  more  would  out  of  thee ; 
Wh^t  fay 'ft  ? 

Surv.  After — the  duk:  his  father  ^ — with — the  hnife—^ 
He  ftrctch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger. 
Another  fprcad  on  his  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes, 
He  did  difcharge  a  horrible  oath  \  whofe  tenor 
Was — Were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  out-go 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute  purpofe. 

King.  There's  his  period, 
To  flieath  his  knife  in  us.     He  is  attached 4 
Call  him  to  prefent  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his;  if  none. 
Let  him  not  feek"t  of  us  :  By  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [^Exemt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

An  Aparttnent  in  the  Palace,     Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlala 
and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  Is  it  poffible,  the  fpells  of  France  fhould  juggle 
Men  into  fucli  llrange  myfteries  ?     . 

Sands.  New  cufloms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous. 
Nay,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  Englifh 
J-Iave  got  by  the  late  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'  the  face  ;  but  they  are  fhrevs^d  ones  ; 
For,  when  they  ho|d  'em,  you  would  fwear  diredlly, 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  ftate  fo. 

Sands.  They  have  all  new  legs,  and   lame  ones  ;  one 
would  take  it, 
That  never  faw  them  pace  before,  the  fpavin 
And  fpringhalt  reign'd  among  'em. 

Cham.   Death!  my  lord, 
Their  clothes  are  after  fych  a.  pagan  cut  too. 
That  fure  they  have  worn  out  Chrillendom.     How  now  ? 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovel. 

Lov.   Faith,  my  lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  nev/  proclamation 
That's  clapp'd  upon  the  court  gate. 

Cham.  What  is't  for? 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gallants, 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tavlors. 

Cham.  I  am  glad  'tis  there  ;  now  I  Avould  pray  our 
monfieurs 
To  think  an  Englifh  courtier  may  be  wife. 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 

Lov.  They  muft  either 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  leave  thefe  remnants, 
Of  Fool  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  jheir  honourable  points  of  ignorance     / 

Pertaining 
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Pertaining  thereunto  (as  fights  and  fire-works  ; 

Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be, 

Out  of  a  foreign  wifdom),  renouncing  clean 

The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  (lockings. 

Short  blifler'd  breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  travel. 

And  underftand  again  like  honeft  men  ; 

Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows  :  there,  I  take  it. 

They  may,  cum  privilegioy  wear  away 

The  lag  end  of  their  lewdnefs,  and  be  laugh 'd  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfic,  their  difeafe* 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham,  What  a  lofs  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities ! 

Lov.  Ay,  marry. 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  lords  :  the  fly  whorefons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies  ; 
A  French  fong,  and  a  fiddle,  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  'em  !  I  am  glad  they're  going 
(For,  fure,  there's  no  converting  of  'em)  ;  now 
An  honeft  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain-fong. 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing  ;  and,  by'r  lady. 
Held  current  mufic  too. 

Cham.  Well  faid,  lord  Sands ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  caft  yet. 

Sands.  No,  my  lord  ; 
Nor  fhall  not,  while  I  have  a  flump, 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  are  you  a  going  ? 

Lov,  To  the  cardinal's  ; 
Your  lordfhip  is  a  gueft  too. 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true  : 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  lords  and  ladies  ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  alTure'you. 

Lov.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us  ; 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth  that  faid  other  of  him. 

Sands. 


KING    HENRY    VIII.  i^ 

Sands.  He  may,  my  lord,  he  has  wherewithal  :  in  him 
Sparing  would  fhew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  do6lrine  : 
Men  of  his  way  Ihould  be  mofl  liberal. 
They  are  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  fo  ; 
But  few  now  give  fo  great  ones.     My  barge  ftays  ; 
Your  lordfhip  fhall  along  : — Come,  good  Sir  Thomas^ 
We  fhall  be  late  elfe;  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guildford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands.  I  am  your  lordfhip's.  \^Exeunt, 


SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  Tori-Place.  Hautboys.  A  Jmall  Table  under 
a  State  for  the  Cardinal^  a  longer  Table  for  the  Guefts. 
Then  enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  divers  other  Ladies  and 
Gentlewomen y  as  Guejisy  at  one  Door ;  at  another  Door, 
enter  Sir  Henry  Guildford. 

Guil.  Ladies,  a  general  welcome  from  his  grace 
Salutes  you  all :  This  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you  :  none  here,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  ;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As  firif-good  company,  good  wine,  good  welcome. 
Can  make  good  people. — Go,  my  lord,  you  are  tardy  ; 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain y  Lord  Sands,  and  Sir  Thomas 

LOVEL. 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 

Clap'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guildford, 
Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  had  the  cardinal 

But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  theff 

Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  refted, 

I  think,  would  better  pleafe  'em  :  By  my  life. 

They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair  ones. 

Lov.  O,  that  your  lordihip  were  but  novf  confefibf 

To  one  or  two  of  thefe ! 

Sands. 
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Sands.  I  would  I  were  ; 
They  Ihoiild  find  eafy  penance. 

Lov.  'Faith,  how  eafy  ? 

Sands,  As  eafy  as  a  down-bed  would  alFord  It. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  pleafe  you  fit  r   Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this  : 
His  grace  is  ent'ring. — Nay,  you  muft  not  freeze  ; 
Two  women  plac'd  together  make  cold  weather  : — 
My  lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking  ; 
Pray,  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sands,   By  my  faith, 
And  thank  your  lordfliip. — By  your  leave,  fweet  ladies : 

[Sits. 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little^wild,  forgive  me  j 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.  Was  he  mad,  Sir? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  : 
But  he  would  bite  none  \  juft  as  I  do  now. 
He  would  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath.  [KiJJes  her, 

Cham.  Well  faid,  my  lord. — 
So,  now  you  are  fairly  feated  : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cure, 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolsey,   and  takes  his  Seat. 

Wol.  You  are  welcome,  my  fair  guells  ;    that  noble 
lady. 
Or  gentlemaru  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend  :  This,  to  conlirm  my  welcome  ; 
And  to  you  all  good  health.  \Drinh^ 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  noble  : — 
Let  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks. 
And  fave  me  fo  much  talking. 

Wol.  My  lord  Sands, 
1  am  beholden  to  you  :  cheer  your  nelgjibours. — 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ; — Gentlemen, 
Whofd  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  firft  muil  rif« 

In 
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In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord  ;  then  we  Ihall  have  *cm 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Jnne.  You  are  a  merry  gamefter, 
My  lord  Sands* 

Sands.  Yes,  if  I  make  m.y  play. 
Here's  to  your  ladyfhip  :   and  pledge  it,  madam„ 
.For  'vis  to  fuch  a  thing — 

Aiine.   You  cannot  Ihew  me. 

Sands.  I  told  your  grace  they  would  talk  anon. 

\_Druni  and  Trumpets ^  Chambers  dijchargdi. 

IFol.  What's  that  ? 

Cham.   Look  out  there,  fome  of  you.        [^Exlt  ServanK 

J'FqL   What  warUke  voice, 
And  to  ^hat  end  is  this  ? — Nay,  ladies,  fear  not^; 
^)  all  the  laws  of  war  you  are  piivileg'd. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now?  whatis't? 

Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  flrangers  ; 
For  fo  they  feem  :  they  have  left  their  barge,  and  landed  ; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambaifadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

PFol.  Good  lord  chamberlain. 
Go,  give  'em  welcom.e,  you  can  fpeak  the  French  tongue; 
And  pray  receive  'em  nobly,  and  condudl:  'em 
Into  ourprefence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  (hineat  full  upon  them  : — Some  attend  him. — 

\_All  ar'ijey  and  Tables  remov^. 
You  have  now  a  broken  banquet  ;  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all  :  and,  once  more, 
I  fhov/er  a  welome  on  you  ; — Welcome  all. 

Hautboys.  Enter  the  Kingy  and  others,  as  Majkers,  habitid 
like  Shepherds y  tijhered  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  They 
pafs  directly  before  the  Cardinaly  and  gracefully  faluts 
him. 

A  noble  comipany  !   What  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham,  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Engliih,  thus  they  pray'i 
To  tell  your  grace  ; — That,  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  airembly 

THi* 
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This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs. 
Out  of  the  great  refpedl  they  bear  to  beauty. 
But  leave  their  flocks ;  and,  under  your  fair  condu6l: 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  revels  w^ith  them. 

Wol.  Say,  lord  chamberlain. 
They  have  done  my  poor  houfe  grace,  for  which  I  pay 

them 
A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their  pleafures. 
[Chufe  Ladies  for  the  Dance.     King ,  and  Anne  Bullen. 

King.  The  fairefl:  hand  I  ever  touch'd !  O,  beauty  ! 
'Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.  [_MuJick.     Dance* 

Wol.  My  lord— 

Cham.  Your  grace  ? 

JVol.  Pray  tell  'em  thus  much  from  me  : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongfl:  'em,  by  his  perfon, 
More  worth  this  place  than  myfelf ;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
J  would  furrender  it. 

Cham.  I  will,  my  lord. 

[Chamherlain  goes  to  the  Company y  and  returns, 

Wol.  What  fay  they? 

Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs. 
There  is,  indeed  ;  which  they  would  have  your  grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

fVol.  Let  me  fee  then. — 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  gentlemen  ; — Here  I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You  have  found  him,  cardinal : 
You  hold  a  fair  aflembly  ;  you  do  well,  lord : 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  I'll  tell  you,  cardinal, 
I  fhould  judge  now  unhappily. 

TVol.  I  am  glad 
Your  grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

King.  My  lord  chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither  :  What  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Chan.  An't  pleafe  your  grace.   Sir  Thomas  Bullcn's 
daughter, 
The  vifcount  P.ochford,  one  of  her  hignefs'  women. 

Kiyig.  By  heaven,  fhe  is  a  dainty  one. — Sweet  heart, 

I  were 
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f  were  unmannerly,  to  take  you  out, 

[To  Anne  Bullen, 
And  not  to  kifs  you. — A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

JVoL  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I'the  privy  c  hamber  ? 

Lov.  Yes,  my  lord. 

ff^ol.  Your  grace, 
t  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 

King.   I  fear,  too  much. 

/^/.  There's  frefher  air,  my  lord, 
in  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one. — Sweet  partner, 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  : — Let's  be  merry  ; — 
Good  my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  beft  in  favour. — Let  the  mufic  knock  it, 

[Exeunt,  with  Trumpets. 


ACT      IL 

SCENE     L     J  Street. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,  at  fever al  Doors. 

I  Gentleman. 

\yHiTHER  away  fo  faft  ? 

2  Gen.  O — God  fave  you  I 
Even  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what  fhall  become 
Of  the  great  duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gen.  ril  fave  you 

That  labour.  Sir.     All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prifoner. 

2  Gen.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gen.  Yes,  indeed  was  L 

2  Gen.  Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happen'd  \ 
I  Gen.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what. 

g,  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

C  I  Gen, 
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1  Gen,  Yes,  truly,  is  he,  and  condemn'd  upon  it. 

2  Gen,   I  am  forry  f  or't. 

1  Gen,  So  are  a  number  more* 

2  G^«.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it  ? 

1  Gen.  Ill  tell  you  in  a  little.     The  great  duke- 
Came  to  the  bar ;  where,  to  his  accufations. 

He  pleaded  ftill,  not  guilty,  and  alledg'd 

Many  fharp  reafons  to  defeat  the  law. 

The  king's  attorney,  on  the  contrary, 

Urg'd  on  the  examinations,  proofs,  confelTions 

Of  i!ivers  witnelTes  ;  which  the  duke  defir'd 

To  have  brought,  viva  vocCf  to  his  face  : 

At  v'hich  appear'd  againft  him  his  furveyor  ; 

Sir  Gilbert  Peck  his  chancellor ;  and  John  Court* 

Confeiior  to  him  ;  with  that  devil-monk 

Hopkins,  that  made  this  mifchief. 

2  Gen,  That  was  he 

That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies  ? 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 

All  thefe  accus'd  him  ftrongly  ;  which  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him  ;  but  indeed  lie  could  not-: 

And  fo  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence. 

Have  found  him  guilty  of- high  treafon.     Much 

He  fpoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life  ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gen,  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 

1  Gen.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the  bar — to  h«ar 
His  knell  rung  out,  his  jiidgment — he  was  ftirr'd 

With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely. 
And  fomething  fpoke  in  choler,  ill,  and  hafty  : 
But  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,  and,  fweetly, 
In  all  the  reft  fhew'd  a  moft  noble  patience, 

2  Gen.  I  do  not  think  he  fears  death. 

1  Gen.  Sure  he  does  not. 

He  never  was  fo  womanifh  ;  the  cauf« 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gen.  Certainly, 

The  cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  likely. 
By  all  conjedures  :  Firft,  Kildare's  attainder^ 

Thea 
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qrtien  deputy  of  Ireland  ;  who  remov'd. 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  hither,  and  in  hafte  too., 
Left  he  ftiould  help  his  father. 

a  Gen.  That  trick  of  ftate 
Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

1  Gtn.  At  his  return, 

No  doubt,  he  will  requite  it.    This  is  noted, 
And  generally  ;  whoever  the  king  favours, 
The  cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment, 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 

Hate  him  pernicioufly,  and,  o'my  confcience, 

Wifh  him  ten  fathom  deep  :  this  duke  as  much 

They  love  and  doat  on ;  call  him,  bounteous  Euckingham^ 

The  mirror  of  all  courtefy. — 

1  Gen.  Stay  there,  Sir, 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  fpeak  of. 

Enter  BucKlNGHAM/r^OT  his  Arraignment  (Tipjlaves  h^ 
fore  hi?7iy  the  Axe  with  the  Edge  toivards  him  ;  Halberds 
on  each  fide)  i  accompanied  with  Sir  Thomas  Lovel, 
Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  Sir  William  Sands,  and 
common  people i  i^c, 

2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clofe,  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  Ail  good  people, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me, 

Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  go  home  and  lofc  rrie. 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment. 

And  by  that  name  muft  die  ;  yet  heaven  bear  witnefs, 

And,  if  I  have  a  confcience,  let  it  fink  me. 

Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful ! 

The  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 

'T  has  done,  upon  the  premifes,  but  juftics  ; 

But  thofe,  that  fought  it,  I  could  wifh  more  chriftians  s 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  : 

Yet  Tet  'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief. 

Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  ; 

For  then  my  guiltlefs  blood  muft  cry  againft  'em. 

For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 

iNor  will  I  fue,  although  the  king  have  mercies 

C  a  Moro 
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More  t^an  I  dare  make  faults.     You  few  that  lov*d  mc. 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 

Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end ; 

And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  fteel  falls  on  me. 

Make  of  your  prayers  one  fweet  facrifice. 

And  lift  my  foul  to  heaven. — Lead  on,  o'God's  name.     . 

Lov.  I  do  befeech  your  grace,  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buch  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  I  as  free  forgive  you. 
As  I  would  be  forgiven  :   I  forgive  all ; 
There  cannot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 
'Gainft  me,  that  1  can't  take  peace  with  :  np  black  envy 
Shall  make  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his  grace ; 
And,  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell  him, 
You  m€t  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vows  and  prayers 
Yet  are  the  king's  ;  and,  'till  my  foul  forfake  me;. 
Shall  cry  for  blelhngs  on  him  :  May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  ! 
Ever  belov'd,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be ! 
And,  when  old  Time  fhall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 

Loi),  To  the  watcr-fide  I  muft  condud  your  grace  ; 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Vaux,  Prepare  there. 
The  duke  is  coming :  fee,  the  barge  be  ready ; 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture,  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  perfon. 

Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone ;  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  lord  high  conftable. 
And  diike  of  Buckingham ;  now,  poor  Edward  Bohun  ; 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  truth  meant :  I  now  feal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood  will  uiake  'em  one  day  groan  for't. 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firH  r^is'd  head  againft  ufurping  Richard^ 

Flying 
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Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Banifter, 

Being  diftrefs'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 

And  without  trial  fell ;  God's  peace  be  with  him ! 

Henry  the  feventh  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 

My  father's  lofs,  like  a  mod  royal  prince 

Rellor'd  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  ruins. 

Made  my  name  once  more  noble.     Now  his  fon, 

Henry  the  eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 

That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 

For  ever  from  the  world.     I  had  my  trial. 

And,  muft  needs  fay,  a  noble  one  ;  which  makes  me 

A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father  : 

Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes-:— Both 

Fell  by  our  fervants,  by  thofe  men  we  lov'd  mod  ; 

A  moil  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice  ! 

Heaven  has  an  end  in  all  :  Yet,  you  that  hear  me. 

This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  cjeftain  : 

Where  you  are  liberal  of  your  loves  and  counfels, 

Be  fure  you  be  not  loofe  ;  for  thofe  you  make  friends. 

And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  perceive 

The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  lall  away 

Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 

But  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.     All  good  people. 

Pray  for  me  !   I  muft  now  for  fake  you  ;  the  laft  hour 

Of  my  long,  weary  life  is  come  upon  me* 

Farewell : 

And  when  you  would  fay  fomething  that  is  fad. 

Speak  how  I  fell. — I  have  done  ;  and  God  forgive  me  ! 

I Exeuf7t  BvcKmGH AM f  and  Train, 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity! — Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads 

That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.   If  the  duke  be  guiltlefs, 

'Tis  fuUof  woe  :  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 

Of  an  enfuing  evil,  if  it  fall,  ^ 

Greater  than  this, 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us ! 

What  may  it  be  ?  You  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir } 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
(i  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

C  3  I  C/n. 
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1  Gen,  Let  me  have  it  : 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Genx   I  am  confident ; 

You  fhall,  Sir:   Did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharin^  ? 

1  Qen.  Yes  ;  but  it  held  not : 

For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  lord-mayor,  ftraight 
To  {top  the  rumour,  and  allay  thofe  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it.  ^ 

2  Gen.  But  that  flander,  Sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now  :  for  it  grows  again 
Frefher  than  e'er  it  was  ;  and  held  for  certain^ 
The  king  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  cardinal. 
Or  fome  aboi't  hini  near,  have^  out  qf  malice 
To  the  good  queen,  poiTefs'd  him  with  a  fcruplc 
That  will  undo  her:  To  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  lately, 
As  all  think,  for  this  bufinefs. 

1  Gen.  'Tis  the  Cardinal ; 

And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor. 
For  not  beftowing  on  him,  at  his  alking. 
The  archbiihopric  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpps'd, 

2  Gen.  I  think,  you  have  hit  the  mark:  But  is't  not  cruel. 
That  fhe  fliould  feel  the  fmart  of  this  I  The  cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  fhe  muft  f^ll. 

I  Gen.   Tis  woful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this  ; 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  [^Exeunf^ 


S  C-  E  N  E     IL     An  Anti-Chamber  in  the  Paiace. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chamherlainj  reading  a  Letter, 

My  lofd — The  horfes  your  lardjhip  fent  for  j  ivith  all  the 
care  I  had,  I  faw  well  chofen,  ridden y  and  furnifljcd.  They 
tuere  young  ^ndhandfome  ;'  and  of  the  hcjl  bree^d  in  the  northZ 
TVhen  they  were  ready  tofet  out  for  London,  a  man  of  my  lord 
cardiml'Si  by  cojnmifjym,  and  main  power,  took  'em  from  me  \ 
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with  this  reafon — His  majicr  would  be  fervd  before  a  fiihjetfy 
if  not  before  the  king:  which  ftcpfd  our  mouths  ^   Sir, 

I  fear,  he  will,  indeed  :  Well,  let  him  have  them  ; 
He  will  have  all,  I  think. 

Enter  the  Dukes  (j/' Nor  folk  and  SVt  folk. 

Nor,  Well  met,  my  lord  chamberlain. 

Cham,  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 

Suf  How  is  the  king  employ 'd  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private. 
Full  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cham.  It  feems,  jthe  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  confcience. 

Suf  No,  his  confcience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.   'Tis  fo  ; 
This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal  : 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeit  fon  of  fortune. 
Turns  what  he  lifts.     This  king  will  know  him  one  day. 

Suf  Pray  God,  he  do!    he'll  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 

Nor,  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufmefs  ! 
And  with  what  zeal !  For,  now  he  has  crack  "d  the  league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,  the  queen's  great  nephew. 
He  dives  into  the  king's  foul ;  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience. 
Fears,  and  defpairs,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage; 
And,  out  of  all  thefe  to  reftore  the  king, 
He  counfels  a  divorce  ;  a  lofs  of  her. 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  her  luftre; 
Of  her,  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  ;  even  of  her, 
That,  when  the  greateft  ftrojce  of  fortune  falls. 
Will  blefs  the  king:  And  is  not  this  courfe  pious ! 

Chatn.  Heaven  keep    me   from   fuch    counfels!     'Tis 
moft  true, 
Tfhefe  news  are  every  where  ;  every  tongue  fpeaks  'em', 

C  4  And 
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And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't :  All,  that  dare 

Look  into  thefe  aftairs,  fee  his  main  end, 

The  French  king's  fifter.     Heaven  will  one  day  open 

The  king's  eyes,  that  have  flept  upon 

This  bold,   bad  man. 

Suf,  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance  ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages  ;  all  men's  honours 
Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pitch  he  pleafe. 

Suf.   For  me,  my  lords, 
J  love  liim  not,  nor  fear  him  ;  there's  my  creed  : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  ftand, 
If  the  king  pleafe  ;  his  curfes  and  his  bleflings 
Touch  me  alike,  they  are  breath  I  not  believe  in. 
I  knew  him,  I  know  him;   fo  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor.   Let's  in  ; 
And,  with  fome  other  bufinefs,  put  the  king 
From  thefe  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him :— . 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cham.  Excufe  me  ; 
The  king  hath  fent  me  other-where  :  befides. 
You'll  find  a  mod  unfit  time  to  difturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  lordfhips. 

Nor,  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 

\_Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

A  Door. opens y  and  dif covers  the  King  fitting  and  reading^ 
penfiveJy. 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks !  fure,  he  is  much  afflided. 
King.  Who's  there  ?  ha  ! 
Nor.  Pray  God  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Wno's  there,  I  fay  ?  How  dare  you  thrufl  your- 
felves 
Into  my  private  m.editatj/^ns  ? 
Who  am  I  ?  ha  ! 

Nck^ 
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Nor,  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  ofFences, 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this  way. 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate  ;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King.  You  are  too  bold  : 
Go  to  ;  I'll  make  ,you  know  your  times  of  bufinefs: 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha! — 

Enter  Wolsev,  ^«/C  am  pejus  with  a  Commijfion, 
Who's  there  ?  my  good  lord  cardinal ! — O  my  Wolfey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  confcience, 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king. — You're  welcome, 

[r^CAMPEIUS, 

Mofl  learned,  reverend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom  ; 

Ufe  us,  and  it  : — My  good  lord,  have  great  care 

I  be  not  found  a  talker.  [To  WoLSEY. 

Wol.  Sir,  you  cannot. 
I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

King.  Wearebufy;  go.  [51?  NoR.  flw^SuF. 

Nor.  This  prieft  has  no  pride  in  him.  "* 

Suf,  Not  to  fpeak  of ; 
I  would  not  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place  : 
But  this  cannot  continue.  )>•  AJide 

Nor,  If  it  do,  I 

I'll  venture  one  heave  at  him.  \ 

Suf.  I  another.  [Exeunt  NoR.  and^uv.j 

IVol.  Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of  wifdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom  : 
Who  can  be  angry  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  } 
The  Spaniard,  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her, 
Muft  now  confefs,  if  he  have  any  goodnefs, 
The  trial  juft  and  noble.     All  the  clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  chriflian  kingdoms, 
Have  their  free  voices  :  Rome,  the  nurfe  of  judgment. 
Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  fent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 
This  juft  and  learned  prieft,  cardinal  Campeius  ; 
Whom,  once  morej  I  prefent  unto  your  highnefs. 

King. 
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King*  And,  once  more,  in  mine  arms  I  bid  him  wd-. 
come, 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves  ; 
They  have  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wi{h*d  for. 

Cam.  Your  grace  muft  needs  deferve  all  ftrangers'  love3» 
You  are  fo  noble  ;  To  your  highnefs'  hand 
I  tender  my  commiffion  ;  by  whofe  virtue 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding) — you,  my  lord 
Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  w^ith  me  their  fervant, 
Jn  the  unpartial  judging  of  this  bufmefs. 

King.  Two  equal  men.    The  queen  fliall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith,  for  what  you  come  : — Where's  Gardiner  ? 

Wol.  I  know,  your  majeity  has  always  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that 
A  woman  of  lefs  place  might  alk  by  law, 
Scholars,  allow 'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 

Ki?ig.  Ay,  and  the  beft  fhe  fhall  have  ;  and  my  favour 
To  him  that  does  bed  ;  God  forbid  elfe.     Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  fecretary  ; 
J  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Cardinal  ^i7^5  out,  and  re-enters  with  Gardiner. 

I^^qL  Give  me  your  hand  :  much  joy  and  favour  to  you  ; 
You  are  the  king's  now. 

Gard.  But  <o  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me.     [Afide^, 

King,  Come  hither,  Gardiner.         [Walks  and  whijpers* 

Cam.  My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  do6tor  Pace 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  i 

Wo  I,  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 

WoL  Yes,  furely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,  there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Even  of  yourfelf,  lord  cardinal. 

JVol    How  !  of  me  ? 

Cam.  They  will  not  ftick  to  fay  you  envy'd  him  \ 
^nd.  fearing  he  would  rife,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Kept  hirn  a  foreign  man  (till :  which  fo  griev'd  him,, 
That  he  ran  mad,  and  dy'd. 

WqU  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him  J 

■  That's 
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That's  chriftian's  care  enough  ;  for  living  miirmurers 
There's  places  of  rebuke,     tie  was  a  fool. 
For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous  :  That  good  fellow, 
Jf  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment  ; 
I  will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.      Learn  this,  brother. 
We  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 
King.  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  the  queen. 

[^Exit  Gardiner, 
The  mofl:  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of. 
For  fuch  receipt  of  learning,  is  Black-Friars  ; 
There  we  fliall  meet  about  this  weighty  bufinefs : 
My  Wolfey,  fee  it  furnifli'd.-r-O  my  lord. 
Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man,  to  leave 
So  fweet  a  bedfellow  ?  But,  confcience,  confcience— 
O  !   'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.        [^Exeunt, 

SCENE     III. 

4n  Antt'Chamber  of  the  Qiieens  Apartments,    Enter  Anne 
BuLLEN,  ancf  an  old  Lacfy, 

Anne.  Not  for  that  neither ;— Here's  the  pang  that 
pinches  : 
His  highnefs  haying  liv'd  fo  long  with  her  ;  and  fhe 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  diflionour  of  her — by  my  life. 
She  never  knew  harm-doing  ; — O  now  1  after 
So  many  curfes  of  the  fun  enthroned. 
Still  growing  in  a  majefty  and  pomp — the  which 
To  leave  is  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter,  than 
*Twis  fweet  at  firft  to  acquire — after  this  proccifs 
To  give  her  the  avaunt !  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

Old L.  Hearts  of  moft  haj-d  teinper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  O,  God's  will !  much  better 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp  :  though  it  be  temporal. 
Yet,  if  that  quarrel,  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  fuiferance,  panging 
As  foul  and  body's  fevering. 

oHt, 


34  ^ING   HENRY   Vlil. 

Old  L,  Alas,  poor  lady  I 
She's  ftranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her.     Verily, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born. 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  gliftering  grief. 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 
Is  our  beft  having. 

Anne,  By  my  troth,  and  maidenhead, 
1  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Befhrew  me,  I  v/ould. 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't  ;  and  fa  w^ouldyou. 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrify  : 
You,  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
AfFeded  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  ; 
Which,  to  fay  footh,  are  bleffings :  and  which  gifts 
(Saving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  confcience  would  receive* 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  ftretch  it. 

Anm .  Nay,  good  troth — 

OldL.  Yes,  troth  and  troth — You  would  not  be  a  queen ! 

Anne,  No,  not  for  all  the  riches  under  Heaven. 

OldL.  'Tis  ftrange  ;  a  three-pence  bow'd  would  hire  mc, 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it :  But,  \  pray  you, 
\\  hat  think  you  of  a  dutchefs  ?  have  you  limbs 
To  bear  that  load  of  title  I 

Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L,  Then  you  are  weakly  made  :  Pluck  ofFa  little  ; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  count  in  your  way 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to  :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burden,  'tis  tpo  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  you  do  talk  ! 
J  fwear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England 
ypi^'4  venture  an  erpt^alling  :  I  myfelf 

Wouia 
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Would  for  Carnarvonfhire,  although  there  'longM 
No  more  to  the  crown  but  that.     Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Cham,  Good  morrow,  ladies.     What  were't  worth,  to 
know 
The  fecret  of  your  conference  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord, 
Not  your  demand  ;  it  values  not  your  aiklng  : 
Our  miftrefs'  forrows  we  were  pitying. 

Cham.   It  was  a  gentle  bufmefs,  and  becoming 
The  a61:ion  of  good  women  :  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  amen! 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heavenly  bleflings 
Follow  fuch  creatures.     That  you  may,. fair  lady. 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fmcerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you,  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  marchionefs  of  Pembroke  ;  to  which  title 
A  thoufand  pounds  a-year,  annual  fupport. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

Anne.   I  do  not  know. 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  Ihould  tender ; 
More  than  my  all,  is  nothing  :  nor  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wifhes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities  ;  yet  prayers  and  widic? 
Are  all  I  can  return.     'Befeech  your  lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedience. 
As  from  a  bluihing  handmaid  to  his  highnefs, 
Whofe  health  and  royalty  I  pray  for. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  fliall  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit 
The  king  hath  of  you. — Ihave  perus'd  her  well  : 
Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  fo  mingled,  [AJldf^ 

That  they  have  caught  the  king  :  And  who  knows  yet. 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem 
To  lighten  all  this  ille  ? — I'll  to  the  king, 
And  fay  I  fpoke  with  you. 

Jane» 
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Jtine.  My  honour'd  lord.  \_Exit  Lord  ChamherlaittM 

Old L.  Why,  this  it  is  ;  fee,  fee! 
I  have  been  begging  fixteen  years  in  court 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly),  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late. 
For  any  luit  of  pounds  :  and  you,  O  fate ! 
A  very  frefh  fifh  here  (fye,  fye  upon 
This  compell'd  fortune !)  have  your  mouth  fill'd  up 
Before  you  open  it. 

Anne,  This  is  ftrange  to  me. 

Old  L.  How  tailes  it  ?  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  pence,  nov   -^ 
There  vi^as  a  lady  once  ('tis  an  old  ftory) 
That  v^ould  not  be  a  queen,  that  would  fhe  not. 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt  : — Have  you  heard  it  ? 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleafaht. 

Old  L.  With  your  theme  I  could 
O'er-mount  the  lark.     The  marchionefs  of  Pembroke  1 
A  thoufand  pounds  a  year  !  for  pure  refpe^l ; 
No  other  obligation  ;  By  my  life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands  :  Honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-fkirt.     By  this  time, 
I  know,  your  back  will  bear  a  dutchefs  : — Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  \ 

Anne.  Good  lady. 
Make  yourfelf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy. 
And  leave  me  out  on't.     'Would  I  had  no  being. 
If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot  ;  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  ab fence  :  Pray  do  not  deliver  « 

What  here  you  have  heard  to  her. 

Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me  ?  \Exeunt, 


SCENE    IV. 

A  Hall  in  Blach-Friars.     Trumpets y   Sennet,  and  Cornets. 

Enter  two  Vergers,  with  fhort  Silver  fVands  ;  next  them, 

two  Scribes,  in  the  Habits  of  DoSiors ;  after  them,  the 

Archbijhopof  Qa^htl^'&xjtsly  alone;  after  him,^  the  Bi- 

♦  /hops 
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Jhvpy  of  Li^cotN,  Ely,  Rochester,  and  St.  Asaph  ; 
next  them,  with  fome  fmall  (Iijian€ey  follows  a  Gentleman 
bearing  the  Purfe^  with  the  Great  Seal,  and  a  Cardinafs 
Hat;  then  two  Priejh,  bearing  each  a  Si  her  Cro/s  ;  then 
a  GentUman-Ujher y  bare-headed y  accompanied  with  a  Ser- 
jeant at  Arms^  b€aring  a  Silver  Mace  ;  then  two  Gentle- 
men, hearing  two  great  Silver  Pillars  ;  after  them.Jide  by 
ftdcy  the  two  Cardinals  ;  two  Noblemen  with  the  Sword 
and  Mace.  The  King  takes  place  under  the  Cloth  of 
State;  the  tzvo  Cardinals fi  under  him,  as  Judges.  The 
^een  takes  place  fojne  dif.ance  from  the  King.  The 
Bijhops  place  themf elves  on  each  fide  the  Court  t  in  manner 
cfa  Ccnfiftory  ;  below  them,  the  Scribes.  The  Lords  Jit 
next  the  Bijhops.  The  refi  of  the  attendants  fiand  in  con^ 
venient  order  about  the  Stage. 

Wol.  Whilft  our  cominiirion  from  Rome  is  rea4 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  r 
It  hath  already  ptiblickly  been  read. 
And  on  ail  fides  the  authority  allow'd  \ 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

JVoL  Be't  fo  :— Proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Henry,  king  of  England,  com^  iotg  the 
court. 

Crier.  Henry,  king  of  England,  &c. 

King.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  come  into 
the  court. 

Crier.  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  &c. 

\The  ^leen  tnakes  no  Anfwer,  rifes  out  of  her  Chair,  goes 
about  the  Court,  comes  to  the  King^  and  kneels  at  his  Feet} 
then  f peaks. 

^een.  Sir,  I  defire  you,  do  me  right  and  juftice  ; 
And  to  beftow  your  pity  on  me :  for 
I  am  a  moft  poor  woman,  and  a  ftranger. 
Born  out  of  your  dominions  ;  having  here 
No  judge  indifferent,  nor  no  more  alfuranee 
Of  equai  friendfhip  and  proceeding.     Alas,  fir, 
,  In  >>'hat  have  I  ©ffended  you  ?  wh^t  caufe 

Ha* 
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Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  difpleafure, 

That  thus  you  fhould  proceed  to  put  me  off. 

And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?  Heaven  witnefs^ 

I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife. 

At  all  times  to  your  vv^ill  conformable  : 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike, 

Yea,  fubje6l  to  your  countenance  ;  glad,  or  ferry. 

As  I  faw  it  inclin'd.     When  was  the  hour 

I  ever  contradided  your  defire, 

Or,  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  Or  which  of  your  friends 

Have  I  not  drove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  werd  mine  enemy  ?  What  friend  of  mine. 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking?  nay,  gave  not  notice 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to  mind. 

That  1  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bleft 

With  many  children  by  you  :  If,  m  the  courfe 

And  procefs  of  this  time,  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  honour  aught. 

My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty 

Againft  your  facred  perfon,  in  God's  name. 

Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  the  foul'ft  contempt 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

To  the  fharpeft  kind  of  juftice.     Pleafe  you,  Sir, 

The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  moft  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

Arid  unmatch'd  wit  and  judgment  :  Ferdinand, 

My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wifeft  prince  that  there  had  reign'd  by  many 

A  year  before  :  It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wife  council  to  them 

Of  every  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufmefs, 

Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful :  Wherefore,  I  humbly 

Befeech  you,  Sir,  to  fpare  me  'till  I  may 

Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  ;  whofe  counfel 

I  will  implore  ;  If  not,  i'the  name  of  God, 

Your  pleafure  be  fulfill'd  ! 

WoL  You  have  here,  lady 
{Andof  your  choice),  thefe  reverend  fathers  J  men 
Of  fmgular  integrity  and  learning, 

Yea, 
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Yea,  the  ele<5l  of  the  land,  who  are  aflembled 

To  plead  your  caufe  :   It  Ihall  be  therefore  bootlefs, 

That  longer  you  defer  the  court ;  as  well 

For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 

What  is  unfettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly  :  Therefore,  madam, 
It's  fit  this  royal  fellion  do  proceed  ; 
And  that,  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produced  and  heard. 

^ueen.   Lord  cardinal 

To  you  I  fpeak. 

PFoJ.  Your  pleafure,  madam  ? 

^een.  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep  ;  but,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen  (or  long  have  dream'd  fo)  certain, 
The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

PFal.   Be  patient  yet. 

^een.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble  ;  nay,  before. 
Or  God  will  punifli  me.     I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy  ;  and  make  my  challenge, 
You  fhall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and  me- — 
Which  God's  dew  quench  ! — Therefore,  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge  ^  whom,  yet  once  more, 
I  hold  my  moft  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

IFol.   I  do  profefs. 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf ;  who  ever  yet 
Have  flood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  the  eiFe£ls 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
Oer-topping  woman's   power.       Madam,   you  do  tne 

wrong  : 
I  have  no  fpleen  again  ft  you  ;  nor  injuftice 
For  you;  or  any  :'  how  far  I  have  proceeded. 
Or  how  far  further  fhall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commiflion  from  the  confiflory, 

D  Yea, 
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Yea,  the  whole  confiftory  of  Rome.     You  charge  ttie^ 

That  I  have  blown  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it : 

The  King  is  prefent ;  if  it  be  known  to  him. 

That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 

And  worthily,  my  falfehood  ?  yea,  as  muck 

As  you  have  done  my  truth.     If  he  know 

That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 

I  am  not  of  your  wrong.     Therefore  in  him 

It  lies,  to  cure  me :   and  the  cure  is,  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you  :  The  which  before 

His  highnefs  fhall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 

You,  gracious  madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 

And  to  fay  fo  no  more. 
^een.  My  lord,  my  lord, 

I  am  a  fimple  woman,  much  too  weak 

T'oppofe  your  cunning.     You  are  meek,  and  humble- 
mouth'd  ; 

You  fign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming, 

With  meeknefs  and  humility  ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  fpleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and  his  highnefs^  favours, 
Gone  flightly  o'er  low  fteps  ;  and  now  are  mounted. 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers  :  and  your  words, 
Domefticks  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Yourfelf  pronounce  their  office.     I  mult  tell  you. 
You  tender  more  your  perfon's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profeflion  fpiritual :  That  again 
I  do  refufe  you  for  my  judge  \  and  here. 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  caufe  *fore  his  holinefs. 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

[She  curtesies  fo  the  King,  and  offers  U  depart. 
Cam.  The  queen  is  obftinate. 
Stubborn  to  juftice,  apt  to  accufe  it,  and 
Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by  it ;  'tis  not  vfd\. 
She's  going  away. 
King.  Call  her  again. 
6rier.  Katharine,  queen  of  England,  eo?ne  int»  t1?.c 

court. 
U^er»  Madam,  you  arc  call'd  back. 
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^een.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you  keep  your 
way: 
When  you  are  call'd,  returrt.^ — Now  the  Lord  help. 
They  vex  me  paft  my  patience  ! — pray  you,  pafs  on  : 
I  will  not  tarr}^ ;  no,  nor  ever  more. 
Upon  this  bufmefs,  my  appearance  make 
in  any  of  their  courts. 

[Exeunt  ^een  and  her  Attendants. 

King,  Go  thy  ways,  Kate : 
That  man  i'the  world,  who  fhall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that  :  Thou  art,  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefs. 
Thy  meeknefs  faint-like,  wife-like  government- 
Obeying  in  commanding — and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  elfe,  could  fpeak  thee  out), 
The  queen  of  earthly  queens  : — She  is  noble  born  : 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  fhe  haS 
Carried  herfelf  towards  me. 

fVol.  Moft  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require  your  highnefs. 
That  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  thefe  ears  (for  where  I  am  robb'd  and  bound, 
There  muft  I  be  unloos'd  ;  although  not  there 
At  once  and  fully  fat isfy'd),.  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  highnefs  ;  or 
Lay'd  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't?  or  ever 
Have  to  you — but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  lady — fpake  one  the  leaft  word,  that  might 
Be  t»  the  prejudice  of  her  prefent  ftate. 
Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

King.  My  lord  cardinal, 
I  do  excufe  you  ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't.     You  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  fo  ;  but,  like  to  village-curs. 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do  :  by  fome  of  thefe 
The  queen  is  put  in  anger.     You  are  excus'd  ; 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd  ?  you  evir 

D  2  Have 
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Have  wifli'd  the  fleeping  of  this  bufinefs  :  never 

Defir'd  it  to  be  ftirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hindred,  oft. 

The  paflages  made  toward  it :— on  my  honour, 

I  fpeak  my  good  lord  cardinal  to  this  point,  , 

And  thus  far  clear  him.     Now,  what  mov'd  me  to*t, — 

I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  : — 

Then  mark  the  inducement.     Thus  it  came  j — ^give  heed 

to't:— 
My  confcience  firft  receiv'd  a  tendernefs* 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter'd 
By  the  bilhop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  ambalTador ; 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage,  'twixt  the  duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary :   I'the  progrefs  of  this  bufinefs. 
Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite  ; 
Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertifc 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 
Refpe6ling  this  our  marriage  with  the  dowager. 
Sometime  our  brother's  wife  ?     This  refpite  fhook 
The  bofom  of  my  confcience,  enter'd  me, 
Yea,  with  a  fplitting  power,  and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  of  my  breaft  ;  which  forc'd  fuch  way. 
That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng. 
And  prefs'd  in  with  this  caution.     Firft,  methought 
I  ftood  not  in  the  fmile  of  heaven  ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb. 
If  it  conceiv'd  a  male  child  by  me,  fhould 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to't,  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead :  for  her  male  ifTue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them  :  Hence  I  took  a  thought, 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me  ;  that  my  kingdom. 
Well  worthy  the  beft  heir  o'  the  world,  fhould  not 
Be  gladded  in't  by  me  :  Then  follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  flood  in 
By  this  my  ilTue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe.     Thus  hulling  in 
The  wild  fea  of  my  confcience,  I  did  lieer 
Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are' 

No\y 
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Now  pr^fent  here  together;  that's  to  fay, 
I  meant  to  redify  my  confcience — which 
I  then  did  feel  full  fick,  and  yet  not  well — • 
By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land, 
And  dodlors  learn'd. — Firft,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  lord  of  Lincoln ;   you  remember 
How  under  my  opprellion  I  did  reek. 
When  I  firft  mov'd  you. 

Z/w,  Very  well,  my  liege. 

King,  I  have  fpoke  long  j  be  pleas'd  yourfelf  to  fay 
How  far  you  fatisfy'd  me  ? 

Lin.  So  pleafe  your  highnefs. 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me— ^ 
Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't. 
And  confequence  of  dread — that  I  committed 
The  daring'ft  counfel  which  I  had,  to  doubt  ; 
And  did  entreat  your  highnefs  to  this  courfe. 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you. 
My  lord  of  Canterbury,  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  fummons  : — UnfoUcited 
I  left  no  reverend  perfon  in  this  court  ; 
But,  by  particular  confent,  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  feals.     Therefore,  go  on  ; 
For  no  diflike  i'the  world  againft  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  queen,  but  the  ftiarp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reafons,  drive  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life. 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come,  with  her, 
Katharine  our  queen,  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon'd  o'the  world. 

Cam.  So. pleafe  your  highnefs. 
The  queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  to  further  day : 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earneaft  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holinefs.  [They  rifi  to  depart* 

King.  I  may  perceive, 
Tbefe  cardinals  trifle  with  me :  I  abhor 

D  3  This 
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This  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 

My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  fervant,  Cranmer, 

Pry'thee,  return!  with  thy  approach,  I, know. 

My  comfort  conies  along.     Break  up  the  court  : 

I  fay,  fet  on.  [Exeunf  in  manner  as  they  entered. 


ACT        III. 

SCENE     I.     The  ^eens  Apartments. 

The  ^een  and  her  IVomen,  as  at  JVork, 

^ueen. 

Take  thy  hite,  wench  :  my  foul  grows  fad  with  troubles; 
Sing,  and  difperfe  them,  if  thou  canft  :  leave  working, 

SONG. 

Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees ^ 

And  the  mountain-tops  that  freeze^  / 

Bow  themfelveSj  when  he  didftng  i 
To  his  mvJiCy  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  Jprung  /  as  fun  and  Jhowers 

There  had  made  a  lafiingjpring, 

Every  thing  that  heard  him  play. 
Even  the  billows  of  the  fea. 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  hy, 
Infiveet  mujic  isfuch  art ; 
Killing  care^  and  grief  of  hearty 

Fall  afleep,  or,  hearing,  die. 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 
^leen.  How  now  ? 

Gent.  An't  pleafe  your  grace,  the  two  great  cardinal? 
Wait  in  the  prefence. 

§ueen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 
Qent.  They  will'd  m^e  fay  fo,tiadam, 

3uee*i, 
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l^uen.  Pray  their  graces 
To  come  near.  [£.v//.  Gent.']  What  can  be  their  bufinefs 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fallen  from  favour  r 
J  do  not  like  their  coming,  now  I  think  on't. 
They  fhould  be  good  men  ;  their  affairs  are  righteous  : 
Bur,  All  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wolsey  and  Campeius. 

TVol.  Peace  to  your  highnefs ! 

^leen.  Your  graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfewife^ 
I  would  be  all,  againft  the  worft  may  happen. 
What  are  your  pleafures  with  me,  reverend  lords  ? 

f-Fol.  'May  it  pleafe  you,  noble  madam,  to  with^rav^^ 
Into  your  private  chamber,  we  fhall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

^een.  Speak  it  here  : 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  confcience, 
Deferves  a  corner  :  'Would  all  other  women 
Could  fpeak  this  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do  I 
My  lords,  I  care  not  (fo  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number)  if  my  a6lions 
Were  try'd  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  faw  'em,    - 
Envy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em, 
I  know  my  life  fo  even  ;   If  your  bufinefs 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in. 
Out  with  it  boldly ;  Truth  loves  opep  dealing. 

Wol.   Tanta  eft  ergd   te  mentis  integritas,  regina  fere- 
nijftma — 

^een,  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin  ; 
I  am  not  fuch  a  truant  fmce  my  coming. 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in  :    - 
A  ftrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  ftrange,  fufpicious; 
Pray,  fpeak  in  Englifh  :  here  are  fome  will  thank  you. 
If  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs'  fake; 
Believe  me,  fhe  has  had  much  wrong  :  Lord  car^^inal. 
The  willing 'ft  fm  I  ever  yet  committed. 
May  be  abfolv'd  in  Englifh. 

rVol.  Noble  lady, 
I  am  forry  my  integrity  fhould  breed 
(And  fervice  to  his  majefty  and  you) 

D  4  So 
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So  deep  fufplcion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 

We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accufation, 

To  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  blefles  ; 

Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  ; 

You  have  too  much,  good  lady  :  but  to  know 

How  you  ftand  minded  in  the  weighty  difference 

Between  the  king  and  you  ;  and  to  deliver. 

Like  free  andhoneft  men,  our  jull  opinions. 

And  comforts  to  your  caufe. 

Cam.  Mod  honour 'd  madam. 
My  lord  of  York — out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  ftill  bore  your  grace  ; 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him  (which  was  too  far) — > 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace, 
His  fervice,  and  his  counfel. 

^ueen.  To  betray  me.  \Aftde, 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wills. 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men  (pray  God,  ye  prove  fo !) 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddeniy  an  anfvver. 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear)  with  my  weak  wit. 
And  to  fuch  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.     I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids :  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bulinefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been  (for  I  feel 
The  lafl  fit  of  my  greatnefs),  good  your  graces. 
Let  me  have  time,  and  counfel,  for  my  caufe  ; 
Alas!   I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol,  Madam,    you  wrong  the  king's  love  with  thcfe 
fears  ; 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

^een.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit  :  Can  you  think,  lords, 
That  any  EngliOunan  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainfthis  highnefs'  pleafure 
(Though  he  be  grown  fo  defperate  to  be  honelf). 
And  live  a  fubjed  ?  Nay,  forfooth,  my  friends. 
They  that  mufl  weigh  out  my  afflidlions. 

They 
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They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here  ; 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  comforts,  far  hence. 
In  mine  own  country,  lords. 
Cam,  I  would,  your  grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counfel. 
^uen.  How,  Sir  ? 

Cam.   Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  king's  protection  ; 
He's  loving,  and  molt  gracious  :  'twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  caufe  \ 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o'ertake  you, 
Youll  part  away  difgrac'd* 
JVoL  He  tells  you  rightly. 

^cen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wifh  for  both,  my  ruin: 
Is  this  your  chriilian  counfel  ?  out  upon  ye  ! 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet  ;  there  fits  a  Judge 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 
Cam,  Your  rage  miftakes  us. 

^leeji.  The  more  fliame  for  ye  ;  holy  men  I  thought  ye^ 
Upon  my  foul,  two  reverend  cardinal  virtues  ; 
But  cardinal  fms,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye. 
Mend  *em  for  lliame,  my  lords.     Is  this  your  comfort  ? 
The  cordial  that  ye  brmg  a  wretched  lady  ? 
A  woman  loft  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
I  will  not  wilh  ye  half  my  miferies  ; 
I  have  more  charity  :  But  fay,  I  warn'd  ye  ; 
Take  heed,  for  heaven's  fake,  take  heed,  left  at  once 
The  burden  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

IVol.  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  diftra6l:ion  ; 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy. 

^een.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing  :  Woe  upon  ye. 
And  all  fuch  falfe  profeftbrs  !  Would  ye  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  juftice,  any  pity  ; 
If  you  be  any  thing  but  churchmen's  habits) 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  hands  that  hates  me  ? 
Alas  !  he  has  banifti'd  me  his  bed  already  ; 
His  love,  too,    long  ago  :  I  am  old,  my  lords. 
And  all  the  fellowftiip  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.     What  can  happen 
To  me  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  all  your  ftudies 
M^ke  me  a  curfe  like  this  ? 

Cam. 
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Cam,  Your  fears  are  worfe. 

^ee?i.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long— let  me  fpeak  myfelf, 
5mce  virtue  finds  no  friends — a  wife,  a  true  one  r 
A  woman  (I  dare  fay,  without  vair^-glory) 
Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion  ? 
JTave  I,  with  all  my  full  afFe6lions, 
Still  met  the  king  ?  lov'd  him  next  hea^eri  s  o1?ey*d  hin\.? 
Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him? 
Almoft  forgot  ray  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?   'tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  hufband. 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafurc  ; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  flie  has  done  moft, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour — a  great  patience. 

^oL  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at. 

^leen.  My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myfelf  fo  guilty > 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
"Jfour  mafter  wed  me  to  :  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities, 
^    PFol.  Pray,  hear  me. 

^een,  'Would  1  had  never  trod  this  Englifli  earthy 
Or  felt  the  flatt'ries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye  have  angels'  faces,  but  heaven  knows  your  hearts. 
What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretched  lady  ? 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  woman  living, — 
Alas  1  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  fortunes^ 

[To  her  Womeny 
"Shipwreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope  ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me, 
Almoft,  no  grave  allow'd  me  : — Like  the  lilyR 
That  onc€  was  miftrefs  of  the  field,  and  fiourifli'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  perifh. 

IVol.  If  your  grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  honeft, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort :  why  Ihould  we,  good  kdy. 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  alas !  our  places^ 
The  way  of  our  profellion  is  againft  it ; 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs'  fake,  confider  what  you  do  \ 
flow  you  may  hurt  yourfeif,  ay,  utterly 

Cro\f 
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Grow  from  the  king's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage^ 

The  hearts  of  princes  kifs  obedience, 

So  much  they  love  it  ;  but,  to  (tubborn  fpirits. 

They  fwcll,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 

I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 

A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  ;  Pray,  think  us 

Thofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,  friends,  and  fervants. 
Cam,  Madam,    you'll  find  it  fo.      You  wrong  yvur 
virtues 

With  thefe  weak  wornen's  fears.     A  noble  fpirit. 

As  your's  was  put  into  you,  ever  cafts 

Such   doubts,    as  falfe  coin,  from  it.     The  king  Ipvcs 
you; 

Beware,  you  lofe  it  not :  For  us,  if  you  pleafe 

To  truft  us  in  your  bufmefs,  we  are  ready 

To  ufe  our  utmoft  ftudies  in  your  fervice. 

^ueen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  lords;  And,  pray,  for- 
give me. 

If  I  have  us'd  myfelf  unmannerly  ; 

You  know,  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 

To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  fuch  perfons. 

Pray,  do  my  fervice  to  his  majcfty  : 

He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  (hall  have  my  prayers. 

While  I  iball  have  my  life.     Come,  reverend  fathers, 

Beftow  yourcounfels  on  me  :  fhe  now  begs, 

That  little  thought,  when  fhe  fet  footing  here. 

She  fhould  have  bought  her  dignities  fo  dear.         \^Exeunt» 

SCENE    II. 

Anti-Chamber  to  the  King's  Apartment.     Enter  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  Duke  (t/" Suffolk,  the  Earl  of  Surrey, 
and  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor,  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints. 
And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them  :  If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promife. 
But  that  you  fhall  fuflain  more  new  difgracGS 
With  thefe  you  bear  already^ 

^ur,  I  am  joyful, 

'        '  To 
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To  meet  the  leafl  occafion,  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  duke. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leafl 
Strangely  neglected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  itamp  of  noblenefs  in  any  perfon, 
Outof  himfelf? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures  : 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  ; 
What  we  can  do  to  him  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us),  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  accefs  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  ;  for  he  hatha  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in  his  tongue. 

Nor,  O,  fear  him  not  ; 
His  fpell  in  that  is  cut ;  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  againfl  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  fettled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  difpleafure. 

Sur.   Sir, 
I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded  :  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  would  wifh  mine  enemy. 

Sur,  How  came 
His  practices  to  light  I 

Suf,  Moft  ftrangely. 

Sur,  O,  how,  how  !  i  > 

Suf.  The  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  mifcarried. 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'  the  king  :  wherein  was  read. 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holinefs 
To  ftay  the  judgment  o'  the  divorce  :  For  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  p  rceive. 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affeSiion  to 
A  creature  of  the  queen  s^  lady  Anne  Bullen, 

Sur,  Has  the  king  this  ? 

Suf,  Believe  it. 

Sun, 
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Sur.  Will  this  work  r 

C7?am.  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coalls. 
And  hedges,  his  own  way.     But  in  this  point 
All  his  tricks  founder,  and  he  brings  his  phyfic 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  king  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 
Sur.  'Would  he  had  1 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wifh,  my  lord; 
For,  I  profefs,  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  my  joy 

Trace  the  conjunction ! 
Suf.  My  amen  to't ! 
Nor.  All  men's, 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation : 
Marry  this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  ears  unrecounted. — But,  my  lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  complete 
In  mind  and  feature  :   I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  land,  which  fhall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur.  But  will  the  king 
Digeft  the  letter  of  the  cardinal's  ? 
The  lord  forbid  ! 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen ! 
Suf  No,  no  ; 
-There  be  more  wafps  that  buz  about  his  nofe, 
Will  make  this  fting  the  fooner.     Cardinal  Campeius 
Is  ftolen  away  to  Rome  ;  hath  ta'en  no  leave  ; 
Has  left  the  caufe  o'  the  king  unhandled  \  and 
Is  ported,  as  the  agent  of  our  cardinal. 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.     I  do  aiTure  you, 
The  king  cry'd,  ha  !  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incenfe  him, 
And  let  him  cry,  ha,  louder ! 

Nor.  But,  my  lord. 
When  returns  Cranmer  ? 

Suf  He  is  returned,  in  his  opinions  ;  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  king  for  his  divorce. 
Together  with  all  famous  colleges 
Alcaoft  in  Chriftendom  :  ihortly,  I  believe, 

Hfe 
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His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publifh'd,  and 
Her  coronatian.     Katharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd — queen  ;  but  princefs-dowageFj, 
And  widow  to  prince  Arthur. 

Nor,  This  fame  Cranmer's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  paift 
In  the  king^s  bufinefs. 

Suf,  He  has  ;  and  we  fhall  fee  him 
For  it,  an  archbifhop. 

Nor,  So  I  hear. 

Suf,  'Tis  fo. 
The  cardinal 

Enter  WoLSEYi  and  Crowwell. 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

IFoI.  The  packet,  Cromwell, 
Gave^t  you  the  king  ? 

Crom.  To  his  own  handj  in  his  bed-chamber^ 

fFoL  Look'd  he  o'  the  infide  of  the  paper  } 

Crom,  Prefently 
He  did  unfeal  them  ;  and  the  firft  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance  :  You,  he  bad6 
Attend  him  here  this  morning.  ' 

ff^ol.  Is  he  ready 
To  come  abroad  ? 

Crom,   I  think,  by  this  he  is, 

PFoL  Leave  me  a  while. —  [-fA-zVCROMWELt; 

It  fhall  be  the  dutchefs  of  Alen9on, 
The  French  king's  fifler :  he  fhall  marry  her. — 
Anne  BuUen  !  No  ;  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  hirii : 
There's  more  in't  than  fair  vifage. — Bullen ! 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens ! — Speedily  I  wifh 
To  hear  from  Rome.-— The  marchionefs  of  Eembroke  !— 

Nor,  He's  difcontented. 

Suf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur,  Sharp  enough. 
Lord,  for  thyjuflice! 

mi. 
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PFoU    The  late   queen's    gentlewoman,     a    knight's 
daughter, 
To  be  her  miitrefs^  miftrefs  !  the  queen's  queen ! — 
This  candle  burns  not  clear:  'tis  I  muft  fnuff  it  ; 
Then,  out  it  goes. — What  tho'  I  know  her  virtuous. 
And  well-deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran  ;  and  not  wholefome  to 
Our  caufe,  that  (he  (hould  lie  i'  the  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  king.     Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heretic,  an  arch  one,  Cranmer;  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king. 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vex'd  at  fomethlng. 

Sur.  I  would,  'twere  fomething^that  would  fret  the  firing. 
The  mafter  cord  of  his  heart ! 

Enter  the  kifig,  reading  a  Schedule  ;  and  Lo  V  E  L  ♦- 

Suf,  The  king,  the  king ! 

Kif7g,  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion  !  and  what  expence  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him!  How,  i'the  name  of  thrift. 
Does  he  rake  this  together  I — Now,  my  lords. 
Saw  you  the  cardinal  ? 

Nor,  My  lord,  we  have 
Stood  here  obferving  him  :  Some  ftrange  commotlen 
Is  in  his  brain  ;  he  bites  his  lip,  and  ftarts  ; 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground. 
Then  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple  ;  ftraight. 
Springs  out  into  faft  gait ;  then  flops  again. 
Strikes  his  breafl  hard  ;  and  anon,  he  cafts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  :  in  mod  flrange  poflures 
We  have  feen  him  fct  himfelf. 

King,  It  may  well  be  ; 
There  is  a  mutiny  in  his  mind.    This  morning 
Papers  of  flate  he  fent  me  to  perufe, 
As  I  requir'd  ;  And,  wot  you,  what  I  found 
There  ;  on  my  confcicnce,  put  unwittingly-— 
Forfooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing — 
The  feveral  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treafure, 
Rich  fluffs,  «nd  ornaajents  of  houfehold  ;  which 

tfina 
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I  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks  Cv  -■:.: 

Poireflion  of  a  fubje£l. 

Nor.   It  is  Heaven's  will  ; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  a  packet, 
To  blefs  your  eye  withal. 

King.  If  we  did  think 
His  contempletions  were  above  the  earth, 
And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  objeft,  he  fhould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings ;  but,  I  am  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 

[^He  takes  his  Seat ;  and  whifpers  LoVEi-^ 
who  goes  to  WoLSEY. 

TVol.  Heaven  forgive  me! — 
JEver  God  blefs  your  highnefs  ! 

King.  Good  my  lord, 
You  are  full  of  heavenly  ftufF,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  befl:  graces  in  your  mind  ;  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er  :  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan. 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit :  Sure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  hufoand  ;  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 
^  mi.  Sir, 

For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time  ;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs,  which 
I  bear  i'  the  ft  ate  ;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

King.  You  have  faid  well. 

fVol  And  ever  may  your  highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lend  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well-faying ! 

King.  Tis  well  faid  again  ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed,  to  fay  well  : 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.     My  father  lovM  you  ; 
He  faid,  he  did  ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  office, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart  j  have  not  alone 

Employ 'd 
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Employ'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home, 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  bellow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

fFol,  What  Ihould  this  mean  ?  \Afidt, 

Sur.  The  Lord  increafe  this  bufinefs  1  \AJide, 

King,  Have  1  njt  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ?   I  pray  you,  tell  me> 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  : 
And  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  wjthal, 
If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no.      What  fay  you  ? 

PFol.  My  fovercign,  I  confefs,  your  royal  graces 
Shower 'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more  than  could 
My  ftudied  purpofes  requite  ;  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours  :  my  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  Ihort  of  my  defires, 
Yet,  fiU'd  wiih  my  abilities  :  Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  mod  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftatei     For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undelerver,  I 

XI)an  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks  ;  ^   •■ 

My  prayers  to  heav'n  for  you  :  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  has*  and  ever  (hall  be  growing, 
'Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it* 

King.   Fairly  anfwer'd : 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubje£l  is 
Therein  illuitrated  :  the  honour  of  It 
Does  pay  the  acSl  of  it ;  as,  i'  the  contrary. 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.     I  prefume. 
That,  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp'd  love,  my  power  rain'd  honour,  mof^ 
On  you  than  any  ;  fo  your  hand,  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power. 
Should,  notwiihilanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

WoL   1  do  profefs. 
That  for  your  highnefs'  good  I  ever  laboured 
More  than  mine  own  ;  that  am,  have,  and  will  be. 
Though  all  the  world  fhould  crack  their  duty  to  you, 

E  And 
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And  throw  it  from  their  foul ;  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  'em,  and 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid  ;  yet  my  duty, 
As  doth  a  rock  againil  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  tiver  break. 
And  ftand  unihaken  your's. 

King,  'Tis  nobly  fpoken  : — 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  bread. 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't. — Read  o'er  this 


J  Giving  him  papers. 
,  wit! 


And,  after,  this:  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

[Exit  Kingy  frowning  upon  Cardinal  WoLSEY  ;  the 
Nobles  throng  after  him,  whifpering  andfmihng, 

Wol.  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  anger's  this  ?  how  have  I  reap'  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes  :  fo  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntfman  that  has  gall'd  him  ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.     I  muft  read  this  paper  ; 
I  fear  the  (lory  of  his  anger. — 'Tis  fo  ; 
This  paper  has  undone  me  : — 'Tis  the  account 
Of  all  that  world  of  v.  ealth  I  have  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  ends  ;  indeed,'  to  gain  the  popedom. 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.     O  negligence. 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  I  What  crofs  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  the  packet 
I  fent  the  king  ?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  r 
I  know  'twill  ftir  him  Itrongly ;  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpite  of  fortune. 
Will  bring  me  oiF  again.     What's  this — To  the  Pope  f 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufmefs 
I  writ  to  his  holinefs.     Nay  then,  farewel ! 
I  have  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  greatnefs  ; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting :  I  fhall  fall 
JLike  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

Rc'tnter 
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ke-enfer  the  Dukes  <?/ Norfolk    and  Suffolk,  the 
Earl  of  Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Nor,  Hear  the  king's  pleafure,  cardinal:   who  com- 
mands you 
To  render  up  the  great  feal  prefently 
Into  our  hands  ;  and  to  confine  yourfclf 
To  Efher-houfe,  my  lord  of  Winchefter's, 
'Till  you  hear  further  from  his  highnefs. 

WgL  Stay, 
Where's  your  commifiion,  lords  ?  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 
'     Suf,  Who  darfecrcfs  'em  ? 
Bearing  the  king's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefsly  ? 

fVol.  'Till  I  hnd  more  than  will,  or  words,  to  do  it 
(I  mean,  your  malice),  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare,  and  muH:  deny  it.     Now  I  feel 
Of  what  coarfe  metal  ye  are  moulded— envy. 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  difgrare. 
As  if  it  fed  ye  ?  and  how  lleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  ev'ry  thing  may  bring  my  ruin  ? 
Follow  yo]ir  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  ; 
You  have  chriftian  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  doubt, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.     That  feal, 
You  aik  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  king 
(Mine>  and  your  mafter)  with  his  own  hand  gave  rne  • 
Bade  mie  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 
Ty'd  it  by  letters  patent :  Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Sur.  The  king,  that  gave  it. 
Wol,   It  m.ufl:  be  himlelf  then. 
Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  prieft. 
WoL  Proud  lord,  thou  Heft  ; 
Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  durfl  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  faid  fo. 

Sur.  Thy  ambition, 
Thou  fcarlet  fm,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law; 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  cardinals 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  befl  parts  bound  together) 

E  2  Weighed 
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Weigh 'd  not  a  hair  of  his.     Plague  of  your  policy  I 

You  fent  me  deputy  for  Ireland  ; 

Far  from  his  fuccour,  from  the  king,,  from  all 

That  might  have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'ft  him; 

Whilft  your  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 

Abfolv'd  him  with  an  axe. 

IVoL  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moil  falfe.     The  duke  by  law 
Found  his  deferts :  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witnefs. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  fhould  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour ; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  mafter. 
Dare  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be. 
And  all  that  love  his  follies^ 

Sur.  By  my  foul. 
Your  long  coat,  prieft,  protects  you  ;  thou  {hould'ft  feci 
My  fword  i'  the  life-blood  of  thee  elfe. — My  lords. 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 
And  from  this  fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 
Fare w el  nobility ;  let  his  grace  go  forward. 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks* 

TVqL  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of  gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  oncj 
Into  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  by  extortion  ; 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  the  pope,  againft  the  king  :  your  goodnefs^ 
Since  you  provoke  me,  (hall  be  mod  notorious. — 
My  lord  of  Norfolk — as  you  are  truly  noble. 
As  you  refpe(Sl  the  common  good,  the  ftate 
Of  our  defpis'd  nobility,  our  ilTues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  fcarce  be  gentlemen — 
Produce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fms,  the  articles 
C©lle£led  from  his  life  ;  I'll  ftartle  you 

Wotffi 
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Worfe  than  the  fearing  bell,  when  the  brown  wench 
Lay  kiding  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

fFol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  defpife  this  man, 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  againft  it! 

Nor,  Thofe  articles,  my  lord,  are  in  the  king's  hand  : 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foulones, 

fVoL  So  much  fairer. 
And  fpotlefs,  (hall  mine  innocence  arife. 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  fave  you  : 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  thefe  articles  ;  and  out  they  fhall. 
Now,  if  you  can  blufh,  and  cry  guilty,  cardinal. 
You'll  Ihew  a  little  honefty, 

PFol.  Speak  on,  fir  ; 
I  dare  your  worft  objections  :  if  I  blufh. 
It  is  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe,  than  my  head.     Have  at 
you. 
Firft,  that  without  the  king's  alTent,  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate  ;  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurifdidion  of  all  bifhops. 

Nor.  Then,  that,  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  elfe 
To  foreign  princes.  Ego  et  Rex  meus 
Was  ftill  infcrib'd  ;  in  which  you  brought  the  king 
To  be  your  fervant. 

Suf,  Then,  that,  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
AmbafTador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  feal. 

Sur.  Item,  you  fent  a  large  commiilion 
To  Gregory  de  Caffalis,  to  conclude. 
Without  the  king's  will,  or  the  date's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf,  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  caus'd 
Your  holy  hat  to  be  ftampt  on  the  king's  coin. 

Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  fent  innumerable  fubftanCQ 
(By  what  means  got  I  leave  to  your  own  confcience) 
To  furnifh  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  fox  dignities  j  to  the  mere  undoing 
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Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  are  ; 
Which,  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  O  my  lord, 
Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far  ;  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws  ;  let  them. 
Not  you,  corre£l  him.     My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him, 
So  little  of  his  great  felf. 

Sur,  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  further  pleafuxe  Is— 
Becaufe  all  thofe  things,  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  power  legatine  v/ithin  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compafs  of  a  Prccmunire — 
That  therefore  fuch  a  writ  be  fu'd  againft  you  ; 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
Caftles,  and  whatfoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  king's  protection  : — This  is  my  charge. 

Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations 
How  to  live  better.     For  your  ftubborn  anfwer. 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  feal  to  us, 
The  king  fliall  know  it,  and,  no  doubt,  fhall  thank  you. 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal ! 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Wqlsey. 

Wol.  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  me» 
Farewel,  a  long  farewel,  to  ail  my  greatnefs ! 
This  is  the  ftate  of  man  \  to-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hope,  to-morrow  blolToms, 
And  bears  his  blufliing  honours  thick  upon  him  : 
The  third  ^2^,^]  comes  a  froll,  a  killing  froft ; 
And— when  he  thinks,  good  eafy  man,  full  furely 
His  greatnefs  is  a  ripening — nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  ventur'd. 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Thefe  many  fummers  in  a  fea  of  glory  ; 
But  far  beyond  my  depth  :  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me  ;  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  ftream,  that  mufi:  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye  ; 
\  feel  my  heart  new  open'd  :  O,  how  wretched 

■  "      ■  ■  M 
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Is  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  princes'  favours ! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  we  would  afpirc  to. 
That  fweet  afpecl  of  princes,  and  our  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  wars  or  women  have  ; 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. — 

Enf er  CROMV/ELLy  amazedly. 

Why,  how  now,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.   I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir. 

fP^oL  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder, 
A  great  man  fhould  decline  r  Nay,  an  you  weep, 
I  am  fallen  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

fToL  Why  well ; 
Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
I  know  myfeif  now  ;  and  I  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  d-gnities, 
A  {till  and  quiet  confcience.     The  king  has  cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank  his  grace  ;  and  from  thefe  fhoulders, 
Thefe  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  fmk  a  navy,  too  much  honour  : 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromv/ell,  'tis  a  burden. 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven, 

Crom.  I  am  glad  your  grace  has  made  that  right  uf« 
of  it. 

IVoL  I  hope  1  have  :  I  am  able  now,  methinks 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feel). 
To  endure  more  miferies,  and  greater  far. 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  offer. 
What  news  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heavieft,  and  the  worft. 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  king. 

^oL  Godblefshim! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofea 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place. 

^ol.  That's  fomewhat  fudden  : 
But  he's  a  learned  man.     May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highnefs'  favour,  and  do  juftice 
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For  truth's  fake  and  his  confcience  ;  that  his  bones. 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  bleflings. 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphan's  tears  wept  on  them  1 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  welcome, 
Inftali'd  lord  archbifhop  of  Canterbury. 

WqL  That's  news  indeed. 

Crom,  Laft,  that  the  lady  Anne, 
Whom  the  king  hath  in  fecrecy  long  marry'd. 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  queen. 
Going  to  chapel ;  and  the  v^oice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

JVoh  There  was  the  weight  that  puU'd  me  down^    O 
Cromwell ! 
The  king  has  gone  beyond  me,  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever  : 
No  fun  {hall  ever  ufher  forth  mine  honours. 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  fmiles.     Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell ; 
I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  thy  lord  and  mafter  :  Seek  the  king  ; 
That  fun,  I  pray,  may  never  fet !  I  have  told  him 
What,  and  how  true  thou  art :  he  will  advance  thee  1 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  ftir  him, 
I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  fervice  perifh  too :  Good  Cromwell, 
Negle6t  him  not ;  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  fafety, 

Crom.  O  my  lord, 
Muft  I  then  leave  you  ?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  fo  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafter  ? — 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron. 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. — 
The  king  fhall  have  my  fervice  ;  but  my  prayers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  fhall  be  your's. 

ff^ol.  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 
In  all  my  miferies  ;  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me. 
Out  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes  :  And  thus  far  hear  me,  Cromwell ; 
And — when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  (hall  be, 

And 


KING    HENRY    VIII.  €3 

And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 

Of  me  more  muft  be  heard  of— fay,  I  taught  thee. 

Say,  Wolfey — that  once  trod  the  ways  of  glory, 

And  founded  all  the  depths  and  fhoals  of  honour — 

Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rife  in  ; 

A  fure  and  fate  one,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it. 

Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me. 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition ; 

By  that  fm  tell  the  angels,  how  can  man  then. 

The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 

Love  thyfelf  lalt :  cherifh  thofe  hearts  that  hate  thee  *, 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace. 

To  filence  envious  tongues.     Be  juil,  and  fear  not : 

Let  all  the  ends,  thou  aim'll:  at,  be  thy  country's. 

Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'ft,  O  Cromwell! 

Thou  fall'll  a  bleiled  martyr.     Serve  the  king  ; 

And — pr'ythee,  lead  me  in  : 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have. 

To  the  laft  penny  ;  'tis  the  king's  :  my  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call  mine  own.     O  Cromwell,  Cromwell] 

Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 

I  ferv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 

Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 

Crom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 

fVol.  So  I  have.     Farewel 
The  hopes  of  court !  my  hopes  in  heaven  do  dwell. 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT       IV. 

SCENE     n.      A  Street  in  JVefimlnJi€r, 

Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another, 

I  Gentleman, 

You  are  well  met  once  again. 

a  Gen.  So  are  you. 

I  Gen.  You  come  to  take  your  ftand  here,  and  behold 
The  lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  coronation  ? 

1  Gen, 
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2  Gen,  'Tis  all  my  biifinefs.     At  our  laft  encounter. 
The  duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial, 

1  Gen,  'Tis  very  true  :  but  that  time  offer 'd  forrow. 
This,  general  joy. 

2  Gen,  Tis  well :  the  citizens, 

I  am  fure,  have  fhev^m  at  full  their  royal  minds  ; 
As,  let  'em  have  their  rights,  they  are  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  this  day,  with  fhews 
Pageants,  and  fights  of  honour. 

1  Gen,  Never  greater. 

Nor,  I'll  afTure  you,  better  taken.  Sir. 

2  Gen    May  I  be  bold  to  afk  what  that  contains. 
That  paper  in  your  hand  ? 

1  Gen.   Yes  ;  'tis  the  lift 

Of  thofe  that  claim  their  offices  this  day. 

By  cuftom  of  the  coronation. 

The  duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  firft,  and  claims 

To  be  high-fteward  ;  next,  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 

To  be  earl-marfhal  :  you  may  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.   I  thank  you.  Sir ;  had  I  not  known  thofe  cyf- 

toms, 
I  fhould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  of  Katharine, 
The  princefs-dowager  ?  how  goes  her  bufinefs  ? 

1  Gen,  That  I  can  tell  you  too.     The  afchbiihop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order. 

Held  a  late  court  at  Dunftable,  fix  miles  off 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princefs  lay  ;  to  which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear 'd  not ; 
And,  to  be  Ihort,  for  not  appearance,  and 
The  king's  laft  fcriiple,  by  the  main  affent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  fhe  was  divorc'd. 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effe£l : 
Since  which,  Ihe  was  removed  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  llie  remains  now  fick. 

2  Gen,  Alas,  good  lady ! — 

The  trumpets  found  :  {land  clofe,  the  queen  is  corning, 

[Hautboys, 
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The  order  of  the  CORONATION. 

1 .  A  lively  Flourijh  of  Triwipets, 

2.  Then  Hvo  'Judges* 

3.  Lord  Chancellory  with  the  Purfe  and  Mace  before  hlnu 
\.  Choriflersfinging,  [Mufic. 

5.  Mayor  of  London,  hearing  the  Mace.  Then  Garter,  in 
his  Coat  of  Arms,  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  Copper  Croivn, 

6.  Marquis  Dorset,  bearing  a  Sceptre  of  Gold,  on  his 
Head  a  Demi-Coronal  of  Gold.  With  him  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  hearing  the  Rod  of  Silver  with  the  Dove, 
crown  d  with  an  Earl's  Coronet.     Collars  ofSS, 

7.  Duke  ^/Suffolk  in  his  robe  of  Ejiate,  his  Coronet  on 
his  Head,  hearing  a  long  white  Wand,  as  High  Stewards 
With  him  the  Duke  5/ Norfolk,  zvith  the  Rodof  Mar- 

Jhaljhip,  a  Coronet  on  his  Head.      Collars  of  SS. 

8.  A  Canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinque  Ports  ;  under  it, 
the  ^een  in  her  Robe ;  her  Hair  richly  adorned  with 
Pearl,  crowned.  On  each  Side  her  the  Bijhops  of  Lon- 
don  and  Winchefler. 

9.  The  old  Dut  chefs  5/ Norfolk,  in  a  Coronal  of  Gold, 
wrought  with  Flowers,  bearing  the  ^eens  Train, 

I  o.  Certain  Ladies  or  CounteJJes,  with  plain  Circlets  of  Gold 

without  Flowers. 
They  pafs  over  the  Stage  in  Order  and  State, 

1  Gen.  A  royal  train,  believe  me, — Thefe  I  know  ;— 
Who's  that,  that  bears  the  fceptre  ? 

1  Gen,  Marquis  Dorfet  : 

And  that  the  earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gen.  A  bold  brave  gentleman.     That  ihould  be 
The  duke  of  SuiFolk. 

1  Gen.  Tis  the  fame  ;  high  fteward. 

2  Gen.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gen,  Yes. 

2  Gen.  Heaven  blefs  thee !  \Loo\ing  on  the  ^em% 
Thou  haft  the  fvveeteft  face  I  ever  look'd  on. — • 

Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  fhe  is  an  angel  ; 
pur  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 

And 
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And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  drains  that  lady: 
I  cannot  blame  his  conference. 

1  Gen.  They,  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-Ports. 

2  Gen.  Thofe  men  are  happy  ;  fo  are  all  are  near  her, 
I  take  it,  flie  that  carries  up  the  train. 

Is  that  old  noble  lady,  dutchefs  of  Norfolk. 

I  Gen,  It  is  ;  and  all  the  reft  are  countefles. 

7,  Gen.  Their  coronets  fay  fo.     Thefe  are  ftars  indeed; 
And,  fometimes,  falling  ones. 

1  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

\_Exit  Procejfton,  with  a  great  Fourijh  of  Trumpets^ 

Enter  a  Third  Gentleman, 

God  fave  you,  Sir!  Where  have  you  been  broiling  ? 

3  Gen.  Among  the  crov/d  i'the  abbey ;  w^here  a  finger 
Could  not  be  w^edg'd  in  more  :  I  am  ftifled 

With  the  mere  ranknefs  of  their  joy. 

2  Gen.  You  faw  the  ceremony  ? 

3  Gen.  That  I  did. 

1  Gen^  How  was  it  ? 

3  Qen,  Well  worth  the  feeing. 

2  Gen.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  it  to  us. 

3  Gen.  As  well  as  I  am  able.     The  rich  dream 
Of  lords  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepared  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 

A  diftance  from  her  ;  while  her  grace  fat  dowri 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  fo. 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate,  oppofing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people. 
Believe  me.  Sir,  flie  is  the  goodlieft  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man ;  w^hich  when  the  people 
Had  a  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  ftirouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftifftempeft, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes  :  Hats,  cloaks 
(Doublets,  I  think),  flew  up  ;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.     Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before..    Great-belly 'd  women, 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
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In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  fhake  the  prefs, 
And  make  'em  reel  before  'em.     No  man  living 
Could  fay.  This  is  my  wife,  there  ;  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

2  Gen.  But  what  followed  ? 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft  paces 
Came  to  the  altar  ;  where  Ihe  kneel'd,  and,  faint-like. 
Cart  her  fair  eyes  to  heaven,  and  pray'd  devoutly. 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people  ; 

When,  by  the  archbifhop  of  Canterbury, 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  queen  ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confeltbr's  crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her :  which  performed,  the  choir, 
With  all  the  choicefl  mufic  of  the  kingdom. 
Together  fung  Te  Deum  !     So  fhe  parted. 
And  with  the  fame  full  ftate  pac'd  back  again 
To  York-place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

1  Gen.  You  muft  no  more  call  it  York-Place,  that*g 

paft: 
For,  fince  the  cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft  ; 
*Tis  now  the  king's,  and  call'd  Whitehall. 

3  Gen.   I  know  it ; 
But  'tis  fo  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
Is  frelh  about  me. 

2  Gen.  What  two  reverend  biftjops 

Were  thofe  that  went  on  each  fide  of  the  queen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stokefly  and  Gardiner  ;  the  one  of  Winchefter 
(Newly  preferr'd  from  the  king's  fecretary). 

The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.  He  of  Winchefter 

Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbifhop 's. 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that  : 

However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach  ;  when  it  comes, 
Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  fhrink  irom  him. 

2  Gen.  Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gen.  Thomas  Cromwell ; 

A  man  in  much  efteem  with  the  king,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.     The  kin^  has  made  him 
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Mafter  o'the  jewel -houfe, 

And  one  aiready  of  the  privy-council. 

2  Gen.  He  will  deferve  more. 

3  Gen.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 

Come,  gentlemen,  ye  Ihall  go  my  way,  which  * 
Is  to  the  court,  and  there  fhall  be  my  guefts  ; 
Something  I  can  command.     As  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  you  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  \_Exeunti 


SCENE     II.     Kimholton. 

Enter  Kathatine,  Dowager,  ftck,   led  between  Grif- 
fith her  Gentlefnan-UJhery  and  Patience  her  PFoman. 

Grif,  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Kath.  O,  Griffith  !  fick  to  death  : 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  the  earth, 

Willing  to  leave  their  burden  :  Reach  a  chair  j 

So — now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  eafe. 
Didft  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'ft  me. 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  cardinal  Wolfey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  madam  ;  but,  I  think,  your  grace. 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fufFer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 

Kath.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how  he  dy'd  : 
Ifw^ell,  he  flepp'd  before  me,  happily, 
For  my  example, 

Grif.   Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam  : 
For  after  the  ftout  earl  Northumberland 
Arretted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenly,  and  grew  fo  ill. 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Kath.  Alas,  poor  man  ! 

Gr'if.  At  lafl,  with  eafy  roads,  he  came  to  Lelcefter, 
Lodg'd  in  the  abbey  ;  where  the  reverend  abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  \ 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words — 0  father  abbot i 
An  old  man,  broken  with  thejiorms  of  Jiate, 
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Is  £ome  to  lay  his  weary  hones  among  ye  ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  I 
So  went  to  bed  :  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  him  ilill  ;  and,  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  fhould  be  his  lalt),  full  of  repentance. 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  forrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  blelfed  part  to  heaven,  and  ilept  in  peace. 

Kath,  So  may  he  reft  ;  his  faults  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him, 
And  yet  with  charity — He  was  a  man 
Of  an  wnbounded  ftomach,  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  princes ;  one,  that  by  fuggeftion 
Ty'd  all  the  kingdom  :  fimony  was  fair  play  ; 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law  :   I'  the  prefence 
He  would  fay  untruths  ;  and  be  ever  double. 
Both  in  his  words  and  meaning  :  He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful  : 
His  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  m.ighty  ;  .- 

But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 

Grif.  Noble  madam, 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brafs  ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.     May  it  pleafe  your  highneCs 
To  hear  me  fpeak  his  good  now? 

Kath.  Yes.  good  Griffith  ; 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  flock,  undoubtedly 
Was  falhion'd  to  much  honour.     From  his  cradlei 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one  : 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading : 
Lofty,  and  four,  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not ; 
But,  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  fummcr* 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting 
(Which  v/as  a  fm),  yet  in  beftowing,  madam, 
He  was  moft  princely  :  Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twins  of  learning,  that  he  rais'd  iri  you, 
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Ipfvvich  and  Oxford !  one  of  which  fell  with  him,' 

Unwilling  to  out- live  the  good  he  did  it ; 

The  other,  though  unfinilh'd,  yet  fo  famous. 

So  excellent  in  art,  and  flill  fo  rifing^ 

That  Chriftendom  fhall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 

His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him  ; 

For  then,  and  not  'till  then,  he  felt  himfelf. 

And  found  the  blelfednefs  of  being  little  : 

And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 

Than  man  could  give  him,  he  dy'd,  fearing  God^ 

Kath.  After  my  death  I  wifh  no  other  herald. 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  a6lions, 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption. 
But  fuch  an  honefl:  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  moft  hated  living,  thou  haft  made  me^ 
With  thy  religious  truth,  and  modefty, 
Now  in  his  alhes  honour  :  Peace  be  with  him ! — 
Patience,  be  near  me  ftill  ;  and  fet  me  lower  ! 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee. — Good  Griffith, 
Caufe  the  muficians  play  me  that  fad  note 
I  nam'd  my  knell,  whilft  I  fit  meditating 
On  that  celeftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  folemn  Mujic, 

Grif.  She  Is  afleep  :  Good  wench,  let's  fit  down  quietji 
For  fear  we  wake  her  : — Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

^he  vijion.  Enter y  Jolemnly  tripping  one  after  another,  Jix 
Perjonages  clad  in  vjhite  Robes,  zuearing  on  ther  Heads 
Garlands  of  Bays,  and  golden  Vizards  on  their  Faces ; 
Branches  of  Bays^  or  Palm,  in  their  Hands.  They  firfl 
congee  unto  her,  then  dance  ;  and,  at  certain  Changes,  the 
firft  two  hold  a  fpare  Garland  over  her  Head  ;  at  which ^ 
the  other  four  make  reverend  Courtejies ;  then  the  two, 
that  held  the  Garland,  deliver  the  fame  to  the  other  next 
two,  who  obferve  the  fame  Order  in  their  Changes,  and 
holding  the  Garland  over  her  Head :  which  done,  they  deli- 
ver the  fame  Garland  to  the  lafi  two,  who  Ukewife  obferve 
the  fame  Order:  at  which  fas  it  were  by  Infpiration),  jhe 
makes  in  her  Sleep  Signs  of  rejoicing,  and  holdeth  up  hef 
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Hands  to  Heaven  :  and  Jo  in  their  Dancing  they  vamjh, 
tarrying  the  Garland  with  them.     The  Mujic  continues, 

Kath,  Spirits  of  peace  !  where  are  ye  ?  Are  ye  all  gone  ? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye  ? 

Grif,  Madam,  we  are  here. 

Kath,  It  is  not  you  I  call  for  : 
Saw  ye  none  enter,  fmce  I  llept  ? 

Grif.  None,  madam. 

Kath,  No  !  Saw  you  not,  even  now,  ablefled  troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet  ;  whofe  bright  faces 
Caft  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun  ? 
They  promis'd  me  eternal  happinefs  ; 
And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 
I  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear  :  I  fhall, 
AfTuredly. 

Grif.  I  am  moft  joyful,  madam,  fuch  good  dreams 
PoiTefs  your  fancy. 

Kath.  Bid  the  mufic  leave* 
They  are  harfh  and  heavy  to  me.  \_Mufic  ceafes, 

Pat,  Do  you  note. 
How  much  her  grace  is  alter 'd  on  the  fudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  How  pale  fhe  looks. 
And  of  an  earthy  cold  ?  Mark  her  eyes. 

Grif,  She's  going,  wench  ;   pray,  pray. 

Pat.  Heaven  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  Meffenger, 

Mef,  An't  like  your  grace — 

Kath,  You  are  a  faucy  fellow  : 
Deferye  we  no  more  reverence  \ 

Grif,  You  are  to  blame. 
Knowing,   fhe  will  not  lofe  her  wonted  greatnefs. 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour  :   go  to — kneel. 

Mef.  I  humbly  do  entreat  your  highnefs'  pardon  ; 
My  hafte  made  me  unmannerly  :  There  is  flaying 
A  gentleman,  fent  from  the  king,  to  fee  you. 

Kath,  Admit  him  entrance,  Griffith  ;  But  this  fellow 
Let  me  ne  er  fee  again. 

V  \Exeunt  Griffith  and  Meffenger, 

F  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Griffith,  with  Capucius. 

If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  fhould  be  lord  ambaffador  from  the  empefor. 

My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 

Cap,  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant, 

Kath.  O  my  lord. 
The  times,   and  titles,  now  are  alter 'd  flrangely 
With  me,  fmce  firft  you  knew  me.     But,   I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pl&afure  with  me  ? 

Cap,  Noble  lady, 
Firft,  mine  own  fervice  to  your  grace  ;  the  next. 
The  king  requefts  that  I  would  vifit  you  ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  me 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations. 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Kath.  O  my  good  lord !  that  comfort  comes  too  late  : 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  : 
That  gentle  phyfic,  given  in  time,   had  cur'd  mc  ; 
But  now  I  am  paft  all  comforts  here,  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  highnefs  ? 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do  !   and  ever  flourifli, 
When  I  fhall  dwell  with  worms,   and  my  poor  name 
Banifli'd  the  kingdom ! — Patience,  is  that  letter, 
I  caus'd  you  write,   yet  fent  away  I 

Pat.  No,   madam. 

Kath.  Sir,  I  moft  humbly  pray  you  to  deliver 
This  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Cap.  Moft  willing,  madam. 

Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodnefs 
The  model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter  :—  | 

The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  bleftings  on  her! — 
^efeeching  him,  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding ; 
(She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft:  nature ; 
I  hope,  flie  will  deferve  well)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  that  lov'd  him. 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.     My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  fome  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long  ^^ 

Hare 
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Have  follow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  : 

Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow 

(And  now  I  fhould  not  lie),  but  will  deferve, 

For  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul, 

For  honefly,  and  decent  carriage, 

A  right  good  hufband  ;  let  him  be  a  noble  ; 

And,  fure,  thofe  men  are  happy  that  fhall  have  'em. 

The  lafl:  is,  for  my  men ; — they  are  the  pooreft; 

But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me  ; — 

That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em. 

And  fomething  over  to  remember  me  by  : 

If  Heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  longer  life. 

And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 

Thefe  are  the  whole  contents  : — And,  good  my  lord, 

Ey  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world. 

As  you  wifh  Chriftian  peace  to  fouls  departed. 

Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  king 

To  do  me  this  lait  right. 

Cap,  By  heaven,  I  will ; 
Or  let  me  lofe  the  fafhion  of  a  man. 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honed  lord.     Remember  me 
In  all  humility  unto  his  highnefs  : 
Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  palling 
Out  of  this  world  ;  tell  him,  in  death  I  bleft  him, 
For  fo  I  will. — Mine  eyes  grow  dim. — Farewel, 

My  lord. Griffith,  farewel. Nay,  Patience, 

You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.     I  muft  to  bed  ; 

Call  in  more  women. — When  I  am  dead,  good  wench. 

Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour  ;  ftrew  me  over 

With  maiden-flowers,  that  all  the  world  may  know 

I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  grave :  embalm  me. 

Then  lay  me  forth  :  although  unqueen'd,  yet  like 

A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 

I  can  no  more. \_Exeunt,  hading  Katharine. 
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ACT        V. 
SCENE     I*     Some  Part  of  the  Pahce. 

Enter  Gardiner  B'ljhop  of  Winchejier,  a  Page  with  fi 
Torch  before  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas  Lovel. 

Gardiner. 

It's  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not  \ 

Boy.  It  hath  ftruck. 

Gard.  Thefe  lliould  be  hours  for  neceflities. 
Not  for  delights  ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofe,  and  not  for  us 
To  wafte  thefe  times. — Good  hour  of  night.  Sir  Thomas  t 
Whither  fo  late  ? 

Lov.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord  ? 

Gard.  I  did.  Sir  Thomas  j  and  left  him  at  primero 
With  the  duke  of  Suffolk. 

Lov.  I  muft  to  him  too. 
Before  he  go  to  bed.     I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gard.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel.  What's  the  matter  I 
It  feems  you  are  in  hafte  :  an  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belong'fl  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  your  late  bufmefs :  Affairs,  that  walk 

SAs,  they  fay,  fpirits  do)  at  midnight,  have 
xi  them  a  vi'ilder  nature,  than  the  bufmefs 
That  feeks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lov.  My  lord,  I  love  you  ; 
And  durft  commend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.    The  queen's  in  labour* 
They  fay,  in  great  extremity  ;  and  fear'd. 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gard.  The  fruit,  fhe  goes  with, 
I  pray  for  heartily  ;  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,  and  live  :  but  for  the  flock.  Sir  Thomas, 
I  wifh  it  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lov.  Methinks,  I  could  . 

Cry  the  Amen  ;^  and  yet  my  confcience  fays 
She's  a  goovl  creature,  an^,  fweet  lady,  does 
Deferve  our  better  wilhes* 

Qard. 
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Gard.  But  Sir,  Sir 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas  :  You  are  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way  ;  I  know  you  wife,  religious  ; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well — 
'Twill  not,  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  take't  of  me — 
'Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  fhe. 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lov.  Now  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moft  remark 'd  i'  the  kingdom.     As  for  Cromwell-^ 
Befide  that  of  the  jewel-houfe,  he's  made  mafter 
O'  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  fecretary  ;  further.  Sir, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  trade  of  more  preferments. 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him  :  The  archbifliop 
Is  the  king's  hand  and  tongue  :  And  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyllable  againfl:  him  r 

Gard.  Yes,  yes.  Sir  Thomas, 
There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  myfelf  have  ventur'd 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him  :  and,  indeed,  this  day. 
Sir  (I  may  tell  it  you)  I  think,  I  have 
Incens'd  the  lords  o'  the  council,  that  he  is 
(For  fo  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  moft  arch  heretic,  a  peltilence 
That  does  infeft  the  land  :  with  which  they  moved. 
Have  broken  with  the  king ;  who  hath  fo  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint  (of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care  ;  forefeeing  thofe  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  reafons  laid  before  him)  he  hath  commanded. 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.     He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  w^e  muft  root  him  out.     From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long  :  Good-night,  Sir  Thomas. 

Lov.  Many  good-nights,  my  lord  ;  I  reft  your  fervant, 
[_Exeunt  G A  R  D I N  E  R ,  and  Page, 

As  Lovel  is  going  out,  enter  the  King  and  the  Duhe  of 
Suffolk. 

King,   Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to-night; 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 
Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles  ; 
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Nor  fhall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play.— - 
Now,  Lovel,  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news  ? 

Lov.   I  could  not  perfonally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  rae,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meifage  ;  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greateft  humblenefs,  and  defir'd  your  highnefs 
Mod  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  ha  ! 
To  pray  for  her  ?  what,  is  fhe  crying  out  ? 

Lov.  So  faid  her  woman  ;  and  that  her  fufferance  made 
Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 

King.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Suf.  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  travel,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highnefs  with  an  heir  ! 

King.  'Tis  midnight,  Charles, 
Pr'ythee,  to  bed  \  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  eftate  of  my  poor  queen.     Leave  me  alone ; 
For  I  muft  think  of  that,  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.   I  wifli  yoiir  highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King.  Charles,  good  night. —  [^at/V  Suffolk. 

j£'«/^r  ^y/r  Anthony  Denny. 
Well,  Sir,  what  follows  ? 

Denny.  Sir,  I  haive  brought  my  lord  the  archbifliop, 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King.  Ha!   Canterbury^ 

Denny.   Ay,  my  good  lord. 

King.  'Tis  true  :  Where  is  he,  Denny  ? 

Denny,  He  attends  your  highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Bring  him  to  us.  [^Exit  D^nnv, 

Lov.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bifhop  fpake  ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  \_Aftde, 

Re-enter  Denny  with  Cranmer. 

King,  Avoid  the  gallery.  [hoYELjeemethtoJiay, 

Ha; — I  have faidi— Be  gone. 

What! —  \^Exeunt  hovEL  andDE-ai^Y. 

Cran, 
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Cran,  I  am  fearful : — Wherefore  frowns  he  thus  ? 
'Tis  his  afpe6l  of  terror.     All's  not  Veil. 

King.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  You  do  defire  to  know 
Wherefore  I  fent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty 
To  attend  your  highnefs'  pleafure. 

King.  Pray  you,  arife, 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  muft  walk  a  turn  together  ; 
1  have  news  to  tell  you :  Come,  come,  give  me  your  hand. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak, 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows  : 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Heard  many  grievous,  I  do  fay,  my  lord. 
Grievous  complaints  of  you  ;  which,  being  confider'd. 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  fhail 
This  morning  come  before  us  ;  where,  I  know. 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freedom  purge  yourfelf. 
But  that,  'till  further  trial,  in  thofe  charges 
Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  muft  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower  :  You,  a  brother  of  us. 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran,  I  humbly  thank  your  highnefs  ; 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occafion 
Moft  thoroughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  fliall  fly  afunder :  for,  I  know, 
There's  none  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  myfelf,  poor  man  ! 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury  ; 
Thy  truth,  and  thy  integrity,  is  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend  :  Give  me  thy  hand,  ftand  up  ; 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.     Now,  by  my  holy  Dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?   My  lord,  I  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  ihould  have  ta'en  fome  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourfelf  and  your  accufers  ;  and  to  have  heard  you. 
Without  indurance,  further. 
Cran,  Moft  dread  liege, 
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The  good  I  ftand  on  is  my  truth,  and  honefty  ; 
If  they  fhall  fail,  I,  with  mine  enemies, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon :  which  I  weigh  not. 
Being  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.     I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

Kitig.   Know  you  not 
How  your  (late  ftands  i'  the  world,  with  the  whole  world? 
Your  enemies  are  many,  and  not  fmall ;  their  practices 
Muft  bear  the  fame  proportion  ;  and  not  ever 
The  juftice  and  the  truth  o'  the  queftion  carries 
The  due  o'  the  verdi<5l  with  it :  At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  fwear  againft  you  ;  fuch  things  have  been  done. 
You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  fize.     Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjur'd  witnefs,  than  your  mafter, 
Whofe  minifter  you  are,  whiles  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to- ; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  own  deftru^tion. 

Cran,  God,  and  your  majefty, 
Prote6l  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  ! 

King,  Be  of  good  cheer  ; 
They  fhall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you  ;  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them  :  if  they  fhall  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you. 
The  beft  perfuallons  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe,  and  with  what  vehemency 
The  occafion  fhall  inftru6l  you  :  if  intreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 

There  make  before  them. Look,  the  good  man  weeps ! 

He's  honeft,  on  mine  honour.     God's  blefl  Mother ! 

I  fwear,  he  is  true-hearted  ;  and  a  foul 

None  better  in  my  kingdom. — Get  you  gone. 

And  do  as  I  have  bid  you. — He  has  flrangled 

His  language  in  his  tears.  [Exit  Cranmer, 

Ent^ 
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Enter  an  old  Lady, 

Gen.  [within.']  Comeback;  What  mean  you  ?^ 

Lady.   I'll  not  come  back  ;  the  tidings  that  I  bring 
Will  make  my  boldnefs  manners. — Now,  good  angels. 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  fhade  thy  perfon 
Und^r  their  blefTed  wings! 

King.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  mefiage.  '  Is  the  queen  deliver'd? 
Say,  ay  ;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  :  The  God  of  heaven 

Both  now  and  ever  blefs  her! 'tis  a  girl, 

Promifes  boys  hereafter.     Sir,  your  queen 
Defires  your  vifitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  (Iranger  ;  'tis  as  like  you 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King.  Lovel — 

Enter  Lovel. 

Lov.  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.     I'll  to  the  queen. 

[Exit  King. 

Lady.  An  hundred  marks  !  By  this  light,  I'll  have  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fuch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  to  him  ? 
I  will  have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't ;  and  now, 
While  it  is  hot,  I'll  put  it  to  the  iffue.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE     II.      Before  the  Council-Chamber. 
Cranmer,  Servants y  Door-Keeper^  t^c.  attending. 

Cran.  I  hope  I'm  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the  gentleman. 
That  was  lent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.    All  faft  ?  what  means  this  ? — Hoa  [ 
Who  waits  there  r — Sure,  you  know  me  ? 

D.  Keep.  Yes,  my  lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 

Cran.   Why  ? 

D,  Keep.  Your  grace  mufl  wait  'till  you  be  call'd  for. 

Enici' 
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Enter  DoBor  Butts. 

Cran.  So — 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.     I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  fo  happily  :  The  king 
Shall  underfland  it  prefently.  {.Exit  Butts* 

Cran.   \_Afide.']  "Tis  Bolts, 
The  king's  phyfician  :  As  he  paft  along. 
How  earneftly  he  caft  his  eyes  upon  me  ! 
Pray  heaven  he  found  not  my  difgrace  !  For  certain. 
This  is  of  purpofe  play'd,  by  fome  that  hate  me 
(God  turn  their  hearts !  I  never  fought  their  malice) 
To  quench  mine  honour  :  they  would  fhame  to  make  me 
Wait  elfe  at  door  ;  a  fellow  counfellor, 
Among  boys,  grooms,  and  lackies,     But  their  pleafures 
Mufl  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 

Enter  the  King,  and  Butts,  «/  ^z  Window  above. 

Butts.  I'll  fhew  your  grace  the  ftrangeft  fight — ■ 

King.  What's  that,  Butts  P 

Butts.  I  think,  your  highnefs  faw  this  many  a  day. 

King.  Body  o'  me,  where  is  it  ? 

Butts.  There,  my  lord  : 
The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canterbury  ; 
Who  holds  his  ftate  at  door,  'mongft  purfuivants. 
Pages,  and  foot-boys. 

King.  Ha  !  *Tis  he,  indeed  ! 
Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 
'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  'em  yet.     I  had  thought. 
They  had  parted  fo  much  honefty  among  'em 
(At  leaft,  good  manners),  as  not  thus  to  fuffer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  fo  near  our  favour. 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordfhips'  pleafures^ 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  port  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery  \ 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe  ; 
We  fhall  hear  more  anon, — 
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]Enter  the  Lord  Chancellory  places  himfelf  at  the  upper  End  of 
the  Tahk  on  th^.  Left -Hand  ;  a  Seat  being  Icjt  void  above 
him,  as  for  the  Archbijhop  0/ Canterbury.  Duke  of 
Suffolk,  Z)«y^^  c/ Norfolk,  Surrey,  Lord  Cham- 
berlain y  and  Ga'^-di^'ER,  feat  the7nf elves  in  Order  on  each 
Side.     Cromwell  at  the  lower  £nd,  as  Secretary. 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  bufinefs,  mafter  fecretary: 
Why  are  we  met  in  council  ? 

Crom.  Pleafe  your  honours, 
The  chief  caufe  concerns  his  grace  of  Canterbury. 

Card.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 

Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 

D.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords  ? 

Gar.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  lord  archbifhop  ; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  pleafures* 

Chan.     Let  him  come  in. 

D.  Keep.  Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  Council  Table, 

Chan.  My  good  lord  archbifhop,  I  am  very  forry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  ftand  empty  :  But  we  all  are  men. 
In  our  own  natures  frail  ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flefh — few  are  angels  :  out  of  which  frailty. 
And  want  of  wifdom,  you,  that  beft  fhould  teach  us, 
Have  mifdemean'd  yourfelf,  and  not  a  little. 
Toward  the  king  firfl,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching,  and  your  chaplains* 
(For  fo  we  are  inform'd),  with  new  opinions. 
Divers  and  dangerous  \  which  are  herefies, 
And,  not  reform 'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Card.  Which  reformation  muft  be  fudden  too. 
My  noble  lords  :  for  thofe  that  tame  wild  horfes. 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  ; 
But  flop  their  mouths  with  flubborn  bits,  and  fpur  'em, 
'Till  they  obey  the  manage.     If  we  fufFer 
(Out  of  our  eafmefs,  and  childifh  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  ficknefs, 
Farewel  all  phyfic  !  And  what  follows  then  ? 

Commotions, 
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Commotions,  uproars,  with  a  general  taint 

Of  the  whole  ftate;  as,  of  late  days,  our  neighbours. 

The  Upper  Germany,  can  dearly  witnefs. 

Yet  frefbly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  progrefs 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  1  have  labour'd. 
And  with  no  little  ftudy,  that  my  teaching. 
And  the  flrong  courfe  of  my  authority. 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever  to  do  well  :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeak  it  with  a  Tingle  heart,  my  lords) 
A  man  that  m.ore  detefts,  more  ftirs  againft. 
Both  in  his  private  confcience,  and  his  place, 
Defacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  lefs  allegiance  in  it  !  Men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice,  nourifhment. 
Dare  bite  the  belt.     I  do  befeech  your  lordfhips. 
That,  in  this  cafe  of  juftice,  my  accufers. 
Be  what  they  will,  may  ftand  forth  face  to  face. 
And  freely  urge  againft  me. 

Suf,  Nay,  my  lord, 
That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  counfellor, 
And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accufe  you. 

Gard,  My  lord,  becaufe  we  have  bufmefs  of  more  mo- 
ment, 
We  will  be  (hort  with  you.     'Tis  his  highnefs'  pleafurc. 
And  our  confent,  for  better  trial  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower  ; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again. 
You  fhall  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly  ; 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran,  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Winchefter,  I  thank  you  ! 
You  are  always  my  good  friend  j  if  your  will  pafs, 
I  fhall  both  find  your  lordfhip  judge  and  juror. 
You  are  fo  merciful  :   I  fee  your  end, 
*Tis  my  undoing  :  Love  and  meek;iefs,  lord. 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition ; 
Win  ftraying  fouls  with  modefty  again, 
Caft  i)one  away.     That  I  fhall  Clear  myfelf. 

Lay 
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Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  confcience 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.     I  could  lay  more. 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeft. 

Gurd.  My  lord,  my  lord,  you  are  a  fedary, 
That's  the  plain  truth  ;  your  painted  glofs  difcoVers, 
To  men  that  underftand  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 

Crom,  My  lord  of  Winchefter,  you  are  a  little. 
By  your  good  favour,  too  {harp  ;  men  fo  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refpecSl: 
For  vfhzt  they  have  been  ;  'tis  a  cruelty. 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gard.  Good  mafter  fecretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy  ;  you  may,  worft 
Of  all  this  table,  fay  fo. 

Crom,  Why,  my  lord  ? 

Gard,  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  fe6l  ?  ye  are  not  found. 

Crom,  Not  found  ? 

Gard.  Not  found,  I  fay. 

Crom.  'Would  you  were  half  fo  honeft  ! 
Men's  prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  fear§. 

Gard.  I  fhall  remember  this  bold  language. 

Crom,   Do  : 
Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Cham,  This  is  too  much  : 
Forbear,  for  fhame,  my  lords. 

Gard.  I  have  done. 

Crom,  And  I. 

Cham,  Then  thus  for  you,  my  lord — It  flands  agreed, 
I  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey 'd  to  the  Tower  a  prifoner  ; 
There  to  remain,  'till  the  king's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us  :  Are  you  all  agreed,  lords  ? 

All,  We  are. 

Cran,  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy. 
But  I  muft  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords  ? 

Gard,  What  other 
Would  you  expe6l  ?  You  are  ftrangely  troublefome. 
Let  fome  o'  the  guard  be  ready  there. 

Enter 
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£?iter  Guard, 

Crmu  For  me  ? 
Muft  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither  ? 

Gard,  Receive  him, 
And  fee  him  fafe  i'  the  Tower. 

Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.     Look  there,  my  lords ; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  caufe 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  moft  noble  judge,  the  king  my  mafter. 

Cham.  This  is  the  king's  ring. 

Sur,  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Suf,  'Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaven  !  I  told  ye  all. 
When  we  firft  put  this  dangerous  ftone  a  roUing, 
'T would  fall  upon  ourfelves. 

Nor.  Do  you  think,  my  lords, 
The  king  will  fufFer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cha7n.  'Tis  now  too  certain  : 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'Would  I  were  fairly  out  on't, 

Crom.  My  mind  gave  me. 
In  feeking  tales  and  informations, 
Againft  this  man  (whofe  honefty  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  at), 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye  :  Now  have  at  ye. 

Enter  King j  frowning  on  them  ;  takes  his  Seat. 

Gard,  Dread  fovereign,  how  much  are  we  bound  to 
heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  prince  ; 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  moft  religious  : 
One  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour  ;  and,  to  ftrengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpedl, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King,  You  w^ere  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations, 
Biihop  of  Winchefter.     But  know,  I  come  not 

To 
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To  hear  fuch  flatteries  now,  and  in  my  prefence  ; 

They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 

To  me  you  cannot  reach  :  You  play  the  fpaniel, 

And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me  ; 

But,  whatfoe'er  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I  am  fure. 

Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. — 

Good  man,  fit  down.     Now  let  me  fee  the  proudeft 

[To  Cranmer, 
He,  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee  : 
By  all  that's  holy  !  he  had  better  ftarve. 
Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not. 

Sur,  May  it  pleafe  your  grace 

King.  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me. 
I  had  thought  I  had  men  of  fome  underftanding 
And  wifdom  of  my  council  ;  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  difcretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man. 
This  good  man  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title). 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  loufy  foot-boy 
At  chamber  door,  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this  r   Did  my  commiffioii. 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfelves  ?   I  gave  ye 
Power  as  he  was  a  counfellor  to  try  him. 
Not  as  a  groom  :  There's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmoft,  had  ye  mean  ; 
Which  ye  fhall  never  have,  while  I  live. 

Chan.  Thus  far. 
My  moft  dread  fovereign,  may  it  like  your  grace 
To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.     What  was  purposed 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men)  meant  for  his  trial. 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice  ; 
I  am  fure,  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  refpedl  him  ; 
Take  him  and  ufe  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubjedl,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him; 
Be  friends,  for  Ihame,  my  lords. — My  lord  of  Canterbury, 

I  have 
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I  have  a  fuit  which  you  muft  not  deny  me : 

There  is  a  fair  young  maid  that  yet  wants  baptifm  ; 

You  muft  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her. 

Cran,  The  greateft  monarch  now  alive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  honour  ;  How  may  I  deferve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fubje^t  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  fpare  your  fpoons  : 
you  fliall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you  ;  the  old  dutchefs  of  Nor- 
folk, 
And  lady  marquis  Dorfet ;  Will  thefe  pleafe  you  ? — 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchefter,  I  charge  you, 
Embrace  and  love  this  man. 

Garr/.  With  a  true  heart. 
And  brother's  love,  I  do  it. 

Cran,  And  let  heaven 
Witnefs,  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

King,  Goodman,  thofe  joyful  tears  Ihew  thy  true  heart* 
The  common  voice,  I  fee,  is  verify'd 
Of  thee,  which  fays  thus.  Do  my  lord  of  Canterbury 
A  jhrewd  turn^  and  he  is  your  friend  for  ever. — 
Come,  lords,  we  trine  time  away  ;  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain ; 
So  I  grow  ftronger,  you  more  honour  gain.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE     HI.     The  Palace  Yard, 
Noife  and  Tumult  within :  Enter  Porter j  and  his  Man. 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  you  rafcals  !  Dd 
you  take  the  court  for  Paris-Garden  ?  ye  rude  flaves, 
leave  your  gaping. 

Within.  Good  mafter  porter,  I  belong  to  the  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hang'd,  you  rogue! 
Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  r — Fetch  me  a  dozen  crab-tree 
ftaves,  and  ftrong  ones  ;  thefe  are  but  fwitches  to  'em. — 
I'll  fcratch  your  heads  :  You  muft  be  feeing  chriftenings  \ 
Do  you  look  for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude  rafcals  \ 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much  impoflible 
(Unlefs  we  fvveep  them  from  the  door  with  cannons) 

To 
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To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  fleep 

On  May-day  morning  ^  which  will  never  be  •: 

We  may  as  well  pufh  againft  Paul's  as  ftir  'em- 

Pcrt.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd. 

Man,  Alas  I  know  not !  Kow  i^^X'^.  the  tide  in^ 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 

iYou  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  dillribute, 
made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port,  You  did  nothing,  Sir. 

Man.  I  am  not  Sampfon,  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Colbrand, 
to  mow  'em  down  before  me  ;  but,  if  I  fpar'd  any  that 
had  a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or  fhe,  cuckgld 
or  cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope  to  fee  a  chine  again  ; 
and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow,  God  fave  her. 

Within.   Do  you  hear,  mafler  porter  ? 

Port.  I  (hall  be  with  yoi]  prefently,  gpodmafter  puppy 
^— Keep  the  door  clofe,  Sirrah, 

Man,  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Port.  What  fhould  you  do,  but  knock  'em  down  by 
the  dozens  i  Is  this  Mocrfields  to  mr.fcer  in  r  or  have  we 
fome  ftrange  Indian  with  the  great  tool  come  to  court, 
the  women  fo  befiege  us  r  Blefs  me,  what  a  fry  of  forni- 
cation is  at  door !  O'  my  Chrirtian  confcience,  this  one 
chriftening  will  beget  .a  thoufand — here  v/iil  be  fathej*,. 
god-father,  and  all  together. 

Man.  The  fpoons  will  be  the  bigger,  Sir.  There  is  a 
fellow  fom.ewhat  near  the  door,  he  ihould  be  a  brafier  by 
his  face  ;  for,  o'  my  confcience,  twenty  of  the  dog-days 
-now  reign  in's  nofe  ;  all  that  {land  about  him  are  under 
the  line,  they  need  no  other  penance  :  That  fire-drake 
did  I  hit  three  times  on  the  head,  and  three  times  was  his  ' 
nofe  difcharg'd  againft  me  ;  he  (lands  there  like  a  mortar- 
piece,  to  blow  us.  There  was  a  haberdaflier's  wife  of 
fmall  wit  near  him,  that  rail'd  upon  rne  'till  her  pink'd 
porringer  fell  off  her  head,  for  kindling  fuch  a  combuftion 
in  the  ftate.  I  mifs'd  the  meteor  once,  and  hit  that  wo- 
man, who  cry'd  out,  cluhsl  when  I  might  fee  from  far  fome 
forty  truncheoneers  draw  to  her  fuccour,  which  were  the 
hope  of  the  ftrand,  w^here  fhe  was  quarter'd.  They  fell 
©n  j  I  made  good  my  place;  at  length  they  came  to  the 
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broomftalT  v/ith  me,  I  defy'd  'em  (till ;  when  fuddenly  a 
file  of  boys  behind  'em,  loofe  fhot,  deliver'd  fuch  a  fliower 
of  pebbles,  that  I  was  fain  to  draw  mine  honour  in,  and 
let  'em  win  the  w^ork;  The  devil  was  amongft  'em,  I 
think,  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a  playhoufe, 
and  fight  for  bitten  apples  ;  that  no  audience,  but  the  tri- 
bulation of  Tower-Hill,  or  the  limbs  of  Limehoufe,  their 
dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I  have  feen  fome  of 
*em  in  Limbo  Pat  rum  ^  and  there  they  are  like  to  dance 
th  fe  three  days ;  befides  the  running  banquet  of  two  bear 
dies,  that  is  to  come. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Mercy  o'  me,  what  a  multitude  are  here! 
They  grow  flill  too,  from  all  parts  they  are  coming. 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair !  Where  are  thefe  porters, 
Thefe  lazy  knaves  ?— Ye  have  made  a  fine  hand,  fellow^ 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in  :  Are  all  thefe 
Your  faithful  friends  o'  the  fuburbs  ?  We  (hall  hav§ 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the  ladies. 
When  they  pafs  back  from  the  chriftening. 

Port.  Pleafe  your  honour, 
We  are  but  men  ;  and  what  fo  many  may  jlOf 
Not  being  torn  a-pieces^  we  haye  done : 
An  army  cannot  rule  'em. 

Cham.  As  I  live. 
If  the  king  blame  irje  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  the  heels,  and  fuddenly  ;  and  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines,  for  negle6l :  You  are  lazy  knaves  \ 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bumbards,  when 
Ye  fliould  do  fervice.     Hark,  the  trumpets  found  ; 
They  are  come  already  from  the  chriftening : 
Go,  break  among  the  prefs,  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  fairly ;  or  I'll  find 
fi.  Marflialfea,  fliall  hold  you  play  thefe  two  months. 

Port.  Make  way  ihere  for  the  princefs. 

Man.  You  great  fellow,  ftand  clofe  up,  or  I'll  makf 
your  head  ache. 

Port.  You  i'  the  camblet,  get  up  o*  the  rail ;  I'll  peck 

you  o'er  the  pales  ^Ife.  [Exeunt. 

^  SCEN£ 
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SCENE    IV.     The  Palace. 

Enter  trumpets y  founding;  then  two  Aldermen ^  Lord-Mayor, 
Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  o/Norfolk  with  his  Mar- 
JhalFs  Staff,  Duke  ^/Suffolk,  two  Noblememen  bearing 
great  fianding  Bowls  for  the  Chrifiening  gifts;  then  four 
Noblemen  bearing  a  Canopy,  under  which  the  Dut chefs  of 
Norfolk,  Godmother,  hearing  the  Child  richly  habited 
in  a  Mintle,  i^c.  Train  borne  by  a  Lady :  then  follow 
the  Marchionefs  <?/  DoftSET,  the  other  Godmother,  and 
Ladies,  The  Troop  pafs  once  about  the  Stage,  and  Garter 
fpeaks, 
Gart.  Heaven,  ftom  thy  endlefs  goodnefs,  fend  pro- 

fperous  life,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty 

princefs  of  England,  Elizabeth ! 

Flourijh,     Enter  King  and  Train* 

Cran.  [Kneeling.']  And  to  your  royal  grace,  and  the 
good  queen. 
My  noble  partners,  and  myfelf,  thus  pray  ; — ^ 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  n>oft  gracious  lady, 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye ! 

King,  Thank  you,  good  lord  archbifhop  : 
What  is  her  name  ? 

Cran,  Elizabeth. 

King,  Stand  up,  lord. —  [The  King  hiffes  the  child* 

With  this  kifs  take  my  blefling  :  God  protect  thee ! 
Into  vi^hofe  hand  I  give  thy  life. 

Cran,  Amen. 

King,  My  noble  goUips,  ye  have  been  too  prodigal  t 
1  thank  ye  heartily  ;  fo  fhall  this  lady, 
When  fhe  has  fo  much  Englifh. 

Cran,  Let  me  fpeak,  Sir, 
For  Heaven  noyv  bids  me  ;  and  the  words  I  utter 
Let  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find  'em  truth. 
This  royal  infant  (heaven  ftill  move  about  her !) 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promifes 
Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thoufand  bleflings, 
Which  time  itall  bring  to  ripenefs :  She  Ihall  be 
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(But  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 

A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her, 

And  all  that  fhall  fucceed  :  Sheba  was  never 

More  covetous  of  wifdom,  and  fair  virtue, 

Than  this  pure  foul  fhall  be  :  all  princely  graces. 

That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 

With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good, 

Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her  :  truth  fhall  nurfe  her, 

Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  fhall  counfel  her  : 

She  fhall  be  lov'd  and  fear'd  :  Her  own  fhall  blefs  her  ; 

Her  foes  fliake.  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn, 

And  hang  their  heads  with  forrow :  Good  grows  with  her ; 

In  her  days,  every  man  fhall  eat  in  fafety. 

Under  his  own  Vine,  what  he  plants  ;  and  fmg. 

The  mtrty  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours ; 

God  fhall  be  truly  known  ;  and  thofe  about  her 

From  her  fhall  read  the  perfe6t  way  of  honour. 

And  by  thofe  claim  their  greatnefs,  not  by  blood. 

Wor  fhall  this  peace  fleep  with  her  :  But  as  when 

The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix. 

Her  afhes  new  create  another  heir, 

As  great  in  admiration  as  herfelf ; 

So  fhall  fhe  leave  her  blelTednefs  to  one 

(When  Heaven  fhall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of  darknefe) 

Who,  from  the  facred  afhes  of  her  honour, 

Shall  flar-like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  fhe  wns^ 

And  fo  fland  fix'd:  Peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror. 

That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 

Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him  ; 

Wherever  the  bright  fun  of  heaven  fhall  fliine, 

His  honour,  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 

Shall  be,  and  make. new  nations:  He  fhall  flourlfh. 

And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 

To  all  the  plains  about  him  :— Our  children's  children 

Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  heaven. 

King.  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders.]  • 

Cran.  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 
An  aged  princefs ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her. 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
Would  I  had  known  no  more!  but  fhe  mud  die. 
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Sie  muft,  the  faints  muft  have  her ;  yet  a  virgin, 

A  moft  unfpotted  lily  fhall  ftie  pafs 

To  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  fhall  mourn  her. 

King.  O  lord  archbifhop, 
Thou  haft  made  me  now  a  man  ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing : 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 
That,  when  I  am  in  heaven,  I  fhall  defire 
To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker. — 
I  thank  ye  all. — To  you,  my  good  lord  mayor, 
And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden  ; 
i  have  recciv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence, 
And  ye  ihall  find  me  thankful.     Lead  the  way,  lords  ;-^' 
Ye  muft  all  fee  the  queen,  and  fhe  muft  thank  ye. 
She  will  be  fick  elfe.     This  day,  no  man  think     • 
He  has  bufinefs  at  his  houfe  ;  for  all  fhall  ftay, 
This  little  one  fhall  make  it  holiday.  [E^irfiwfi 
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